Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


u. 


ni^- 


THE  WILL; 


OR, 


T-HE    HALF-BROTHERS. 


A  ROMANCE. 


IN    THREE    VOLUMES. 


VOL.  I. 


1 


■^  .  • 


V'.  ■■-■ 


LONDON: 
RICHABD  BBNTLEY.  NEW  BURLINGTON  STREET. 

1846. 


z^;/-  ^ 


LOWBOM: 

Prlnttd  bf  Schnlie  and  Co^  IS,  Polimd  Street. 


PREFACE. 


Thb  Ckmspiracy  of  the  Count  Fiesco,  a 
temarkable  episode  which  occurred  in  the 
liiatory  of  Genoa  during  the  administra- 
tion of  Andrew  Dona,  seemed  to  present 
sufficient  material  for  the  composition  of 
the  following  tale. 

In  1546,  Andrew  Doria,  who  had  pre- 
viously seceded  from  the  French  King,  and 
joined  the  Emperor,  Charles  V.,  was 
the  ruling  power  in  Genoa,  and  grown 
old,  he  looked  upon  his  grand-nephew, 
Giannetino,  as  the  best  depository  of  the 
authority  personally  possessed  by  himself. 
His  own  rule,  though  secret,  almost  de- 
spotic, never  seemed  to  be  actually  such, 
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for  personally  liked»  the  popular  mind 
being  replete  with  the  memory  of  great 
benefits  conferred  upon  his  country  by 
this  pater  patrim,  the  majority  obeyed 
without  questioning  the  authority  ot  the 
chief.  The  ambition  to  reign  was  as  strong 
in  Giannetinoi  as  the  absence  of  the  qualities 
best  calculated  to  secure  success  was  visi- 
ble. Haughty,  vain,  insolent  to  equals  and 
inferiors,  he  gained  the  hatred  of  many,  the 
contempt  of  some,  and  the  dislike  of  all ; 
while  he  presented  his  faults  to  the  con- 
stant criticism  of  the  multitude.  The 
Count  Fiesco  saw  and  sympathized  with 
the  popular  feeling.  His  views  expanded 
when  he  remarked  the  tone  of  the  public 
mind;  and  circumstances,  perhaps,  more 
than  his  own  wishes,  made  him  ambitious 
of  the  chief  power  in  Genoa.  In  another 
State  he  might  have  been  an  emulous 
citizen,  .struggling  for  the  public  good: 
in  Grenoa,  chafed,  his  passions  weighed 
with  the  nice  eye  of  the  cunning  politi- 
cians of  his  age,  he  was  first  regarded  as 
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an  instramenti  until  his  ambition  rendered 
him  a  Conspirator.  Perhaps  we  have 
more  sjrmpathy  with  him  in  his  mournfal 
death,  than  interest  in  his  hopes.  His 
history,  full  of  ambition  as  it  was,  perhaps 
tinged  with  crime,  proves  that  he  loved 
Genoa ;  and  those  stories  told  to  his  disad- 
vantage were  more  the  current  rumours  of 
the  Doria  faction,  than  historical  truths. 
It  is  certain  that  he  opposed  the  assassina- 
tion of  the  Dorias,  recommended  by  his 
partizans;  and  if  his  revolt  be  void  of 
excuse,  it  is  strongly  palliated  by  the  con« 
duct  of  Giannetino,  who  twice  or  thrice 
attempted  his  life.  His  death,  in  the  midst 
of  victory,  was  a  heavy  punishment  for 
his  error,  or  it  may  be — crime. 

This  conspiracy  is  undoubtedly  amongst 
the  most  extraordinary  attempts  in  the 
annals  of  history.  It  grew  and  flourished, 
extended  itself  amongst  all  classes,  yet, 
witbit  before  their  eyes,  the  parties  most 
interested  in  its  suppression,  seemed  blind- 
folded in  the  midst  of  their  dangers.    The 
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mask  of  pleasure  worn  by  Fiesco,  suffi. 
ciently  disguised  his  intentions;  and  the 
gay  Count  of  Lavagna  was  considered  more 
likely  to  plot  a  fSte,  than  the  downfall 
of  a  government.  It  may  be  truly  said 
of  him,  that  his  virtues  were  his  own ; 
his  vices  and  crimes,  the  result  of  his  posi- 
tion. 

Of  the  remaining  characters  introduced, 
some  are  fictitious,  others  real.  To  give  an 
idea  of  the  opulence  and  luxury  of  Genoa  at 
this  period  of  her  history,  even  when  greatly 
fallen  from  her  previous,  power,  it  was 
necessary  to  introduce  representatives  of 
the  higher  classes  in  the  State;  and  the 
style  of  living  adopted  by  the  Count  was 
but  the  type  of  his  order.  Three  centuries 
have  now  passed  since  the  occurrence  of 
the  scenes  sketched  in  the  present  volumes ; 
and  while  we  may  regard  the  Genoa  of 
1547  as  the  sign  of  the  downfall  of  the 
Italian  Republics,  the  events  of  the  present 
hour  seem  to  point  to  the  Genoa  of  1846 
as  the  source  from  which  may  spring  the 
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liberty  and  prosperity  of  Italy.  Perhaps 
there  is  no  portion  of  Europe  regarded 
at  the  present  time  with  more  interest  by 
the  speculative  politician,  than  that  country. 
An  ancient  land,  replete  with  noble  associa- 
tions ;  a  nurse  in  the  arts ;  the  cradle  of 
music;  the  early  protector  of  literature; 
famed  when  other  nations  were  struggling 
to  rise  above  the  helplessness  of  their  in- 
fancy; Italy  has  many  claims  upon  the 
politician,  the  artist,  the  author,  and  above 
all  upon  those  who  would  desire  to  see  the 
favoured  institutions  of  this  empire  not 
confined  within  its  own  limits,  but  its  uni- 
versal benefits  shared  by  the  entire  world. 
Events  are  rapidly  approaching  to  a  crisis, 
and  public  opinion  is  assuming  a  tone 
which  must  ultimately  lead  to  the  establish- 
ment of  principles,  that  in  their  healthful 
operation  will  tend  to  raise  that  country 
to  the  rank  which,  from  her  situation 
in  Europe,  her  population  and  resources, 
she  should  maintain.  To  see  Italy  assum- 
ing its  natural  and  legitimate  position,  is  a 
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hope  expressed  by  all  who  have  read  its 
early  history,  marked  its  more  matured 
struggleSi  and  now  lament  its  fallen  great- 
ness. By  directing  attention  to  its  past 
historjr,  public  curiosity  may  be  roused, 
public  interest  excited,  and  when  these  two 
great  engines  of  regeneration  are  once  put 
in  motion,  there  is  reason  to  expect  the 
best  results  from  their  combined  opera- 
tions. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


"  Ho  !  my  masters,  a  boat !''  exclaimed 
a  young  man  who  stood  on  the  edge  of  the 
Grand  Canal  in  Venice,  a  few  yards  below 
the  Bialto,  and  pointed  to  two  gondoliers 
who  slowly  and  lazily  impelled  their  boat 
towards  him  from  the  other  side.  *^  Quick, 
or  you  lose  a  fare,"  he  continued,  turning 
as  he  spoke  to  another  person  who  stood 
by  his  side  wearing  a  broad  slouched  hat 
drawn  over  his  brows,  and  having  his  arms 
folded  under  a  short,  sombre  coloured  cloak 
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that  was  wrapped  round  his  shoulders.  He 
seemed  some  years  older  than  his  com* 
panion,  who  could  not  have  counted  more 
than  twenty  summers,  and  not  unlike  one 
.  of  those  strange  pillars  of  State  upon  which 
Venetian  policy  so  much  rested,  when  the 
unscrupulous  Ten  preferred  private  removal 
to  a  public  execution  of  those  who  incurred 
their  suspicion  or  displeasure.  *^  What  say 
you,  Sebastian  ?  Fm  for  St.  Mark's — ^wilt 
go?" 

''  To  the  church  ?"  asked  his  companion, 
glancing  down  the  canal  on  which  floated 
a  throng  of  gondolas  hastening  in  that 
direction. 

The  other  nodded  an  affirmative. 

"  Not  I  r*  rejoined  his  companion. 
"  Prayer's  not  to  my  taste  ;  and  somehow 
I  feel  more  disposed  to  try  the  vintage  ot 
mine  host  of  the  *  Three  Crowns/  than  spend 
a  summer's  evening  in  a  dull  church. 
Let's  cross  the  bridge — the  house  is  famed 
for  its  liquors." 

**  I'm  no  toper,"  rejoined  the  other  care- 
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lesslj;  "  and  even  if  I  were,  I  must  to  busi- 
ness before  pleasure/'  he  continued  as  the 
boat  now  shot  forward  to  the  edge  of  the  canal 
beneath  his  feet ;  "  and  I  go  to  St.  Mark's 
to  look  at  Venice,  as  111  warrant  the  cathe-, 
dral  just  now  a  good  picture  of  the  city, 
the  Ten,  and  all." 

"  Why  not,"  asked  his  companion,  draw- 
ing him  back  for  a  moment,  ''go  at  once  to 
the  palace,  claim  the  admission  of  a  relative, 
and  then  act  as  circumstances  may  warrant? 
The  bolder  we  are,  the  more  successful  wq 
may  he." 

- "  True  :  the  advice  is  good.  Yet  some- 
how I  have  a  fancy  to  visit  the  church, 
and  will  give  the  whim  a  loose  rein.  Tut ! 
'twill  pass  the  time,  and  be,  if  nought  else, 
a  novelty  to  boot,  for  religion  and  we  have 
been  strangers  of  late.  There  now — to 
boat.  Turn  her  point  this  way,"  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  the  boatmen  ;  and  enter- 
ing the  gondola,  he  was  slowly,  and  seem- 
ingly without  much  relish,  followed  by  his 
companion. 
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The  two  gondoliers  received  their  direc- 
tions to  convey  them  to  St.  Mark's,  and  the 
young  man  who  had  asked  their  services 
threw  himself  carelessly    across  the  seat 
•which  was  nearest    to   the  boat's  prow, 
while  the  other  burying  his  features  behind 
the  shade  of  the  dark  awning,  which  cano- 
pied  a  portion  of  the  gondola  and  afforded 
protection  against  the  heat  of  the  sun,  drew 
his  hat  still  more  over  his  features,  and 
began  to  trace  with  a  keen  eye,  as  they 
swept  rapidly  down  the  canal,  the  fronts  of 
the   various  noble   edifices,  palaces,   and 
churches,  that  lined  both  its  sides.  Behind 
them  lay  the  Rialto  with  its  lofty  single 
arch  spanning  the  canal,  and  throwing  its 
deep  shadow  far  over  the  surface  of  the 
waters ;  and  before  them  gleamed  a  long 
line  of  palaces,  the  marble  steps  that  led 
up  to  them  gently  laved  by  the  still  waters, 
while  here  and  there  the  fronts  and  spires 
of  many  a  church  produced  variety,  and 
imparted  grandeur  to  the  scene. 
In  the  decorations  of  the  edifices  that 
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lined  this  great  thoroughfare  through  the 
heart  of  Venice,  every  grace  that  art,  and 
skill,  and  wealth  could  lend  to  architecture 
had  heen  unsparingly  employed,  and  pillars, 
pediments,  cornices,  and  mouldings — the 
chaste  products  of  Grecian  genius,  or  the 
fantastic  devices  of  Saracenic  taste  were 
profusely  employed  to  accumulate  ornament 
and  increase  effect. 

As  the  gondola  now  turned  the  bend  in 
the  canal,  which  had  previously  excluded 
from  view  the  five  domes  of  St.  Mark,  the 
scene  on  the  water  became  more  varied  and 
animated.  Multitudes  of  other  boats  passed 
and  repassed  them,  some  hired  like  their 
own,  and  many  belonging  to  the  nobles 
and  wealthy  merchants  of  the  great  mis^ 
tress  of  the  Adriatic ;  most  of  them  carry* 
ing,  conspicuous  on  their  sides,  the  arms  of 
their  several  proprietors.  Over  all  this 
scene,  so  replete  with  life,  changing,  and 
ever  presenting  some  new  features,  prevailed 
a  stillness  and  absence  from  tumult  or  noise, 
the  peculiar  coAtrast  of  Venice  with  other 
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cities ;  and  the  boats  glided  through  the 
calm  I  unruffled  waters  of  the  canal,  which 
reflected  their  figures  on  their  smooth  sur- 
face, with  an-  easy  motion  ^at  hardly 
created  a  ripple  as  their  prows  gently 
parted  them.  The  evening  too  was  one  of 
those  clear  Italian  evenings,  when  not  a 
cloud,  not  even  a  speck,  dims  the  surface 
of  the  sky,  which  seemed  a  pure  sheet  of 
silver,  so  cloudless  and  bright  did  it  appear. 
The  gondoliers  propelled  their  boat 
rapidly  forward,  and  neither  of  its  occu- 
pants had  exchanged  words  since  they 
entered  it,  for  the  younger  of  the  two  had 
hardly  altered  his  position,  but  lay  with  his 
head  turned  from  his  companion,  whose 
attention  seemed  completely  absorbed  in 
the  contemplation  of  the  buildings  on  both 
sides  of  the  canal,  and  of  the  gay  scene  oh 
its  surface.  All  the  beauties  of  the  Piazza 
were  bursting  on  their  view.  The  steps  at 
the  Ducal  Palace  were  crowded  with  the 
passengers  landing  from  the  various  gon- 
dolas that  almost  covered  the  broad  space 
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before  thetn;  and  the  yariegated  dresses 
worn  by  trarellers  frooi  tbe  Eailt  and  West, 
the  turbaned  Turk  and  the  gay  cavaliers  oi 
France,  the  rich  merchants  of  the  LoW 
Coimtriea  and  Arfaienia,  with  visitors  from 
England,  and  statdy  Dons  froni  Spain, 
harmonized  well  with  the  graver  and  more 
sober  garbs  of  the  native  Venetians^  The 
hngering  rays  of  the  siin  still  touched  the 
top  of  the  lofty  Campanile,  as  strange  and 
lonely  it  stood  like  a  gnardian  genius  over 
the  five  mo8qtie<*likd  domes  of  the  Cathedral, 
and  relieved  the  d&rker  shadte  of  the  bronze 
horses^  that  g;uajifded  its  eiitlranbe,  while  here 
and  there  a  straying  ray  lighted  ilp  the 
front  of  the  grmt  public  library.  Opposite 
to  this  seat  of  Venetian  policy  and  type  of 
its  wealth  and  gilandeur  lay  many  a  wealthy 
argosy  and  statdy  barge,  and  the  huge 
Btioentaur,  it6  sides  relieved  by  gay  colours, 
eiid  an  ample  flag  floating  from  its  single 
mast  was  moored  before  St.  Giorgio 
Majore,  whose  architectural  beauties  were 
the  children  of  Palladio's  genius* 
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The  gondola  stopped  before  the  steps  at 
the  Ducal  Palace,  the  boatmen  with  diffi- 
culty getting  forward  amongst  the  crowd, 
for  the  landing  was  greatly  thronged,  and 
the  water  covered  with  boats.  After  some 
delay,  they  succeeded  in  making  a  landing, 
and  the  two  men  leaped  out,  while  the  boat 
was  soon  jostled  out  of  its  place  to  make 
way  for  others  arriving  after  it.  The  younger 
of  the  two  now  paused  for  some  moments 
at  the  base  of  one  of  the  two  tall  columns 
that  faced  the  sea,  and  ran  his  eyes  over 
the  throng  that  eagerly  approached  the 
entrance  to  the  Church  of  St.  Mark — ^for  it 
was  the  evening  of  a  day  more  than  ordi- 
narily reverenced  by  the  Venetians,  that  of 
the  festival  of  their  patron  saint — ^while 
his  companion  appeared  little  to  mark  the 
scene  or  the  purpose  that  induced  them  to 
mix  in  it  The  twenty-fifth  of  April,  in  the 
year  1524,  showed  no  diminution  in  the 
zeal  of  the  Venetians  for  the  service  of  their 
Patron,  under  whose  protection  they  had 
grown  in  power  and  wealth,  rich  in  com- 
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merce^  prosperity,  and  arms.    The  religious 

feeling  was  not  restricted  to  class  or  sex, 

but  seemed  to  pervade  all  ranks  in  the  city ; 

and  the  strangers  found  themselves^  as  they 

now  strove  to  proceed  to  the  church,  jostled 

by  nobles,  craftsmen,  mechanics,  dames,  old 

and  young,  soldiers   and  sailors,  bearded 

Armenians,     and    converted    children    of 
Israel. 

'"Well,  Sebastian,  what  sayest  thou  to 
this  boast  of  Venice  ?"  whispered  the 
younger  of  the  two,  as,  after  an  eflfort,  they 
found  themselves  at  the  cathedral  door. 
''  Genoa  has  nought  that  can  equal  it.'' 

'^  Nothing,  indeed  I  The  fiend  take  them, 
how  they  push;"  and  borne  on  with  the 
throng  that  jostled  and  rolled  forward,  they 
at  last  entered  the  building,  separated  from 
each  other  by  the  motion  of  the  crowd,  and 
the  younger  stranger  found  himself  alone  in 
the  midst  of  it,  for  though  of  Venice,  not 
an  eye  there  recognized  him,  nor  did  he 
court  acquaintance.  Glancing  over  the  in- 
terior of  the  building,  rich  in  every  decora- 
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tion  which  gold  could  purchase  or  genius 
and  art  produce,  he  slowly  hacked  out  of 
the  throng,  and  gaining  a  position  close  he- 
side  one  of  the  five  hundred  pillars  of  bril- 
liant marble  that  supported  the  lofty  roof, 
his  looks  ranged  over  its  golden  surface, 
and  then  settled  on  the  floor  inlaid  with 
jasper  and  porphyry,  from  whence  they 
turned  to  the  Pala  d'oro,  said  to  contain  the 
relics  of  the  saint,  where  the  sheen  of  gold 
and  silver,  and  the  star-like  sparkle  of  pre- 
cious stones  gleamed  and  glistened,  as  their 
light  was  occasionally  shaded  by  the  motions 
of  the  crowd. 

"Well,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  and 
something  like  a  feeling  of  pride  in  the 
place  lighted  up  his  features, ''  if  their  patron 
saint  forget  the  Venetians,  the  fault  is  in 
their  prayers,  and  not  in  any  niggardly 
commemoration  of  his  existence,  for  they 
seem  to  have  beggared  nature  and  art  to 
raise  this  building  to  his  memory,"  and 
leaving  the  place  to  walk  nearer  to  the 
shrine,  he  had  almost  stumbled  over  two 
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elderly  females  who  were  kneeling  at  the 
other  side  of  the  column. 

'^  Signor — Signor/'  exclaimed  one  of  them 
peeviriily,  ''  look  were  thou  goest,  and  if 
thon  can'st  not  pray,  don't  trample  on  those 
who  do." 

"I  crave  your  pardon,"  rejoined  the 
other  with  a  ready  and  graceful  courtesy ; 
"  and  if  I  have  been  rude,  my  anxiety  to 
examine  the  treasures  which  your  country- 
men have  collected  into  this  most  mag- 
nificent pile  must  plead  my  excuse." 

"True,  Signor,  true,"  answered  the 
woman,  and,  Uke  a  true  daughter  of  St. 
Mark,  she  forgot  self  in  the  compliment  to 
the  church.  "Thou  art  not  of  Venice, 
then,"  and  as  the  stranger  nodded  a  gesture 
she  might  construe  into  an  affirmative  or 
not  as  she  pleased,  she  was  resuming  her 
conversation  with  her  companion,  which 
seemed  to  be  the  devotion  the  stranger  had 
interrupted,  apd  he  was  moving  forward  to 
join  his  comrade,  who  had  proceeded  to- 
wards the  vestry,  when  a  name  uttered  near 
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him  caused  him  again  to  pause  and  look  for 
the  speaker,  whom  he  found  in  the  female 
that  had  just  addressed  him. 

**  Why  all  Venice  knows,"  she  observed 
in  an  under  tone,  but  every  word  rung 
audibly  in  the  ears  of  the  listener,  who  ap- 
peared anxiously  to  scan  the  objects  round 
him,  in  order  that  his  own  espionage  might 
escape  detection,  *' every  one  knows  that 
Battista  Verrina  was  too  wild  a  profligate 
to  inherit  aught  but  his  father's  curse." 

*'He  died  wealthy,  too,"  observed  the 
other  female. 

"  Wealthy  I  The  word  wants  meaning. 
He  was  too  rich.  His  name  was  in  every 
mouth  in  Venice.  Nor  was  he  chxirlish 
with  his  gold  ;  for  the  richest  jewel  in  the 
Pala  d'oro  was  a  present  from  him  when  the 
argosy  named  after  his  young  wife  escaped 
the  infidel  Turks." 

"  It  was  strange  he  married,  and  that  too 
at  his  years." 

''Nb — nol"  said  the  other,  carelessly. 
**  Battista  had  gone  too  far  to  be  forgiven, 
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and  be  married  to  cut  him  out  with  the 
hope  of  a  new  heir ;    and/'  continued  the 

narrator,    ''  no  later  than  yesterday,  after 
making  some  arrangements  with  her  notary, 
bis  young  widow  told  me  that  her  child,  if 
a  boy,  and  if  he  lived,  would  be  able  to 
rank   with    the   highest  heads  under  St. 
Mark's/' 
•'  And  if  a  girl  V*  asked  the  other. 
"  Ah !  the  poor  lady's  cheek  grew  pale 
when  I  asked  the  same  question ;  for  the 
old  man  must  support  his  name,  and  his 
dau]ghter  would  receive  but  a  sorry  portion, 
while  Battista  succeeds  as  heir  to  the  family 
inheritance." 

"  I  hope  the  child  may  be  a  boy,"  said 
the  other. 

"  It  is  my  own  prayer,"  echoed  her  com- 
panion. 

''  And  thus  make  a  beggar  of  the  eldest 
bom,"  muttered  the  stranger.  *'  By  St. 
Mark,  he'll  hardly  endure  it,  had  she  fifty 
boys;"  and  tapping  the  female  on  the 
shoulder,    he   added   aloud ;    *^  Methinks, 
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dame,  you  and  Vedice  are  long  and  well 
acqumnted*    You  know  most  of  its  great 


names/' 


*' Yes,  truly,  most  of  them,  for  it's  Aow 
nearly  sixty  years  since  first  we  knew  eadh 
other,  and  few  Venetiians  of  note  have 
escaped  my  memory.  There ,welre — "tod 
with  the  garrulity  of  age  she  was  hfeginniAg 
to  catalogue  the  families  she  knew^  when 
the  other  interrupted  her  by  asking :   . . 

"  How  fares  the  old  Signer  Guido  Ver- 
rina  ?  I  knew  a  son  of  his  at  Genoa,  and 
he  had  heard  that  some  eighteen  months 
back,  or  more,  the  old  gentleman  had  taken 
unto  himself  a  young  spouse,  and  was  for- 
getting age  in  matrimony.    How  fares  he 

now  ?*' 

''  He's  dead.  Signer,''  replied  the  female, 
shortly,  and  looking  fixedly  on  the  ques- 
tioner. 

"  Indeed!  And  the  young  widow ?  I'll 
warrant  me  she's  as  gay  as  a  kitten  at  play 
under  this  heavy  loss.  Heigho  I  old  men 
only  put  another  nail  in  their  coffins  by 
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auch  odd  tridss.  Young  wives,  dame, 
should  have  young  husbands.  For  her 
then'it's  a  happy  change." 

**  No,  indeed,  Signor,  rather  a  sad  one, 
for  she  liked  the  old  man,  and  her  chief 
comfort  is  now  in  the  hope  of  soon  be- 
coming a  mother/'  replied  the  other,  ex- 
amining the  questioner's  features  as  closely 
as  thte  dim  lights  in  the  great  cathedral 
would  permit  her,  and  sometimes  she 
thought  they  exhibited  stronger  interest 
than  a  stranger  could  feel. 

"  Indeed/'  said  the  other,  quickly  com- 
posing his  features,  *'  and  the  Signer  Guido 
Verrina  has  been  hurried  away  before  he 
could  see  the  face  of  his  heir,  yet  not  soon 
enough,  by  your  tde,  to  save  the  birthright 
of  his  first-bom.  Death  and  Battista  will 
be  ^worn  foes  after  this.'' 

"  The  young  Verrina  was  a  wild  youth, 
Signer,''  observed  the  dame. 

*' Yet  his  sire's  harshness  will  hardly  cure 
the  distemper ;  for  beggary  is  a  bad  legacy, 
and  often  promotes  the  vices  it  is  meant  to 
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check.    So  his  widow  you  expect  will  soon 
become  a  mother." 

"  We  are  hourly  waiting  that  event,  and 
it  was  with  some  difficulty  that,  being  in 
attendance  on  her,  I  could  be  spared  to 
come  to  St  Mark's  to  offer  up  a  prayer  for 
her  safety." 

^*  Ah,  the  event  is  then  at  hand  I"  said 
the  inquirer,  carelessly.  '^  I  owe  you  thanks 
for  your  ready  information/'  and  again 
thanking  her,  he  moved  forward  through 
the  church,  sauntering  leisurely  amongst 
the  kneeling  crowd,  now  somewhat  thinned, 
and  paying  but  little  attention  to  thq  beau- 
ties of  the  building,  or  to  the  people  round 
him.  He  reached  the  entrance  to  the 
vestry,  and  found  his  companion  leaning 
against  one  of  the  brazen  gates  leading  up 
to  it. 

'*  Eh !  hast  prayed  long  and  piously, 
Sebastian  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  other  ;  "  prayed 
most  devoutly  for  a  midnight  lodging  beside 
the  Pala  d'oro ;  a  few  trusty  hands,  and  a 
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day's  ride  in  advance  of  the  Seignory.  What 
sayest  thou  ?  Wilt  join  in  a  bold  venture 
to  turn  the  shrine  to  profit  ?'* 

"  Out  on  it,  man.  No.  I  am  of  Venice, 
and  won't  rob  St.  Mark's.  Keep  thy  designs 
to  thyself,  or  thou  mayest  find  nursing 
mothers  among  the  Ten,  who  pillow  such 
innocently-minded  babes  mostly  under  the 
Kalto.  So  if  thou  covetest  drier  lodgings, 
let's  go,  for  my  piety  has  flown  before  an 
old  wife's  gossip,  and  the  time  for  action  is 
nearer  by  days  than  I  imagined;"  and  leading 
the  way,  both  now  proceeded  towards  the 
great  doors  of  the  principal  entrance,  while 
the  two  women,  induced  by  the  conversa- 
tion just  related,  and  their  curiosity  excited 
by  some  vague  surmises,  hurried  after 
them,  and  reached  the  porch  of  the  church 
as  soon  as  they.  The  rays  of  light  shed 
firom  a  large  lamp  fell  upon  the  features  of 
the  taller  of  the  two  as  he  turned  towards 
the  interior,  and  his  eyes  met  the  eager 
gliances  of  the  woman  with  whom  he  had 
conversed.     She  drew  back,    raised    her 
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hand  ^»  if  to  shade  the  light  from  her  eyes, 

and  as  he  turned  away  whispered  seem- 
ingly to  herself, 

^^Battista  Verrina,  or  sight  and  memory 
fail  me." 

"  Where  ?"  exclaimed  the  other  eagerly! 

"  He — ^there — gone !  May  the  saints  pro- 
tect  the  young  widow !"  and  before  either, 
after  the  first  shock  of  astonishment,  could 
gain  the  street,  the  stranger  had  disap- 
peared amongst  the  crowd  that  still  hung 
about  the  church  door. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

■ 

Threb  days  had  elapsed  since  the  feast 
of  St.  Mark,  and  Battista  Verrina  was  now 
with  one  chosen  companion,  a  resident  in 
the  house  of  his  childhood,  from  which, 
during  the  last  few  years  of  his  father's  life- 
time, he  had  heen  carefully  excluded.  The 
young  widow  could  not  refuse  his  request 
to  be  permitted  the  privilege  of  resting 
under  her  roof  during  the  period  of  his  stay 
in  Venice,  since  the  rapidly  approaching 
future  would  in  a  few  days  decide  whether 
she  or  he  remained  possessor  of  old  Guido's 
palace ;  and  she  was  too  wise  needlessly  to 
irritate  one  who  might  have  much  in  his 
power,  and  whom  report  described  as  not 
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over-scrupulous    in     the    way  he    repaid 
injuries.    During  the  last  five  years  of  his 
life,  he  had  been  resident  in  Genoa,   anci 
with  a  plausibility  of  manner  that  covered 
his  natural  disposition   with  a  frankness 
not  unbecoming  in  youth,  an  easy  and 
courteous  grace  charming  in  female  society, 
he  had  gained  esteem  with  some   of  the 
nobles  of  that  Republic,  living  few  knew 
how.    His  wild  profligacy  while  in  Venice 
had  completely    turned  against  him  the 
heart  of  his  father,    destroying  the  last 
remnant  of  his  affection  for  him,  and  excit- 
ing such  a  bitter  hatred  against  vices  be 
could  not  control  or  overlook,  that  in  the 
extreme  of  his  irritation  he  married  the 
daughter  of  a  poor  though  haughty  noble, 
whose  long  descent  was  nearly  his  only 
heritage,  and  as  Guido  Verrina  had  acquired 
immense  wealth  by  successful  commerce, 
the  merchant  supported  by  his  gold  the 
previously    waning   glories  of   his  wife's 
house  and  family.    He  even  exceeded  the 
expectations  of  her  father,  for  in  his  anger 
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at  his  son's  excesses,  he  announced  his 
detennination,  if  Providence  sent  him  an 
Wr,  to  strike  out  Battista's  name  from  his 
will,  and  make  his  second  bom  the  inheritor 
rf  all  his   wealth  and  property.    A  still 
greater  advantage  was  taken  of  his  aversion 
to  his  eldest  child ;  and  the  noble,  proud  of 
Ws  descent,  and  conscious  that  the  mer- 
chant's gold  could  still  add  to  its  lustre, 
determined  that  if  Guido  had  a  son  bom  to 
Um,    that    he  should  bear  his  mother's 
aame  of  Beniti.    The  merchant  agreed; 
bat  as  wealth  had  given  him  also  a  taste 
for  family  importance,  his  consent  could  be 
brought  no  farther  than  the  disinheritance 
of  his  eldest  bom,  and  the  maintenance  of 
his  wife's  family  name,  for  on  the  death  of 
a  son,  or  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  all  re- 
verted to  Battista. 

The  conditions  of  this  agreement  were 
well  known  to  the  party  most  interested  in 
their  non-fulfilment,  for  his  father  made  no 
secret  of  their  existence  ;  and  the  younger 
Verrina  had  determined  to  render  them,  if 
possible,  ineffectual.      Not  long  after  his 
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second  marriage,  Guido  was  gathered  to  his 
tomb,  leaving  behind  him  a  young  widoi^, 
soon  to  become  a  young  mother.  While  on 
his  death-bed  he  would  hear  of  no  reconci- 
liation with  Battista ;  and  the  conditions  of 
Ids  will,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  remained 
jinchanged.  Time  rapidly  progressed. 
A  few  weeks  soon  narrowed  down  to  a  few 
days,  and  Battista,  when  the  young  vddow 
was  hourly  expecting  to  become  a  mother, 
appeared  in  Venice. 

It  was  about  an  hour  past  midnight.  The 
streets  were  silent,  for  hardly  one  solitary 
wanderer  of  the  multitude  which  but  a  short 
time  before  thronged  every  thoroughfare  of 
the  then  densely  populated  Venice,  awaked 
by  his  footfall  the  slumbering  echo.  The 
sky,  clear  and  unruffled  lay  like  a  canopy 
of  silver  over  the  city  of  marble  palaces 
beneath  it ;  while  not  a  cloud  dimmed  its 
still  beauty,  not  a  breath  stirred  the  smooth 
surface  of  the  calm  waters  beneath,  so 
profoundly  quiet  did  all  appear  buried  in 
the  solemn  silence  of  the  hour.  Late,  how- 
ever,  as  the  time  was,  a  lamp  still  burned 
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in  a  remote  apartment  of  the  Verrina  palace. 
It  was  a  small  chamber,  and  its  occupants 
were  Battista  Verrina  and  the  Genoese,  his 
companion  in  St.   Mark's  Church,  named 
Sebastian  Larcero.   On  a  table  before  them 
were  the  remains  of  some  viands  on  which 
they  had  supped ;  two  flasks  of  wine  and 
Venetian   glasses  to  drink   with,    though 
neither  of  them  seemed  to  care  much  for 
drinking,    so   deeply  and    earnestly  were 
they  engaged  in  conversation.      Whatever 
was  the  subject  that  occupied  their  atten- 
tion, it  possessed  no  common  interest  with 
both,    for  they  had  been    long  closeted 
together,  and  even  now,   when  the  night 
was  fast  merging  into  the  coming  day,  did 
they  sit  in  silent  meditation  or  exchange 
short  questions  and  shorter  replies. 

"  In  conscience,  Larcero,"  said  Verrina, 
rising  from  his  chair  and  beginning  to  pace 
through  the  apartment ;  *'  1  find  that  my 
necessities  must  be  relieved  before  they 
overwhelm  me,  since  my  name  is  not 
worth    a    single    ducat.     Bonds    stare   at 
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me  here  and  in  Genoa,  and  when  I  walk 
the  BtreetSy  I  ahnost  fear  to  meet  a  creditor 
in  every  man  I  see/' 

"  No  pleasant  position/'  returned  the 
other. 

'^  'Sdeath,  man,  it's  a  very  hell,  and  one 
out  of  which  I  must  come,  for  I  will  not 
suffer  the  maudlin  humours  of  dotage  to 
damn  me  eternally.  You  know  how  my  late 
worthy  sire's  will  stands,  and  that  this  child, 
if  a  hoyi  will  come  between  me  and  the 
possession  of  this  palace  with  all  the  wealth 
belonging  to  it ;  if  a  girl,  why  in  God's 
name,  she  is  safe.  But  a  boy,  Sebastian — 
and  of  late  I  have  become  somewhat  of  a 
prophet,  and  dreamed  twice  that  her  brat 
was  jostling  me  out  of  my  lawful  inheri- 
tance— a.  boy  must  sleep  under  those 
waters,"  and  he  pointed  from  the  window 
to  the  surface  of  the  canal  which  shone  clear 
and  bright  beneath. ''  He  must  sleep  there." 

**  And  suppose  I  consent  to  be  wet-nurse 
on  the  occasion,  how,"  asked  Larcero,  ''  am 
I  to  obtain  the  situation  ?" 
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"Thus,"  and  Venina  in  a  few  words 
stated  the  plan  on  which  he  intended  to  act, 
should  old  Guido's  posthumous  child  be  a 
sou.  "  You  see  there  is  but  little  risk, 
while  the  reward  I  promise  might  tempt 
yon,  even  were  the  danger  fourfold." 

"  I  am  thine,"  said  Larcero,  after  a  mo- 
ment's pause,  and  extending  his  hand  as  he 
spoke,  while  Verrina  grasped  it  firmly  and 
warmly  in  his  own.  "  Thine,  on  this  ven- 
ture!" 

"  Then  our  bargain  is  finished,  and  the 
time  for  action  approaches.  Every  moment 
is  precious,  and  not  one  must  be  lost,"  said 
Verrina  walking  over  to  the  door  which  he 
slowly  and  cautiously  opened.  *'  Hist!" 
he  exclaimed  after  an  anxious  pause,  **  a 
child's  cry,  by  St.  Mark !"  and  the  other 
sprang  to  his  side. 

"  A  lusty  boy's  shout !"  muttered  Lar- 
cero, in  a  deep,  under  tone.  "  That  note  is 
worth  gold,  any  how." 

"  Yes.  Listen  for  a  moment,"  and  Ver- 
rina spoke  as  if  the  words  came  hissing 

VOL.  I.  c 
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from  between  his  clenched  teeth.  ''  'Tis 
the  shout  of  an  enemy  who  must  be  re- 
moved. Be  at  the  steps  on  the  canal  in 
half  an  hour.  light  or  dark  we  must  work 
now.  Go;  this  venture  brings  wealth  to 
both  of  us." 

''  And  death  to  a  third,  perhaps  a 
fourth/'  muttered  Larcero. 

''  True,"  said  Verrina  to  himself,  as  the 
other  crept  noiselessly  along  the  corhdor 
leading  from  the  room.  ^*  True,"  and  his 
eye  lighted  up  with  a  peculiar  expression 
as  if  he^would  look  the  thoughts  he  feared 
to  clothe  with  words.  **  The  victim  is  but 
the  sign  of  the  destruction  of  its  destroyer. 
To-morrow,  and  only  I  represent  my  house ! 
A  day  or  two  more,  and  the  evidence  of 
this  guilt  vdll  have  perished,"  and  gloomily 
he  turned  towards  the  window,  and  gazed 
out  upon  the  sleeping  city  over  whose  roofs 
the  morning  was  breaking,  yet  still  it  lay  in 
the  depth  of  repose,  while  not  a  breath 
stirred  the  waters  of  the  canal ;  not  an  oar- 
stroke  broke  the  silence,  for  the  gondolas 
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were  chained  up  to  the  marble  steps  that 
here  and  there  descended  to  the  water's 
edge,  and  not  even  the  howl  of  a  hungry 
dog  sent  back  its  echo  to  disturb  the  uni- 
versal tranquillity.  Slowly  Verrina  turned 
from  the  window,  and  quitted  the  apart- 
ment. 


c  2 


28  THE   WILL;   OR, 


CHAPTER  IIL 

Two  old  women  occupied  the  chamber  of 
the  young  vddow,  now  become  a  young 
mother.  It  was  a  lonely,  dark  looking 
apartment,  fitted  up  rather  with  an  idea  of 
solemn  magnificence  than  with  a  tasteful 
appreciation  of  what  was  becomingly  useful. 
The  furniture  was  heavy  and  antique,  while 
a  thick,  dark  drapery  covered  the  walls,  and 
gave  to  the  room  a  sad  and  forbidding  as- 
pect. Both  the  women  sat  opposite  to  the 
fire  which  had  burned  almost  out,  for  in 
the  interest  of  their  conversation  they  had 
forgotten  to  replenish  it ;  and  now  the  wood 
embers,  charred  and  black,  or  occasionally 
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emitting  a  partial  spark,  aided  to  increase 
tbe  solemnity  which  the  apartment  was  so 
well  calculated  to  produce.  Beside  them 
was  placed  a  small  cot,  covered  with  a 
rich  silken  quilt,  its  sides  festooned  with 
gay  looking  ribbons,  the  top  being  canopied 
with  purple  velvet,  and  in  it  rested,  in  gentle 
slumber,  the  child  of  Guido  Verrina's  old 

4 

age,  bom  when  he  himself  was  lying  in  his 
cold  and  silent  tomb.  They  were  the  same 
women  whose  conversation  Battista  had 
interrupted  in  the  Church  of  St.  Mark — 
one  of  them  an  attached  personal  attendant 
upon  the  young  widow,  the  other  an  old 
and  trusted  gossip,  who  was  employed  to 
assist  her  upon  this  occasion.  Their  con- 
versation, deeply  interesting  to  both,  was 
carried  on  in  whispers,  and  many  signifi- 
cant looks  were  directed  by  each  to  a  lofty 
canopied  bed  which  was  placed  in  a  recess 
of  the  apartment,  its  black  velvet  hangings, 
unrelieved  by  any  light,  seeming  a  portion 
of  the  dark  arras  that  covered  the  walls,  so 
sombre  and  lifeless  did  they  appear.     £vi- 
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dently  the  minds  of  both  were  depressed, 
and  their  imagination  of  evil  was  excited  and 
increased  by  the  cold,  dark  appearance  of 
the  apartment ;  the  lonely,  solemn  looking 
couch  occupied  by  the  widow ;  and  some 
internal  monition  that  warned  them  of  the 
approach  of  coming  danger. 

''  I  would/'  said  one  of  them,  hardly 
speaking  above  a  whisper,  ''  that  the  widow 
was  once  well  again,  for  it  is  fearful  being 
thus  alone  in  this  old  palace  with  her  in 
sickness,  and,''  she  sank  her  voice  still 
lower,  ''  one  under  the  roof  who  is  not  her 
friend." 

''  How  bears  he  this  event  ?"  asked  the 
other,  ''  since  now  he  is  without  hope  of 
succeeding  to  his  father's  wealth.  It  is  a 
lusty,  hale  infant,"  and  she  pointed  to 
the  couch,  *'  for  seldom  St.  Mark  looks 
upon  a  finer  or  healthier  boy.  May  the 
saints  protect  him !  and  Battista  may  bid 
farewell  to  the  heirship,  if  it  depend  upon 
his  life.    Has  he  yet  seen  him  ?" 

"  Seen  him  ?"  reiterated  the  other.  "Yes, 
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truly  he  has,  and  taken  him  in  his  arms, 

caressed  and  fondled  him,  called  him  his 

Httle  brother,   and  his  old,  dead  father's 

likeness ;  yet  methinks,''  and  she  paused  for 

a  moment,  and  placed  her  hand  impres- 

siyely  upon  the  other's  arm ;   ''  methinks 

there  was  little  joy  in  his  heart,  for  a  strange, 

frightful  light  gleamed  from  his  dark  eyes, 

and  his  countenance  grew  pale  as  he  blessed 

him.     Battista    Verrina's   blessing,    may 

the  saints  guard  us!   is  like  good  men's 

curses,  terrible  to  hear,"  and  the  old  woman 

marked  her  forehead  with  the  sign  of  the 

cross,    **  His  are  prayers  I  like  not" 

"  They  bode  no  great  good,"  her  compa- 
nion observed. 

"  True,  too  true ;  and  now,  dame,  that  I 
must  for  a  short  space  leave  you,  I  will  trust 
to  your  protection  against  evil.  Be  careful 
that  you  watch  well,  for  I  have  fears.  In 
^  little  time  I  will  be  with  you  again." 

"Do  not  be  uneasy,"  said  the  other. 
"  There  is  no  cause  for  fear." 
''  I  hope  not,  but  did  anything  happen  to 
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him,  I  would  not  answer  for  her  life/'  and 
as  she  spoke,  she  pointed  first  to  the  sleep- 
ing infant,  and  then  to  the  bed,  where  lay 
its  young  mother-  "  She  is  ailing  as  it  is» 
and  the  loss  of  the  child  would  be  her 
death,"  and  again  receiving  assurances  of 
its  perfect  safety,  she  quitted  the  apart- 
ment. 

The  chamber,  as  we  have  said,  was  large 
and  dark,  for  the  single  lamp  that  shed  a 
pale,  sickly  light  over  the  infant's  couch, 
barely  illumined  the  confined  space  upon 
which  its  beams  directly  fell,  and  left  the 
more  distant  parts  of  the  apartment  shrouded 
in  a  thick,  hazy  twilight,  that  seemed 
rather  the  medium  between  light  and  dark- 
ness than  to  belong  to  either.  Every  thing 
round  and  near  the  bed  was  silent.  The 
heavy  velvet  hangings  appeared  part  of  the 
darkness  that  shrouded  that  end  of  the 
chamber,  for  the  misty  light  hovered  near 
them,  to  be  lost  in  the  gloom  they  seemed 
to  create. 

As  the  child  would  sometimes  move  un- 
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easily  in  its  cradle,  or  perhaps  the  sound  of 
a  breathing  deeper  than  usual  was  borne 
fiom  the  bed  to  the  old  woman's  hearing, 
she  began  to  feel  alarmed,  listened  with 
hushed  breath,    became  almost  afraid  to 
raise  her  eyes,  and  soon  a  strong  sensation 
of  terror  was  creeping  over  her  mind,  and 
taking  possession  of  her  reason,  produced 
by  her  position  in  a  lonely  dark  apartment, 
remote  from  immediate  assistance,  while 
she  herself  was  oppressed  by  some  indefi- 
nite notions   of  personal  risk  and  danger, 
feelings  increased  in  their  intensity  by  the 
general  belief  of  the  age  in  spiritual  visi- 
tants at  the  lonely  and  solemn  hour  of  mid- 
night. 

The  waters  of  the  Grand  Canal  washed 
the  steps  that  led  up  to  the  Verrina  palace, 
and  frequently  did  she  tremble  and  most 
devoutly  wish  for  her  companion's  return, 
as  she  heard  the  light  ripple  of  the  waves 
that  played  over  the  marble  which  partially 
arrested  their  progress,  for  her  imagination, 
now  most  active,   had  converted  the  most 

c  3 
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trifling  circumstances  into  dangers,  and  she 
could  fancy  the  sounds  of  footsteps  in  the 
gentle  ripple  of  the  almost  still  waters. 
Frequently  did  she  turn  round,  and  peer 
anxiously  through  the  large  apartment,  as 
the  sound  of  some  distant  noise  was  borne 
to  her  ears,  and  more  than  once  did  she 
start  and  tremble,  for  she  fieuicied  she  could 
hear  the  velvet  hangings  rustle  as  if  moved 
or  gently  shaken.  It  was,  however,  but 
the  action  of  an  imagination  operated  upon 
by  the  hour,  her  own  position,  and  her 
fears. 

Time  somewhat  relieved  her.  She  rose 
and  trimmed  the  lamp ;  looked  at  the  sleep- 
ing infant,  as  in  the  perfect  tranquillity  of 
its  young  innocence  and  absence  from  all 
fear,  it  lay  with  a  smile  playing  round  its 
mouth ;  then  she  even  ventured  to  cross 
the  apartment,  shake  back  the  bed  cur- 
tains, and  look  upon  the  upturned  face 
of  the  young  widow,  whose  sleep  was 
interrupted  by  convulsive  starts.  Having 
returned   to  her   chair,  she   resumed  her 
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seat,  and  as  she  felt  the  solitariness  of 
her  position  producing  a  drowsy  sensa** 
tion,  she  found  her  head  droop,  her  eye- 
lids grow  heavy;  and  struggling  against 
deep,  she  was  at  last  compelled  to  yield  to 
its  potency.  She  had  slept  a  considerable 
time,  when  a  noise  awakened  and  fright- 
ened her.  Springing  up,  she  turned 
quickly  in  the  direction  of  the  sounds  a^d 
diecovered  a  taU  figure  completely  muffled, 
and  his  face  concealed  by  a  black  velvet 
mask,  standing  beside  the  infant's  couch. 

She  would  have  shouted  for  aid,  but  her 
tongue  refused  to  move,  and  when  she 
attempted  to  advance  towards  the  door,  a 
hand  was  placed  on  her  shoulder  that 
clutched  her  as  if  with  fingers  of  steel,  and 
a  small  dagger,  whose  highly  polished 
blade  shone  clear  before  her  in  the  light  of 
the  lamp,  was  pointed  at  her  bosom. 

''  Move  or  call,  and  thou  diest  1"  whis- 
pered her  strange  visitor  in  tones  whose 
^^  lowness  made  them  creep  almost  into 
her  heart.      She  shook  under  his  strong 
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grasp,  and  her  fears  prevented  her  disobey- 
ing his  orders. 

''  Assist  me/'  he  continued,  ''  and  this  is 
your  reward,"  pointing  to  a  purse  of  gold, 
which  he  placed  on  the  table  beside  her. 
"  Refuse  me,''  and  he  drew  the  dagger 
back,  as  if  about  to  plunge  it  into  her 
heart,  ''  refuse  and  die.  Do  not  speak, 
but  signify  your  choice,  death  or  life,  by 
touching  one  or  the  other, — the  gold  or  the 
weapon." 

She  stood  puzzled  for  a  moment,  too 
confused  to  shape  out  any  intermediate 
course  for  herself,  or  to  devise  a  means  of 
escaping  the  danger  which  then  threatened 
her,  while  hope  of  life  was  stronger  within 
her  than  any  desire  of  gain,  as  she  touched 
the  gold  to  save  her  existencci  and  felt  the 
touch  was  a  crime. 

"  You  have  done  well,"  said  the  other, 
who  watched  her  momentary  hesitation  with 
ill-concealed  anxiety,  '^well — ^in  choosing  life 
before  death ;  and  now  listen  and  act  as  I 
order  you." 
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Then  he  directed  her  to  raise  the  sleeping 
infant  from  its  couch,  to  wrap  it  closely  in 
the  silken  coverleti  then  quietly  and  with- 
out noise  to  open  the  window  of  the  apart- 
ment, while  partially  opening  his  cloak,  (for 
during  all  the  time  he  had  remained  so 
muffled  and  disguised,  that  neither  his  dress 
nor  face  was  yisible) ,  he  drew  from  under 
it  a  strong  cord,  and  fastening  it  to  the 
quilt,  before  she  could  interfere  by  act  or 
speech,  he  was  rapidly  lowering  the  infant 
through  the  open  window. 

*'  Signor  !''  exclaimed  the  woman  in 
terror,  "  Signor !"     . 

"  Hush,  or  by  the  Saviour — " 

And  while  the  motion  of  the  cord  ceased, 
he  quickly  closed  the  window  —  turned 
towards  her,  the  dagger  glistening  and 
flashing  in  his  uplifted  hand,  and  with  a 
^pidity  of  action  which  she  could  neither 
anticipate  nor  prevent,  for  her  thoughts 
^ere  on  the  formidable  weapon  bared  before 
ber^  he  wrapped  her  head  in  some  loose 
^en  that    lay    upon   the   child's    couch. 
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swung  her  heavily  upon  a  chair,  and  ex- 
tinguishing the  lamp,  he  had  quitted  the 
apartment  before  she  could  disengage  her- 
self or  call  for  assistance. 

In  a  few  moments  she  had  recovered 
from  her  surprise  and  dread.  She  started 
up,  tore  the  bandages  from  her  head,  and 
groping  in  the  dark,  reached  the  door, 
but  found  it  closed  and  seemingly  secured 
on  the  outside,  since  she  was  completely 
unable  to  open  it.  With  her  greatest 
strength  she  tugged  and  puUed  at  it,  but 
found  that  it  would  not  yield  to  her  efforts. 
To  call  she  was  afraid,  lest  her  voice  should 
waken  the  yotmg  mother,  who  still  slept, 
unconscious  of  what  had.  been  done  in  her 
very  presence,  for  there  had  been  no  noise 
to  disturb  her  during  the  whole  scene  which 
had  occurred,  and  she  dreaded  the  danger 
that  might  result  from  suddenly  disturbing 
her. 

Thus  alarmed  and  doubting,  not  knowing 
how  to  act,  she  stood  before  the  unoccupied 
cradle,  when  a  quick  step  without  warned 
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her  ci  some  one's  approach.  The  door  was 
suddenly  and  rudely  pushed  open,  while 
Battista  Verrina,  sword  in  hand,  and  hold- 
iog  over  his  head  a  lighted  lamp,  strode 
rapidly  into  the  apartment.  His  counte- 
nance was  dark  and  convulsed  with  passion, 
and  turning  fiercely  upon  the  woman, 
whose  alarm  was  not  relieved  hy  his  sudden 
appearance,  he  exclaimed  in  a.  voice,  the 
tones  of  which  roused  from  her  deep  sleep 
his  father's  widow : 

"  Woman,  what  is  this  ?  Robbery  in  my 
father's  palace!  Speak,  or  thou  never 
movest  with  life.  What  is  stolen  ?"  and 
he  swung  round  the  lamp  imtil  its  light  fell 
upon  the  empty  couch  where  the  child  had 
Uun,  when  glancing  at  it  for  a  second, 
he  turned  round  as  if  horror-stricken, 
shooting,  ''  Ho  !  Without  there !  lights ! 
search  the  streets,  and  to  boat !  Saints !  the 
child  is  gone,"  and  as  the  servants,  roused 
by  his  call,  thronged  to  the  apartment,  he 
pomted  to  the  empty  couch,  reiterated  his 
directions ;  then,  as  if  he  had  previously 
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forgotten  ia  the  greatness  of  the  loss  the 
presence  of  the  nurse,  he  seized  her  by 
the  arm :  "  Speak,  woman !  speak !  Where 
is  the  chUd  ?" 

"The  child r*  was  uttered  in  a  shriek, 
that  sounded  through  every  room  and  hall 
in  the  vast  palace.  "  The  child !  Mother  of 
mercies,  my  child  1"  and  the  young  widow 
tottered  towards  the  empty  couch,  and 
started  back  when  she  found  it  unoccupied. 
"  Stolen — gone  I    Where  is  my  boy  ?" 

"  Ay,  helldame  !"  exclaimed  Verrina 
fiercely  to  the  woman,  "  where  is  the  child? 
Where  ?  Who  are  thy  accomplices  ?  Ha  ! 
gold !  Traitress,  thou  hast  sold  thy  charge ! 
Without  there  !  To  boat— to  boat !"  and 
flinging  the  lamp  on  the  table,  he  snatched 
up  the  purse  which  lay  on  it.  "  This  for 
the  man  who  brings  aught  of  news  about 
the  poor  infant.  Away!  Why  do  you 
stand  there  ?"  he  continued,  addressing  the 
servants  who  still  crowded  the  doorway  : 
'^  Away  1"  and  as  the  men  rushed  from  the 
room,  he  turned  towards  the  young  mother. 


THB   HALF-BROTHERS.  41 

who  stood  gazing  with  vacant  look  upon 
the  untenanted  bed.    ''  Be  cakn — " 

"  My  child !  where  is  my  child  ?" 

"  The  Signor  Verrina  can  best  tell," 
said  the  nurse,  who  hastily  summoned  from 
her  own  home,  then  entered  the  apartment. 
"  He  alone  has  an  interest  in  its  destruc- 
tion.   He  knows  his  father's  will." 

"Thou  ravest,"  said  Verrina,  calmly, 
"  and  wouldst  screen  under  this  charge  some 
foul  scheme — ^what  I  know  not — ^but  this 
woman  is  thy  friend,  left  by  thee  in  charge 
of  the  infant.  It  is  now  gone.  How  ? 
Where  ?  There  lies  the  gold,  the  reward  of 
her  guilt  Clear  her  and  thyself,  ere  thou 
chargest  me." 

"  Is  this  true  ?"  asked  the  nurse  in 
amazement  from  the  woman  whom  she  had 
left  behind  her/    "  Art  thou  guilty  ?" 

"No,  no!  by  the  virgin,  no!"  and 
rapidly  and  truly  she  related  everything  that 
bad  occurred  in  the  chamber,  while  stupi- 
fied,  terror-stricken,  and  faint  with  illness, 
the  mother  hung  over  the  empty  couch. 


42  THB   WILL;   OR, 

and  Verrina  with  unchanged  look  heard 
her  to  an  end. 

"  As  the  Lord  lives,  I  tell  the  truth." 

"  Why  not  call  for  help  ?"  asked  Verrina. 

''  If  I  did,  I  should  have  lost  my  life — " 

''  And  thou — ^thou  takest  charge,  and 
aUowest  thy  trust  to  be  broken  for  fear  of 
thy  miserable  life  I  Go — take  her  hence, 
and  keep  her  close.  Venice  must  be 
searched — the  canals  dragged." 

''  I  fear  me,  Signori  it  would  be  usdess," 
said  one  of  the  servants,  entering  into  the 
apartment  '*  Jacopo  found  this  upon  the 
grand  canal,"  and  he  placed  in  Verrina's 
hands  the  silken  coverlet  in  which  the 
infant  had  been  wrapped,  imd  it  was  now 
wet  and  torn. 

"  This — ^good  God  I**  exclaimed  Verrina, 
at  the  same  time  unfolding*  and  exhibiting 
it  before  the  aching  eyes  of  the  young 
widow. 

''  My  child  !"  she  shrieked,  springing 
forward  and  clutching  at  it,  then  recoiling 
as  she  found  by  her  grasp  that  it  was  wet. 
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**  He  is  drowned — dead  1  Oh !  Saviour, 
pity  me  I''  and  she  sunk  fainting  to  the 
floor,  while  Battista  and  the  women  raised 
and  conveyed  her  to  bed.  She  recovered 
almost  immediately,  and  turned  towards 
Verrina.  "  Be  silent — this  is  thy  work. 
Croel!  thou  wouldst  mock  me  with  this 
hollow  seeming  of  pity.  Go,  thy  work  is 
done !  Go — ^my  heart  is  breaking  1 — Go, 
that  I  may  die  in  peace/* 

Verrina  dropped  on  his  knees.  He  took 
her  band,  but  when  he  strove  to  speak,  she 
waved  him  from  her  side,  turned  her  head 
away,  and  in  a  minute  after  she  was  beyond 
the  hopes  of  joy,  or  power  of  woe.  Verrina 
rose  slowly  from  his  knees.  He  did  not  look 
again  upon  the  dead  body,  nor  upon  the 
faces  of  the  women  or  servants,  but  with  fal- 
tering steps  he  retired  from  the  apartment. 

^'  What,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  as 
with  an  energy  he  collected  his  scat- 
tered thoughts,  ''  what  is  life  ?  A  dull 
dream  without  a  reality — a  vision,  never 
what    it     seems — ^a    delusive    hope    that 


44  THE   WILL;   OR, 

grows  but  to  deceive — a  coin  that  is  spent 
without  expectation  of  return  in  this  world. 
This  is  life,  and  for  this" — he  paused, 
and  passing  his  hand  over  his  brow  threw 
back  the  hair  that  had  clustered  upon  it ; 
then  turning  to  the  hall  of  the  palace  he 
muttered,  "  I  must  now  act,  not  moralize. 
Pooh !  what  is  it  after  all  ?  This  deed  was 
against  disgrace  and  poverty,  and  I  am  not 
yet  prepared  to  go  an  errant  to  the  wars,  or 
take  to  a  trade.  I  cannot  recal  it,  and  I 
must  bury  in  eternal  oblivion  every  record 
connected  with  it.  This  one  victim  de- 
mands another,  and  the  sacrifice  must  be 
made." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Two  days  passed,  and  there  was  no  trace 
of  what  had  hecome  of  the  posthamous 
child  of  old  Gttido  Verrina.  Dark  suspi- 
cion settled  upon  Battista,  but  none  in 
Venice  dared  to  bring  against  him  such 
an  accusation,  if  it  could  not  be  supported 
by  positive  and  powerful  evidence.  The  Be- 
niti  family,  a  daughter  of  whose  proud  house 
had  been  sacrificed  without  any  apparent 
advantage,  (for  all  hopes  of  assistance  from 
old  Guide's  death  seemed  now  fruitless),  en- 
raged and  insulted,  adopted  every  means 
within  their  power  to  discover  either  posi- 
tive proof  of  the  child's  death,  or  to  trace 
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its  fate.  All  efforts  were  in  vain.  Even 
Beniti  openly  charged  Verrina  with  the 
crime ;  and  though  his  brow  darkened  at 
the  accusation,  he  smiled — said  he  par- 
doned the  old  man's  intemperate  warmth — 
used  expressions  of  pity  for  the  fate  of  his 
little  brother,  and  signified  his  willingness 
to  adopt  any  plan  that  seemed  likely  to 
penetrate  the  mystery.  This  open  charge 
was  a  death-blow  to  any  intercourse  between 
the  two  famiUes,  and  as  the  noble  had  no 
longer  the  hope  of  supporting  the  tottering 
state  of  his  own  house  by  the  gold  of 
Guido's  successful  commerce,  the  remains 
of  the  young  widow  were  removed  from  the 
Verrina  palace,  while  Battista  signified  his 
intention  to  quit  the  city  as  soon  as  his 
afiairs  could  be  arranged,  and  in  the  mean- 
time he  strictly  secluded  himself  from  all 
connexion  with  its  inhabitants. 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day,  the 
tomb  closed  over  the  remains  of  the  hapless 
young  widow,  and  at  almost  the  same  hour 
when  her  relatives  were  returning  from  this 
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moarnful  ceremony,  a  man  and  woman, 
mounted  together  on  a  strong  horse,  the 
female  carrying  at  her  bosom    a    young 
iofimt,  quitted  Venice,  taking  the  road  to- 
wards the  north.    The  dusky  shades  of  the 
evening  were  creeping  down  upon  the  earth, 
and  enveloping    in   their    misty  darkness 
the  domes  and  sjHres  of  the  receding  Venice. 
Tbe  dty  lay  behind  them,  and  as  they  in* 
creased  their  distance  from  it,  the  buildings 
were  becoming    rapidly    more    indistinct, 
blending  together  into  one  confused  mass, 
and  seeming  to  settle  down  into  the  sea 
from  whence  they  had  arisen.    The  dark- 
ened lines  upon  the  sky  above  it  were  be- 
coming momentarily  of  deeper  shade,  while 
one  bright  spot  to  the  south,  tinged  above 
by  tbe  grey  of  the  increasing  twilight,  and 
its  lower  edges  resting  upon  the  dim  outline 
of  the  city,  marked  the  direction  of  the  sea, 
and  ever  as  the  travellers  turned  to  look  at 
the  city  behind  them  it  remained  bright, 
until  the  night  threw  its  pall  over  the  whole 
scene,  annihilatiog  its  distinct  features. 
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They  had  travelled  thus  far  in  almost 
comparative  silence,  the  woman  occasionally 
fondling  the  child  which  nestled  its  head 
closer  into  her  bosom ,  as  the  chill  of  the 
night  began  to  be  felt  by  it,  and  the  man 
appearing  to  be  deeply  engaged  with  his 
own  thoughts,  and  directing  the  horse.  The 
night  was  now  rapidly  gathering  round 
them,  and  of  the  distant  Venice  not  even  a 
solitary  light  was  visible. 

'*  We  have  three  hours'  riding  before  us 
yet,  my  girl,"  said  the  man,  spurring  on  the 
horse,  "  and  by  the  way  the  night  sets  in 
we  shall  be  late  for  supper  with  Joseph." 

'^  I  care  not  for  myself,  but  the  child  may 
take  cold." 

''  It  has  had  a  marvellous  escape  as  it  is," 
said  the  other,  '^  and  must  not  die  out  of 
our  hands,  when  it  may  become  useful. 
There's  no.  harm  done ;  and  here  we  are 
with  a  fair  share  of  the  Signor's  gold,  and  an 
order  on  Genoa  for  more.  How  he'll  frown 
when  we  demand  a  renewal — eh  ?  He's 
tricky,  but  we're  up  to  him." 
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*^  You  hav^  escaped  a  crime,  and  made 
him  yours  for  life/'  said  the  woman. 

"  Pooh  I  the  crime  was  the  least  of  it;  but 
when  one  does  a  thing  of  that  kind — why 
it's  done.  You  get  your  bargain,  and  there's 
nothing  more  about  it,  and  then  when  the 
money's  gone,  you  can  demand  no  more. 
Here,  however,  the  Signer  is  bound,  and  I 
have  strong  thoughts  of  being  honest  for 
life." 

''  Ah,  Sebastian  I"  said  the  woman,  press- 
ing his  arm,  "what  a  good  word!  How 
faappy  we  could  be  i  We  would  marry  and 
settle  in  our  own  quiet  village  beside  Flo- 
rence, and  there  would  be  no  more — Holy 
Virgin!"  she  added  in  a  low  whisper — 
''look  how  those  shrubs  tremble."  And  the 
man  turned  his  head  towards  a  low  row  of 
dwarf  trees  that  lined  that  side  of  the  road 
to  which  she  had  pointed. 

"  Tut,  girl !  it  is  fancy.  There's  nought 
there.  Ho  I  ho  I  that's  my  good  fellow," 
and  patting  his  horse,  he  gently  urged  him 
on,  while  his  companion  clung  closer  to 
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him,  and  the  horse  quickened  his  step,  in 
obedience  to  the  rider's  wish.  **  When  w^e 
reach  Genoa,  we  will  plan  for  the  fiiture," 
he  continued;  '^  but  we  must  proTide, 
Zinetta,  for  that  burthen  of  thine  first. 

'^  Oh  1  the  child  can  stay  with  me* 

''  And  trust  to  Battista — tell  him  we  have 
this  little  claim  on  his  good-will.  Tut  i  tut ! 
child,  thou  art  an  age  too  soft ;  for  did  he 
know  the  urchin  lived,  there's  not  the  power 
in  Italy  would  save  it.  No— we  must  be 
close — must — " 

''  Hist !" 

"  Well— what  now  V 

''  Holy  Virgin  save  us  !  Sebastian,  spur 
on."  But  the  warning  came  toolate»  for  be- 
fore the  horse  could  move  forward,  two  men 
masked  and  disguised  sprang  at  his  head, 
and  seizing  the  rein,  held  him  fast,  notwith- 
standing his  efforts  to  move,  and  a  third 
pulled  down  the  woman,  while  another 
plunged  a  dagger  into  the  rider's  thigh. 

'*  Fly,  Zinetta,"  shouted  the  man,  clutch- 
ing his  antagonist,  '^  mind  thyself  and  not 
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me/'  and  as  the  vroman  stood  irresolute,  one 
of  the  attacking  party  caught  her  arm,  and 
the  others  dropping  the  horse's  reins,  turned 
upon  her  companion.  "  Do  you  want  life  ?" 
he  asked,  facing  round  and  attempting  to 
parry  their  blows.  "  Life  or  money — "  but 
they  only  pressed  harder  on  him ;  '^  Ha ! 
I  see  it  all.  The  cursed  villain!  Oh! 
saints!"  His  antagonists  never  spoke,  but 
folding  their  short  cloaks  round  their 
Idt  arms,  so  as  to  make  them  serve  for 
bucklers,  they  pressed  more  determinedly 
on  him,  until  a  thrust  frpm  behind  threw 
him  on  the  ground,  and  then  in  a  second 
more  their  three  daggers  were  plunged  into 
his  prostrate  body.  It  quivered  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  lay  in  a  heap  as  it  had  fedlen. 
They  paused,  and  looking  on  it  for  some 
time,  one  of  them  stooped  down,  uiAuttoned 
the  doublet  of  the  fallen  man,  and  soon 
rifled  its  contents,  while  another,  as  if  dis- 
satisfied with  what  had  been  done,  passed 
bis  hand  over  the  body,  and  then  calmly 
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pushed  his  dagger  into  it ;  but  not  a  limb 
moved. 

"  What  says  the  Apulian?" 

''  Dead.  Carpo  di  Bacco^  and  a  strong 
man  too,  yet  he  fell  gently." 

"  Yes,  Pietro  did  for  him  from  behind. 
How  stands  the  account  ?" 

*'  A  sealed  paper  and  a  canvas  bag." 

*'  And  the  woman  ?  Shall  we  throw  her 
into  the  bargain  ?" 

"  No ;  we  will  not  commit  crime.  The 
Signer  pays  but  for  one  death.  Addio, 
Zinetta.  Addto^  bellissima^^  and  glancing 
again  at  the  dead  body,  they  swept  past, 
while  the  woman,  speechless,  terror-stricken, 
hardly  knew  what  they  said  or  did  beyond 
the  one  terrible  deed  which  had  just  been 
performed. 

In  the  grey  light  of  the  next  morning, 
some  mendicant  friars  were  travelling  to 
Venice  on  the  business  of  their  order,  and, 
when  about  two  leagues  from  the  city,  they 
found  lying  upon  the  road-side  an  apparently 
lifeless  body.    A  female  was  sitting  beside 
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it,  and  a  child  was  asleep  at  her  feet  The 
body  was  stabbed  in  many  places ;  yet  as 
they  examined  it,  they  found  that  the 
wounds  were  not  dangerously  situated. 
With  much  difficulty  they  obtained  from 
the  female  an  account  of  the  attack ;  but 
whether  unable  or  unwilling,  she  would 
mention  no  person  or  motive  as  an  in- 
dacement  to  commit  such  a  crime.  The 
friars  attentively  examined  the  body,  and 
imagiQing  not  a  trace  of  life  remained,  they 
were  about  to  concert  some  means  for 
bringing  it  into  Venice,  when  one  of  them, 
either  more  skilled  than  his  companions,  or 
mdaced  by  curiosity  again  examined  it,  and 
thought  he  detected  symptoms  of  still  exist- 
ing life.  Induced  by  this  hope,  and  using 
some  simple  restoratives  they  had  with 
them,  they  found  after  a  time  that  he  was 
not  dead.    ' 

''He  lives !'^  exclaimed  the  woman,  as 
the  first  faint  appearances  of  returning  ani* 
mation  began  to  exhibit  themselves,  and  all 
her  previous  inaction  was  succeeded  by  an 


54  THB  will;  or, 

activity  and  quickness  of  decision  that  sur- 
prised  the  fathers.  She  chafed  hia  hands, 
wiped  the  wounds,  and  with  the  assistance 
of  the  friars  he  was  conveyed  to  a  cottage 
ahout  half  a  league  from  the  place  where  he 
had  heen  attacked.  The  signs  of  life  were 
not  fallacious,  for  before  the  friars  departed, 
they  saw  that  he  was  sensible  and  able  to 
speak ;  but  when  asked  as  to  his  suspicions, 
he  gravely  shook  his  head,  but  gave  no  an- 
swer to  the  question.  He  entreated  them 
not  to  mention  the  circumstance  at  Venice 
— nor  did  they. 

"  Thou  wilt  live,''  said  the  female,  when 
they  were  alone,  and  the  fathers  on  their 
way  to  Venice. 

"  Ay,  for  an  age,  my  girl — I  couldn't  die 
now — couldn't,  I  say ;  and  I'll  make  last 
night  a  dark  hour  for  some.  Cheer  up, 
Zinetta,  I  won't  die.  How  does  the 
youngster?  It  has  had  but  little  luck  so  far." 

**  Still  it  is  well,  and  crowing  merrily." 

"  Tend  it  then— I'll  live—"  and  he  did 
live. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Thb  Italian  Republics  were  the  sunset  of 
Roman  grandeur.  Their  enterprize — their 
commercial  success,  and  their  magnificence, 
either  the  taste  of  the  entire  State,  or  that 
of  a  private  individual,  who  imparted  his 
own  acquirements  to  the  State  to  which  he 
belonged, — aQ  conjoined  in  keeping  alive, 
After  a  lapse  of  many  centuries,  some  faint 
idea  of  the  power  of  the  old  Roman.  His 
ftiU  sun  had  set ;  but  still  some  of  its  rays 
shone  over  Italy.  The  taste  for  patronage 
cultivated  genius — ^the  appreciation  of  art 
produced  undying  models,  and  in  some  of 
the  republics  there  breathed  a  liberty  which 


56  THE  will;  or^ 

could  then  find  a  habitation  no  where  else. 
They  had  great  wealth — ^Venice  especially — 
great  enterprize,  and  they  raised  up  monu- 
ments of  power  and  skill,  some  of  which 
Time  has  touched  and  destroyed ;  others 
still  stand  young  and  beautiful  as  in  the 
spring  of  their  existence.  The  ancient 
rivalry  that  once  existed  between  Venice 
and  Genoa,  had  ceased,  for  the  astute  and 
singularly  governed  Republic  of  the  Adri- 
atic had  shadowed  her  less  fortunate  oppo- 
nents, and  while  she  remained  great  and 
outwardly  flourishing,  Grenoa  was  only  free 
by  toleration.  She  had  exchanged,  not 
protectors,  but  masters. 

Twenty  years  have  elapsed  since  the 
events  narrated  as  having  occurred  beside 
the  Lagune.  Many  changes  took  place 
within  that  long  period  of  time,  and  of  most 
of  the  characters  with  which  our  tale  opened, 
but  few  remained ;  whilst  others  produced 
by  the  events  and  agency  of  the  times  have 
come  forward.  Battista  Verrina  remained 
in  Venice  but  a  few  days  after  the  burial  of 
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father's  widow,  and  of  her  own  family  there 

was  not  now  a  memher  in  that  city.    A  few 

years  after  her,  the  head  of  their  house  had 

been  gathered  to  the  tomb,  while  her  brothers 

joined  the  active  services  of  France  or  Spain, 

and  some  fell — some  prospered ;  but  Venice 

no  longer  knew  them.  Verrina  settled  every 

detail  connected  with  his  property  in  that 

city,  and  removed  to  Genoa,  to  which  State 

our  scenes  now  all  change,  and  there  he 

matured  by  a  magnificence' which  his  wealth 

enabled  him  to  maintain  for  twenty  years, 

the   acquaintance  commenced   under  less 

fortunate  circumstances.    He  appeared  to 

have  DO  aim  or  object  in  life,  but  to  live  for 

the  passing  gratification  afforded  by  his 

apparent    wealth    and    position.      During 

this   time,  he     had    on    some   occasions 

quitted  Genoa  for  a  short  time,  and  when 

questioned  as  to  his  absence,  his  answer 

was,  "  that  he  had  been  in  Venice."    His 

manners — his  wealth,  and  style  of  living 

procured    for    him  a  ready  acquaintance 

amongst  the  young  nobles  of  that  State ; 

D  3 


58  THE  will;  or, 

and,  though  now  forty  years  oif  age  or  per- 
haps more,  he  chiefly  associated  with  the 
younger  meknhers  of  the  nohility,  for  as  yet 
he  had  made  no  matrimonial  connexion, 
though  much  courted,  and  able  to  ally  him- 
self with  some  of  the  proud  families  of  the 
Genoese  Republic. 

It  was  mid-day  then,  some  twenty  years 
after  the  opening  of  our  tale,  and  two  young 
nobles  sauntered  carelessly  past  the  front  of 
the  Ducal  Palace  in  Genoa,  occasionally 
lifting  their  plumed  caps  to  some  acquain- 
tance, and  one  of  them  blowing  kisses  to 
whatever  pretty  burgher  medden  would  catch 
his  eye,  or  smiling  his  recognition,  if  he 
chanced  to  know  her.  They  were  both  of 
high  name  and  lineage  in  Grenoa — ^the  one 
of  the  famfly  of  the  Spinola — ^the  other  of 
the  Balbi.  The  latter  was  of  considerably 
graver  appearance  than  his  companion,  who 
seemed  to  join  to  his  youthful  age  that  gay, 
and  easy,  and  careless  manner  such  a  time 
most  frequently  produces.  He  laughed  mer- 
rily at  whatever  roused  his  gaiety,  and  after 
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they  had  walked  backwards  and  forwards 
pest  the  palace  for  some  half  dozen  times, 
he  proposed  the  dice  to  his  companion. 

''Thouknowest,  Guino,  Inever  ^mble," 
said  Balbi. 

"  I  had  almost  forgotten  thy  prudent  rea- 
sons, but — ''  and  he  paused,  '^  the  Signer 
Verrina  back  to  Genoa,  or  my  eyes  deceive 
me !"  for  as  they  had  again  turned,  a  tall 
man,  richly  dressed,  slowly  approached 
them,  while  Spinola  sprung  from  his  com- 
panion to  his  side.  *^  Ha,  Signor — so  soon 
back — ^methinks  Venice  has  few  pleasant 
memories  for  you,  since  she  cannot  hold 
you  long  within  her  embrace.  Welcome 
still  to  Genoa  I  When  didst  return  ?  " 

''  Guino,  my  dear  friend  ;  my  Lord  Balbi, 
I  rejoice  to  see  you  both,"  and  as  he  spoke, 
a  dark,  strange  expression  passed  over  his 
face.  **  Signors,  my  moments  in  your  fair 
city  have  been  of  the  shortest,  or  I  should 
have  preased  your  hands  ere  this.  You  are 
both  well  ?" 

'*!,"   Baid  Spinola,  before  Balbi,  who 
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courteously  bowed  to  the  other's  salute, 
could  answer  the  question  :  "  I  am  far  gone 
in  consumption/'  and  drawing  his  short 
cloak  jauntily  round  his  person,  he  placed 
his  arm  within  Verrina's.  **  These  morn- 
ings in  February  are  rather  chill,  and  might 
increase  my  ailment.'' 

"  Indeed ;  thou  jestest,  my  Lord  Balbi." 

"  No  authority  in  my  case — " 

*'  None  in  truth,"  laughed  Balbi. 
^^  Signers,  I  must  leave  you,  for  pleasure 
should  yield  to  business,  and  in  the  mean- 
time,  Guino,  thou  canst  explain  the  symp- 
toms of  disease  that  beset  thee,  for  methinks 
thy  consumption  is  no  physical  ailment. 
Adieu,"  and  entering  the  palace,  he  left 
them  together. 

"  True — ^true,"  said  Spinola,  as  the  other 
turned  away.  "I  lack  not  health,  but 
wealth." 

**  The  dice-box  plays  thee  foul  then ;  and 
now  that  I  remember,  thou  hadst  a  won- 
derful facility  in  throwing  low  figures. 
Persevere,  and  thou  may'st  yet  succeed." 
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"  And  80  have  I,  until  my  purse  hardly 
contains  a  ducat,  and  I  begin  to  wonder 
from  whence  may  come  my  next  demand, 
far  I  stake  and  lose  ;  or  if  fortune  in  one  of 
ber  wayward  moods  is  sometimes  kind,  she 
would  but  lure  me  on  to  greater  loss." 

'*  Quit  the  amusement  then/'  said  Ver- 
rina  carelessly. 

"'  lis  good  advice,  and  what  I  must 
soon  adopt.  No  matter  now,  we'll  change 
the  subject.  What  news  from  the  Adria- 
tic?" 

"None  of  importance.  How  fare  you 
aU  ia  Genoa  ?  An  hour  since  I  passed  old 
Doria,  and  he  looked  full  of  life  and  health. 
His  nephew  was  in  his  train,  and  seems  to 
play  the  future  Duke  with  no  common  air. 
He  succeeds  Andrew  ?" 

^'He  may,  or  may  not,"  said  6uino» 
carelessly ;  *^  though  a  plague  on  him,  he 
won  some  two  hundred  ducats  the  night 
before  last ;  and  when  I  asked  revenge  and 
another  hour's  play,  he  said,  we  should 
meet  at  Lomellino's  to-morrow  evening." 
"  Indeed !  What  of  the  Signer  ?" 
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"  Oh  I  You  HfB  jfist  arrived,  or  you 
would  have  heard  that  he  gives  a  supper 
on  the  morrow  eveuing  ;  and — I'll  bet  you 
fifty  crowns,  you  cannot  guess  the  cause  of 
his  unusual  liberality." 

"  I  fear,  I  cannot." 

*'  Come— fifty  to  forty. " 

"  Nay,  nay — " 

"  To  twenty — ^to  ten  I"  Verrina  nodded 

a  negative.  '^  Pooh  !  the  Venetian  air  has 
cooled  your  courage.  But,  no  matter ;  our 
friend  Fiesco  will  be  married  on  the  follow- 
ing day.'* 

*'  There  is  news  in  that  certainly,"  said 
Verrina,  pausing  for  a  moment  in  thought ; 
''and — *'  he  instantly  stopped,  for  as  he  had 
spoken,  two  persons  passed  together  on  the 
opposite  side.  One  of  them  was  young,  the 
other  somewhat  of  Verrina's  own  age, 
perhaps  older,  his  countenance  bronzed  and 
darkened  by  exposure  to  the  air,  and  his 
bearing,  half  military,  half  the  swagger  of  a 
town  bully.  His  beaver  was  worn  on  one 
side  of  his  head,  and  a  black  feather  shaded 
his  cheek,  while  the  handle  of  his  sword 
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was  so  placed,  that  he  could  most  readily 
use  the  weapon,  and  there  was  in  his  man- 
ner that  sancy  look  which  woqld  point  him 
oat  as  more  ready  with  hlows  than  speech. 
Verrina  paused  and  gazed  intently  upon 
the  two  retreating  figures.  His  colour,  his 
manner  had  changad,  and  the  young  Spinola 
eould  feel  him  dutch  his  arm,  with  a  grasp 
that  pained  him. 

"  What  now,  Signer,"  he  at  length  asked, 
gJBicing  at  the  other's  working  features; 

"artiU?" 

'*  The  dead  do  not  return  to  life ;  yet  I 
cannot  mistake— <»nnot  1"  muttered  Ver* 
lina  to  himself,  regardless  of  his  com* 
panion's  question.  ''And  the  other !  hy 
the  saints,  I  should  almost  think — ^but — 
pshaw  I" 

"Does  the  Signor  Verrina  rave,  or  dream, 
or  —  ?" 

'-Your  pardon,  my  dear  Guino,''  said 
Venina,  recovering  himself  after  a  power- 
ftd  effort,  ''  but  I  have  been  astonished  at 
a  strange  resemblance  between  one  of  those 
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two  persons,  who  this  momeat  passed,  and 
an  acquaintance  long  since  believed  dead, 
that  his  sudden  appearance  has  sent  my 
wits  wandering/'  and  smiling,  he  instantly 
changed  the  subject  to  something  connected 
with  Genoa,  and  the  whole  matter  had  de- 
parted from  Spinola's  mind,  when  the 
sounds  of  horses'  hoofs  caused  him  to  turn 
round. 

"  Oh  I  here  comes  Fiesco,''  he  exclaimed  ; 
and  as  Verrina  also  turned  when  his  com- 
panion spoke,  he  saw  advancing  towards 
them,  three  mounted  horsemen,  who  rode 
a-breast  along  the  narrow  street,  followed 
by  several  richly  equipped  and  well 
appointed  lackeys.  The  centre  horseman 
rode  a  slightly  formed,  though  very  beau- 
tiful, dark  barb,  that  borrowed  its  proud 
arching  neck,  its  finely  formed  head  and 
crest,  its  thin,  extended  nostrils,  which 
almost  seemed  transparent,  as  in  the  idle- 
ness of  play  it  tossed  and  pulled  upon  the 
rein,  from  its  African  sire,  and  exhibited 
in  the  straight  light  limbs,  that  appeared  to 
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bend  under  it,  and  in  the  texture  of  its 
smooth,  soft,  and  silken  skin,  its  close 
alliance  with  the  pure  blood  of  the  famed 
Andalusia.  The  rider  himself  was  one  of 
those  men  whose  first  appearance  stamps 
upon  memory  an  impression,  which  the 
current  of  onward  time,  and  all  the  changes 
incidental  to  its  progress,  may  the  more 
strengthen,  but  cannot  efface.  Young, 
wealthy,  powerful,  he  sat  with  the  ease  and 
grace  of  a  master,  while  the  barb  curvetted 
and  bounded  under  him,  and  many  a  cap, 
from  the  humble  covering  of  the  poor  arti* 
san  to  the  plumed  and  jewelled  bonnet  of 
the  wealthy  Signer,  was  raised  by  those 
who  met  or  passed  him.  His  own  dress  of 
velvet,  trimmed  and  slashed  with  white 
satin,  his  short  cloak  clasped  at  the  throat 
by  a  lion's  paw,  ornamented  with  a  jewel  of 
great  price,  was  in  the  richest  style  of  the 
period,  yet  free  from  any  vulgar  ostentation 
of  ornament,  and  so  fitted  as  to  exhibit  the 
graceful  carriage  of  his  person.  In  height,  he 
seemed  from  contrast  with  the  two  men  who 
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rode  beside  him,  and  who  were  both  tall, 
portly  looking  personages,  somewhat  above 
the  middle  size.  His  face  was  rather  pale, 
and  his  hair  of  raven  black  fell  in  thick, 
rich  curls  over  his  shoulders,  while  his 
lofty  forehead,  so  clear  that  the  small  blue 
veins  shone  in  it  like  minute  pencillings 
upon  a  surface  of  marble,  his  full,  dark, 
searching  eye,  and  his  mouth,  which  was 
small,  with  lips  delicately  and  accurately 
chiselled,  gave  to  the  whole  cast  (^  his 
features  a  mingled  expression  of  sweetness 
and  command. 

"  How,  Guino,  out  so  early  ?**  he  ex- 
claimed, addressing  the  young  Spinola,  as 
he  reined  in  his  barb,  when  they  met 
*^  The  Doria  revelry  was  soon  over,  or  we 
should  not  have  thee  here  at  this  hour. 
But,  your  pardon,''  and  he  spurred  on  a 
step,  for  while  he  spoke  to  the  young  Spi- 
nola, Verrina  was  exchanging  greetings 
with  the  other  horsemen,  the  Signer  Lo» 
mellino,  and  a  Senator  of  the  Republic. 
y  The  Signor  Verrina  is  welcome  back  to 
Genoa/' 


THB   HALF-BROTHERS.  67 

"  I  return  you  my  thanks,  my  Lord 
Count/'  said  Verrina  grasping  in  his  the 
hand  which  the  other  extended  to  him. 
''  I  see  you,  I  hope,  in  full  health,  and  on 
the  eve  of  a  happy  change.  May  I  congra* 
tulate  you,  or  does  the  report  circulate 
Without  credit?" 

''  Nay ;  it  is  of  better  coin.  The  prospect 
of  change  is  so  far  certain,  and,"  he  added 
with  a  peculiarly  fascinating  smile  playing 
round  the  comers  of  his  mouth,  '*  my  hopes 
lead  me  to  believe,  that  when  it  comes,  it 
will  be  a  happy  one." 

''  Not  more  so  than  I  could  wish  it," 
said  Verrina.  ''  Yet,  methinks  it  is  a 
perilous  venture,  this  leap  towards  matri* 
mony,  and  though  often  tempted,  the  ter- 
ror of  the  danger  has  still  been  with  me 
stronger  than  the  power  of  the  lure." 

**  Out  upon  thee  for  a  recreant.  Oh  ! 
Guino,  what  says  the  young  Spinola  to 
this  ungallant  remark  ?"  asked  Fiesco, 
laughingly. 

"  He  threw  high  doubtless,"  said  Spinola, 


68  THB   WILL  ;    OR, 

who  was  relating  to  the  Senator  the  ventures 
of  the  preceding  night,  **  and — " 

''  Nay,  nay,  Guino,  do  not  let  us  inter- 
rupt thee.  The  Signor  Lomellino  has  heard 
our  question,  and  knows  its  import.  He 
will  answer  as  a  gentle  Italian  should," 
observed  the  Count,  as  he  saw  Spinola 
about  to  reply.  ^'  Now,  Signor,  think  of 
the  bright  eyes  of  Genoa.'' 

''  Ah  I  they  are  dear  treasures,"  said 
Lomellino,  a  tall,  elderly  man,  somewhat 
corpulent,  though  report  averred,  more 
given  to  live  at  any  other  palace  than  his 
own.    **  They  are  dear  treasures." 

**  Rightly  and  truly  spoken,"  exclaimed 
Fiesco. 

''  And  with  a  double  meaning  to  boot," 
added  Verrina.  **  The  Signor  Lomellino  is 
a  shrewd  man,  and  calculates  his  merchan- 
dize by  its  price,  thinking  that  even  jewels 
can  be  sold  above  their  value." 

*'  Thou  art  incorrigible,  or  Venice  has 
stalled  thy  gallantry.  Go  to,  Signor  Lo- 
mellino, use  thy  spur." 
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'*  P^on  me,  my  Lord  Count,  for  a  mo- 
ment/' said  Lomellino,  pushing  over  his 
hone  towards  Verrina,  whom  he  addressed. 
"  Signor,  a  few  friends  condescend  to 
honour  my  home  with  their  presence  to- 
morrow evening  for  supper.  Thine  absence 
from  our  city  must  plead  my  excuse  for  this 
late  engagement,  yet  even  now  I  will  claim 
the  favour  of  thy  company." 

"  You  confer  a  high  honour  upon  me, 
which  I  shall  be  too  happy — "  began  Ver- 
rina. 

"  Pardon  me,"  interrupted  Lomellino, 
"  the  honour  will  be  mine  ;"  and  as  he 
spoke,  an  expression  of  triumph  passed 
over  his  features.  "  My  Lord,  you  may 
now  proceed  ;  I  follow  you.  Adieu,  until 
then,  Signor  Verrina.  My  Lord  Spinola, 
we  shall  have  no  dice — not  a  solitary 
ace." 

''  Ha !  Guino,  he  has  thee  there,"  ex- 
claimed Fiesco  gaily.  ''  The  Signor  strikes 
home  when  he  hits." 

''It  is  the  only  thing  he  ever  does  at 
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home  for  which  he  may  claim  credit/' 
laughed  Spinola.  '*  Go,  go,  both  of  you/* 
and  as  they  all  bowed  their  adieus,  Spinola 
placed  his  arm  inside  of  Verrina's.  *'  Come, 
Signor,  I'll  throw  the  main  for  a  hundred 
crowns." 

"  Not  now,  I  think—" 

"  Pooh  !  thou  wast  not  always  so  careless. 
Let  us  on,"  and  both  passed  down  the 
street  after  the  horsemen,  mingling  with 
the  gay  crowd  who,  as  the  day  advanced, 
now  thronged  every  thoroughfare. 

In  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
Grenoa  yielded  to  few  if  any  European 
cities,  in  splendour  or  wealth,  and  her  cele- 
brity as  a  manufacturer  of  some  of  the  most 
costly  fabrics  then  worn  in  dress,  had  en- 
riched the  coffers  of  her  merchants  who 
carried  on  a  lucrative  trade  with  France, 
the  wealthy  towns  in  the  Netherlands,  and 
the  other  States  of  Italy.  Richly  dressed 
cavaliers,  and  gay  signoras  rustling  in  all 
the  luxury  of  silks  and  velvets,  jostled 
against  each  other  in  the  narrow  streets, 
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much  in  its  appearance  from  that  of  the 
others  that  flanked  it  on  either  side,  since 
it  had  all  the  features  of  the  old  school 
about  it,  as  if  its  owner  feared  the  dangers 
of  innovation  and  carefully  avoided  them. 

''  I  must  enter  for  a  moment,  and  order 
a  new  cloak,  for  this  month  is  chill,  and  I 
think  I  shall  try  purple  and  white  satin. 
You  will  not  touch  the  dice,  and  I  must 
get  rid  of  my  spare  hour  as  I  can/* 

*'  Go  on,"  said  Verrina  mechanically. 
"  I  follow  you/' 

''  Good  day,  most  noble  Signers,''  said  an 
old  man  advancing  towards  them  as  they 
entered.  **  How  can  I  please  your  tastes  ? 
Here  are  velvets  not  a  day  old — ^rich  satins 
and  silks.  Philip,  show  my  Lord  and  the 
worthy  Signer  whatever  they  may  fancy. 
I  should  recommend  this  article  in  vel- 
vet." 

'' Indeed  I  Verrina,"  asked  Guino,  "  what 
says  your  Venetian  taste  to  this  for  a 
cloak  ?  It  is  light  and  graceful,  me- 
thinks." 
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Bat  Verrina  appeared  to  have  neither  eyes 
to  see,  nor  a  tongue  to  answi^  the  question, 
for  he  stood  like  one  rooted  to  the  floor, 
his  gaze  fixed  convulsively  upon  the  ap- 
prentice who  showed  the  goods,  and  his 
bands  finnly  clenching  the  counter  upon 
which  he  leaned. 

"  The  Signor  is  unwell,"  exclaimed  old 
Antony  Calva.  **  Run,  Philip,  get  water. 
Rest  ye,  Signor.'* 

"  No,"  answered  Verrina  impatiently, 
"  I  want  a  minute's  conversation  with  you ; 
but  one  moment.  My  Lord  Spinola  will 
examine  these  velvets  until  we  return." 

And  he  passed  into  a  little  room  that 
opened  upon  the  end  of  the  shop,  followed 
by  the  old  draper  in  much  amazement  at 
his  conduct  and  request.  He  closed  the 
door  carefully;  examined  the  apartment,  as 
if  he  feared  intrusion,  then  turning  abrupt- 
ly to  the  old  man,  he  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
shoulder. 

"  listen  to  me.  You  have  a  youngster 
in  your  shop  whose  name  I  would  know. 

TOL.   I.  B 
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He  is  not  your  son,  for  I  believe  you  are 
alone  in  the  world,  without  wife  or  child, 
and  there  is  such  a  strange  resemblance 
between  him  and  a  once  dear  friend  of  mine, 
that  I  think  I  am  right  in  saying,  he  claims 
no  blood  with  you.'* 

'*  None,  Signer,  not  a  drop.  He  is 
more  likely,  if  appearances  be  taken  for 
proof,  to  call  the  Signer  Verrina  sire,  than 
old  Antony  Calva." 

''  Pooh  I  age  has  dimmed  your  eyesight ; 
but  as  this  is  a  matter  of  some  consequence, 
I  would  know  who  the  youth  is/' 

''  And  by  the  Virgin,  Signer,  you  seek 
to  fathom  a  mystery  I  never  could,  for 
there  he  stands,  and  beyond  his  name, 
there  is  not  a  man  in  Genoa,  who  does  not 
know  as  much  of  him  as  I  do" 

**  What  mean  you  ?"  asked  Verrina  sur- 
prised. ''  Would  you  impose  upon  my 
credulity,  or  think  me  fool  enough  to  believe 
that  you  have  admitted  to  your  confidence, 
and  entrust  with  your  property,  one  of 
whom  you  know  neither  his  parentage  nor 
name.'' 
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''  Neither,  Signbr.  He  bears  my  own 
name  for  want  df  better  or  worse,  and  as  to 
his  parentage,  my  sister's  son,  a  wild 
youth,  and  I  fear  me,  a  bad  one,  is  the  only 
person  who  can  tell  much  about  it.  Ask 
him.  He  has  not  been  many  weeks  in 
Genoa,  yet  the  name  of  Sebastian  Larcero 
is  in  every  man's — *' 

"  Larcero — Sebastian  Larcero,''  exclaim- 
ed Verrina,  before  the  old  draper  could 
finish  what  he  intended  to  say.  *'  Now, 
by  the  saints,  I  am  fooled,  knaved — out- 
witted. Curses  on  my  stupidity  to  trust 
the  scoundrel  I  Here,"  and  in  a  second  , 
overcoming  the  last  remnant  of  his  pas- 
aon,  he  drew  the  old  man  towards  him, 
sank  his  own  voice  to  a  whisper,  and 
poured  some  strange  statement  into  Calva's 
ear.    "  Say  you  will  do  it,  and  name  your 

reward." 

The  draper  looked  amazed — awe-stricken 
—then  gradually  his  pale,  thin  face  grew 
crimson  with  the  hue  of  indignant  pas- 
sion.   He  eyed  Verrina  sternly;  pressed 
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his  fingers  ti^itly  together,  and  then 
loosening  them,  pomted  slowly  to  the 
door. 

'*  Go — go/'  and  his  words  sounded  like 
the  hissing  of  hot  iron  when  plunged  ia 
water.    "  Go/' 

''  Hear  me  for  a  moment/'  said  Ver- 
rina. 

'^  Not  a  second.  Thy  words  would  palsy 
me/'  retorted  the  old  man  passionately,  and 
he  moved  to  the  door.     "  Philip—" 

"  It  is  well — ^we  know  each  other." 

''  Antony  Calva  never  forgets  the  Signer 
Verrina,"  said  the  draper  in  an  under  tone. 
**  Never,  while  he  lives." 

*'  Well,  Guino,  thou  hast  swept  the  shop 
by  this  time  ?  A  rare  taste,  in  good  truth ! 
Purple  vdvet  and  white  satin?  Thou'lt  trick 
my  Lady  Fiesco's  bridemaidens  out  of  their 
fancies,  when  they  see  thee  in  this  gay 
holiday  cloak,"  exclaimed  Verrina,  when 
he  joined  the  young  Spinola.  ^'  Come,  let 
us  off.  Good  day,  Master  Calva.  Com- 
mend me  to  thy  sister's  son,"  and  thus 
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with  a  forced  gaiety,  which  his  companion 
did  not  detect,  however  the  draper  might, 
Venrina  left  the  shop. 

"  Where  now  ?"  asked  Spinola. 

"  Wherever  thou  wilt." 

"  Yon  play  the  main  then  for  the  hun- 
dred?'' 

"  A  thousand,  my  Guino,  if  thou  desirest 
it,"  said  Verrina. 


78  TAB   WILL;   OR, 


CHAPTER  VL 

Thb  Signor  Lomellino  was  the  last 
descendant  and  representative  of  a  family 
famous  for  its  greatness  in  the  mercantile 
transactions  of  the  period,  for  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Genoa  had  always  been  the  assi- 
duous promoters  of  trade,  drawing  from 
their  success  and  commercial  industry 
their  chief  greatness.  Her  nobles  were 
merchants— her  merchants,  nobles ;  and  in 
a  State,  where  every  man  that  desired  it 
might  venture  his  wealth  in  business, 
without  sharing  in  the  absurd  obloquy  then 
commonly  attached  to  those  who  existed  on 
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the  profits  of  trade,  a  new  class  sprung  up, 
not  less  powerful,  not  less  patriotic,  and  in 
a  few  years,    not    less    refined  than  the 
ancient   aristocracy  ;    replete    with    their 
graces,  mostly  free  from  their  vices ;  and 
Genoa  saw  in    her  wealthy  merchants  a 
second  order  of  rank,  that  soon  fused  with 
its  noble  predecessors,  and  made  a  hody 
strong,  united,  and  prodigally  wealthy,  as 
wen  as  luxuriously  generous.     Society  was 
at  the  highest  pitch  of  refinement  of  which 
the  age  was  susceptible.    Genius  had  burst 
the  bonds  which  ages  of  barbarism,  devas- 
tation, foreign  invasion,  and  internal  war 
bad  cast  round  it,  and  emerged  glorious 
and  rich  with  the    promises  of  a  future 
immortality,  when  Leo  the  Tenth  filled  the 
pontifical  throne,  and  sculpture,  painting, 
and  poetry  charmed  the  age,  elevated  the 
taste,  and  refined  the  understanding.    The 
wealthy  families  of  the  celebrated  Italian 
Republics  were  amongst  the  very  first  to 
take  advantage  of  this  favourable  conjunc- 
tion of  circumstances,  and  to  them  we  owe 
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the  beauties  and  splendour  of  Venice,  and 
the  magnificence  of  Genoa. 

The  Spinola,  the  Grimaldi,  the  Fieschi, 
and  the  Doria,  (the  last  name  rendered 
brighter  by  the  reflection  of  the  glories  of 
the  great  '^  Sea  Captain"  of  his  age, 
Andrew  Doria)»  after  the  turbulence  of  the 
baronial  feuds,  had  softened  down  before  the 
gentle  influence  of  commerce,  began  to  run 
a  new  race,  and  rival  each  other  more  in 
the  arts  of  peace,  than  in  the  horrors  of 
war. 

Twenty  years — ^years  of  prosperity  and 
liberty  in  Genoa — ^had  now  elapsed  since 
Andrew  Doria's  desertion  of  the  French 
King,  and  while  he  himself  cultivated  the 
good-will  and  afiections  of  the  inhabitants, 
neither  decreased  since  the  time  they  had 
crowned  his  statue,  and  hailed  him  as 
'^  The  father  of  his  country  and  the  restorer 
of  her  liberty."  A  spirit  of  dissatisfaction 
was  gradually  growing  up  amongst  all 
orders,  who  although  they  respected  the 
sil^it  deposit  of  power  in  Andrew,  feared 
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its  open  descent  to  his  grand-nephew  Gian* 
netino. 

Hie  mantle  of  despotic  authority  would 
not  sit  well  upon  the  riioulders  of  one» 
arrogant  in  his  temper,  haughty  and  un* 
bending  in  his  disposition,  and  who  looked 
opon  free  Genoa  as  an  hereditary  appanage 
in  his  fEonily.  Many  of  the  lower  orders 
also  remembered  their  own  power  in  their 
previously  democratic  government,  and 
while  the  haughtiness  of  the  younger  Doria 
displeased  the  nobility,  the  restraints  of 
oligarchy  operated  upon  the  people.  Yet 
dd  Andrew  Doria  and  the  authorities  of  the 
Republic  slumbered  through  all  these  signs 
of  commotion.  Giannetino  heeded  not  the 
displeasure  of  his  own  order ;  he  was  too 
haughty  to  attend  to  the  symptoms  of 
change  amongst  the  multitude. 

In  a  low,  closet-like  apartment  of  his 
palace  sat  the  Signer  Lomellino.  A  large 
book  lay  on  a  table  before  him,  and  its 
open  page  was  studded  with  figures.  The 
^tment  itself  was  remarkable  for  nothing, 
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save  a  heavy  iron  strong  1)ox,  that  filled 
one  corner  of  it,  and  seemed,  from  the 
massiveness  of  its  construction — ^it&  sides 
heing  bound  with  strong  bars  of  solid  iron, 
the  many  locks  that  garnished  its  front, 
and  the  reverence  with  which  the  Signer 
frequently  regarded  it — to  be  particularly 
valuable.  A  pen  also  lay  on  the  table 
beside  a  small  bronze  standish,  and  the 
Signer  frequently  took  it  up,  and  with  a 
sigh  made  an  additional  figure  on  the  open 
page  before  him. 

*'  Seventeen  crowns  for  spices  and  some 
new  condiments  ?  I  am  robbed — openly 
robbed.  Five  and  three  make  eight,  and 
six  are  fourteen — fourteen  and  seventeen 
are — are — thirty-one.  By  St.  Benedict,  I 
shall  marry  and  quit  supper-giving.  Why 
invite  to  my  table  a  set  of  idle  youngsters 
who  will  never  pay  me  for  the  expense  they 
cost  and  the  trouble  they  bring  ?  'Tis  true 
Spinola  gambles,  and  borrows,  and  even 
pays.  The  younger  Balbi  would  borrow  too 
— but  I  must  inquire  as  to  his  resources. 
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and  Venina — ^this  Venetian  is  my  mystery. 
I  have  a  secret,  a  prime  secret,  and  the 
Signor  sups  with  me.  He  shall  buy  it — 
shall  I  say?" 

And  closing  the  great  book,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  open  the  iron  chest.  Lock  after 
lock  was  removed,  the  lid  opened  slowly 
and  heavily,  and  the  red  lurid  glare  of  the 
single  lamp  shed  a  half  misty  light  upon  the 
contents  of  the  safe.  Lomellino  gazed  upon 
them  for  a  few  moments.  There  was  the 
glitter  of  gold  ;  the  bright  sheen  of  silver, 
and  the  rare  sparkling  lustre  of  many  a 
precious  stone  glanced  back  upon  his  eager 
eye,  dimming  by  their  splendour  the  pale 
light  of  the  lamp.  He  lifted  the  book,  de- 
posited it  in  the  chest,  and  closed  it. 

Great  and  anxious  had  been  his  prepara- 
tions for  this  entertainment,  which  he  had 
determined  to  give.  His  palace,  like  the 
abodes  of  most  of  his  order,  was  through  the 
generous  luxury  of  his  predecessors  filled 
with  much  that  was  rare  in  the  arts,  when 
Palladio  held  the  chisel,  and  Titian  breathed 
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upon  canvas  the  divinity  of  seeming  life. 
Bich  furniture,  costly  hangings,  and  all 
the  elegant  appurtenances  of  social  life 
attested  the  splendid  liberality  of  his  mer^ 
chant  ancestors ;  while  daring  himself  on 
this  occasion  to  be  generous,  gold  had  not 
been  spared  to  make  his  own  state  in  keep- 
ing with  his  position.  He  looked  with 
satisfaction  upon  his  preparations,  glanced 
approvingly  upon  his  own  dress  and  appear^ 
ance,  and  then  seated  himself  to  wait  the 
coming  of  his  guests. 

The  doors  of  the  apartment  were  thrown 
open,  and  Verrina,  pale,  though  sedulously 
and  richly  dressed,  entered. 

''  Here  comes  my  Veneziano,"  murmured 
Lomellino  to  himself. 

"  thope,'*  said  Verrina,  advancing  with 
easy  grace,  '*  I  see  the  Signer  Lomellino 
weU  r 

*'  In  truth,  yes ;  but  as  to  yourself,  you 
seem  pale.  No  illness  I  trust  ?  We  should 
all  regret  that  the  air  of  Genoa  did  not  agree 
with  you." 
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"  None  would  regret  it  more  than  myself, 
since  Genoa  has  become  my  home/' 

"  Yon  make  a  poor  change,  Signor.  The 
marble  halls  of  Venice — " 

**  Would  dread  no  rivalry,  if  Genoa  did 
not  exist.  But  the  Doge  of  Venice  might 
well  change  with  Signer  Lomellino,"  ob- 
served Verrina,  glancing  round  the  apart- 
ment, '*  and  be  better  lodged  than  he  is  in 
the  Adriatic's  sea-bom  city." 

"  You  flatter.  Signer.  We  are  well 
enough  off.  But  here  comes  my  Lord  Spi- 
nola,  and  the  young  hen:  of  the  noble  Balbi. 
Welcome,  Signers.'' 

*'  Ha,  Lomellino — ^by  and  by  I  shall  be 
with  you,  but,  pardon  me,  the  Signer  Ver* 
rina  first  claims  my  attention." 

And  drawing  the  Venetian  aside,  the 
young  Spinela  entered  into  earnest  conver* 
ntion  with  him,  while  Lomellino  continued 
to  receive  his  guests  as  they  ent^ed.  The 
grave  Paul  Pansa,  old  Jerome  Canevale, 
ttid  the  severe  Bernard  Gastagno  were, 
amongst  the  number. 
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The  Count  Fiesco  is  still  toying  with 
lus  to-morrow's  bride/'  remarked  Annibal 
Balbi  to  Paul  Fbiiw.  ''  He  is  not  wont  to 
be  late  on  festive  occasions/' 

"  He  has  a  fair  excuse." 

^'Ah,  Signers,  yes,"  observed  Lomellino, 
who  overheard  the  remark.  "  The  fairest 
lady  in  Genoa." 

''  There  is  one  exception/'  said  young 
Balbi  with  a  sigh.  ''  The  beautiful  Leonora 
may  rival,  but  she  cannot  eclipse,  the  grace- 
ful Verona." 

"  Tush!"  muttered  Castagno.  "  The 
Count !" 

And  Fiesco,  his  countenance  flushed,  his 
eyes  sparkling,  patrician  like,  slowly  and 
gracefully  entered  the  apartment.  His 
dress  appeared  to  have  been  chosen  for  his 
lady's  bower.  The  costliest  velvets,  the 
finest  silks  had  been  fashioned  and  arranged 
with  a  care  that  made  them  harmonize 
with  his  figure  and  face.  A  small  sword, 
its  handle  studded  with  gems,  was  sus- 
pended by  a  broad,   rich    belt  from  his 
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shoulder,  and  his  dark,  luzuriaat  hair  fell 
in  long  waving  curls  upon  a  ooUar  of  the 
produce  of  the  Mechlin  looms. 

"  To-morrow,  Lomellino,  must  plead 
this  delay's  excuse.  My  dear  friend,  the 
Signer  Pansa  pardons  me,  and  Annihal 
Balbi  can  find  sympathy  for  me.  Ha, 
Gmno!  Signor  Verrina,  I  see  you  in 
health,"  said  Fiesco,  bowing  gracefully  to 
the  party. 

"  Pooh !"  exclaimed  Guino.  '*  My  Lord 
Fiesco,  your  star  is  eclipsed." 

"  How  ?" 

Guino  smiled,  pointed  to  the  door,  and 
as  he  did,  a  shade  passed  rapidly  over 
Fiasco's  countenance,  while  the  Senators 
fell  back,  even  Lomellino  paused,  as  if  in 
doubt  how  to  act,  and  as  the  door  of  the 
apartment  closed,  Giannetino  Dona  strode 
haughtily  into  the  centre  of  the  group. 
Fiesco  stood  with  folded  arms,  his  head 
erect,  and  his  dark  eye  fixed  upon  the 
younger  Dona. 

"Signor  Lomellino,  I  greet  you,"  said 
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Oiannetino  after  a  pause.  ''  My  Lord  SpU 
nola,  how  fares  your  father?  My  uncle 
would  speak  with  him  on  the  morrow." 

"  He  can  send  a  messenger  to  state  his 
pleasure  then.  I  am  neither  a  state  lackey^ 
nor  the  servant  of  my  father's  conve- 
nience." 

*^  Good,  my  young  friend.  You  speak 
with  much  discretion,"  sneered  Dona. 
*^  Sigaor  Pansa,  I  rejoice  that  you  are  well. 
My  Lord  Fiesco,  may  I  congratulate  you  on 
the  prospects  of  the  morrow." 

"  I  should  be  most  churlish  to  refuse  the 
favour,"  answered  Fiesco  haughtily. 

"  In  truth  we  must  tender  our  best 
thanks  for  this  kindness. — The  Signer 
Verrina,  or  I  mistake  ?" 

''  My  Lord  Doria  sees  correctly,"  said 
the  Venetian  quietly. 

'*  Ah !  I  had  almost  overlooked  the  Signer 
Balbi,"  exclaimed  Oiannetino  with  assumed 
carelessness. 

"  It  is  a  strange  term  from  a  Doria  to 
one  of  our  house,"  answered  Balbi,  much 
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piqued  by  Giannetino's  assumed  supe- 
riority. 

"  Forgotten,  I  should  have  said.  I  crave 
your  pardon^  I  am  resident  in  Genoa, 
and  you  are  now  almost  strange  to  it. 
Foreign  travel  invents  new  terms  of 
speecL" 

"  One  of  us,  at  least,  might  be  improved 
by  the  practise,  then,"  said  the  young 
Spinola,  glancing  at  Giannetino. 

"  We  shall  not  all  forget  the  lesson,  nor 
ihe  master,"  observed  Doria,  ''  Signer  Lo- 
mellino,  let  us  to  supper,"  and  marshalled 
by  their  host,  the  party  proceeded  to  the 
apartment  where  they  were  to  sup. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

Distance  in  time  has  too  frequently  lent 
unmerited  glory  to  the  past.  We  look 
through  the  vista  of  centuries  at  the  actions 
pf  bygone  ages,  and  the  mind  realizes  pic- 
tures from  the  contemplation  of  shadows. 
Many  of  our  conceptions  want  form,  yet 
more  of  them  are  but  the  children  of  ima- 
gination ;  the  first  exhibiting  a  crude  some- 
thing, the  latter,  the  vapours  that  float 
idly  over  the  world  of  fancy.  The  glory  of 
Rome  is  but  a  day-dream,  dimly  conjured 
up  from  the  truth  of  its  barbarity.  The 
liberties  of  Greece  are  the  mockery  of  free- 
dom—  the   toys    of  noisy    patriots,    and 
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scheming,  turbulent  demagogues,  relieved 
for  a  day  by  the  purity  of  one  free  heart, 
to  be  plunged  into  an  eternal  night  of  real 
davery.  Empires  fall — ^new  ones  rise  on 
their  ruins,  new  in  power,  new  in  their  very 
appearance.  The  legions  of  Rome  that 
conquered  and  enslaved  the  world,  are 
remembered  as  the  ensigns  of  a  superior 
despotism ; — ^the  empire  is  marked  out  by  its 
fragments,  perhaps  remembered  for  its 
cruelties.  Yet  the  power  of  the  ^'  Eternal 
City"  is  but  changed  in  name,  for  her 
authority  is  more  extensive  than  when 
Augustus  closed  the  Temple  of  Janus;  more 
▼enerable,  than  all  the  pageantry  of  anti- 
quity could  make  it ;  more  decisive  than  the 
Consular  fasces  or  the  Imperial  edicts  could 
render  it.  Rome  once  ruled  the  world  by 
the  sword.  With  a  more  glorious  destiny, 
fihenow  governs  it  through  the  peace  of 
religion. 

If  we  turn  to  the  States  of  Italy,  which 
during  the  middle  ages  supported  the  expir- 
ing greatness  of  that  country,  we  find  much 
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that  was  refined  in  civilization,  and  free  ia 
government,  mixed  with  a  hoUowness  of 
feeling  and  a  dq>th  of  despotism,  that 
sapped  their  fomidations,  until .  the  very 
weight  of  their  glories  sank  them,  and 
revealed  their  trae  natores.  Venice  was  a 
terrible  and  secret  despotism;  Genoa,  a 
struggling  oligarchy,  and  at  the  time  of  our 
tale,  more  than  half  ruled  through  the  will 
of  Andrew  Doria,  and  the  caprice  of  his 
grand-nephew  Giannetino.  At  this  distance 
of  time  we  dimly  perceive  in  these  States 
the  shadow  of  liberty,  we  cannot  embrace 
the  reality. 

Giannetino  had  insulted  his  own  order  by 
a  haughtiness  which  they  could  not  endure ; 
and  they  in  turn  had  alienated  the  people, 
for  they  did  not  oppose  the  younger  Doria» 
because  they  feared  for  the  state,  since 
their  dread  was  an  apprehension  of  the  loss 
of  their  own  power. 

Vincent  Lomellino's  supper  had  evoked 
the  applause  of  his  guests.  His  taste  had  even 
called  forth  praise  from  the  venerable  Pansa, 
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LcHndlino  thus  gratified,  though  sometimes 
a  chill  crept,  over  him,  when  he  dared  to  cal- 
culate, or  even  glance  at  the  prohahle 
erpense,  carried  the  graces  of  the  host 
to  the  satisfaction  of  alL 

"  Signer  Verrina,  the  wine  stands  un- 
touched by  your  side.  Allow  me  to  press 
on  you  this  produce  of  Germany.  My  Lord 
Doria  proclaims  its  character,"  saidLomel- 
Udo  to  the  Venetian. 

''  I  can  add  my  mite  of  approbation," 
observed  Pansa. 

"And  I  also,"  added  Annibal  Balbi, 
"  though  I  fear  Castrucci  haunts  the  Signer 
Verrina ;  for  dulness  was  no  mark  of  his 
presence,  when  last  in  Genoa." 

"  The  chariatan  I"  said  Doria. 

"  An  arrant  knave  I"  exclaimed  old 
Jerome  Canevale. 

"  Yet  report  speaks  strangely  of  him," 
observed  Fiesco.  "  Whatever  may  be  his 
motives,  he  is  more  than  generous  to  the 
poor.    He  is  prodigally  extravagant." 

''  And  to  my  own  knowledge,"  said  the 
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yonng  Balbi,  ''  he  has  made  strange  dis- 
closures." 

**  Yes/'  exclaimed  Guino  Spinola,  "  he 
met  me  some  weeks  back  on  the  bridge  of 
Carignano,  and  though  not  knowing,  nay, 
never  having  before  seen  him,  he  stopped 
and  addressed  me  by  name.  Our  conver- 
sation was  short  and  rather  strange.  *  Thou 
playest  with  the  Signer  Pisani  of  Florence, 
and  Lorelac  of  Paris  ?  Beware — the  Floren- 
tine uses  loaded  dice,  and  the  Gaul  is  his 
confederate.'  He  would  have  passed  on» 
but  I  was  indignant  at  being  thus  addressed, 
and  spoke  sharply.  '  You  are  warned  for 
your  own  advantage,'  he  said  in  reply. 
By  whom?  I  asked.  *  Castrucci — ^Fare- 
well,' and  before  I  could  speak  again,  he 
had  crossed  the  bridge,  and  disappeared 
amongst  the  trees  that  surround  the 
church." 

'*  It  was  the  trick  of  a  crafty  impostor," 
sneered  Doria. 

"  But  we  now  know,"  said  Balbi,  "  that 
the  warning  was  required,  for  on  that  very 


THE   HALF-BROTHBRB.  95 


night  both  Pisani  and  Lorelac  were  detected 
cheating  at  play.  Lorelac  escaped,  but 
the  Florentine  was  ran  through  the  heart 
by  some  burgher  whom  he  had  thus 
robbed." 

"  Some  confederate  of  theirs  has  imparted 
this  knowledge  which  this  would-be-pro- 
phet has  then  turned  to  good  account.  How 
did  you  reward  him  for  his  information, 
Goino  ?"  asked  Pansa. 

"  By  obeying  him;  and  thus  saving  my 
gold." 

''  My  Lord  Spinola/'  said  Doria,  while 
his  lip  curled  with  the  sneer  he  could  not 
repress,  *'  seems  to  have  thus  profited  by 
this  strange  warning." 

**  True,"  observed  Guino  quietly,  "  and 
had  the  advice,  not  to  play,  always  been 
before  my  eyes,  I  should  have  been  richer, 
and  my  Lord  Doria  poorer,  by  two  hundred 
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"  Youth  is  not  always  cautious — 
''  Nor  always  to  be  sneered  into  servility, 
remarked  Guino  in  reply. 
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*'  Hush,  hush  i  my  Lords/'  said  Pansa, 
alanned. 

"  Nay ;  there  is  no  cause  for  dread/' 
observed  Doria,  suuUng,  with  an  assumed 
superiority  in  his  look.  *^  Signor  Lomel- 
lino,  do  not  disturb  yourself;  Guino  is 
privileged." 

''  A  truce  to  this,"  said  Lomellino. 
*'  Signers,  we  will  change  the  subject  for  a 
fairer  one.  Pass  round  the  wine  and  fill 
your  glasses.  I  give  the  health  of  the  beau- 
tiful Leonora  Cibo." 

**  Which  we  all  drink  with  no  common 
pleasure,"  said  Paul  Pansa.  '^  May  she  be 
happy !" 

''  Her  fate  is  in  good  hands,"  observed 
Bernard  Castagno.  **  My  Lord  Fiesco 
will  preserve  the  treasure  which  he  has 
won." 

''  With  my  life,"  said  Fiesco  passionately. 
"  Signor  Lomellino,  you  have  my  thanks, 
and  to  you,  Signers,  I  am  grateful  for  this 
kindness,"  he  continued,  seeing  in  the 
looks  of  those  round  him  encouragement 
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and  re^gard,  except  in  the  countenance  of 
Giannetino  Dona,  whose  lip  curled  with 
an  expression  of  ill-concealed  dislike,  while 
Fiesco,  who  sat  opposite  to  him,  glanced 
with  haughty  contempt  upon  this  manifes- 
tation of  his  hatred. 

The  conversation  became  general,  yet 
e?en  then,  the  influence  of  Doria  was  visi- 
ble, for  Lomellino  paid  ready  court  to  him  ; 
even  the  Senators  were  not  all  free  from  the 
chai^  of  flattery,  but  Verrina  never  lost 
his  own  self-esteem,  and  treated  him,  as 
Fiesco  did,  with  the  courtesy  of  a  haughty 
equal.  Still  Verrina  was  not  at  his  ease. 
His  eye  frequently  met  the  glance  of  Lomel- 
lino fixed  upon  him  with  an  intensity  of 
interest  that  made  him,  practised  and  self- 
possessed  as  he  was,  shrink  before  the 
other's  gaze.     What  could  he  know  ? 

"  Guino !  The  wine  ! — ^pledge  me !  I  will 
drink  to  thy  lady-love." 

''  She  is  as  yet,  Signer,  a  vision.  Balbi 
would  toast  the  fair  Verona/' 

"  Tush  I"  exclaimed  Balbi,  turning  round, 

VOL.  I.  F 
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as  a  slight  Doise  attracted  his  attention 
towards  the  door,  "Castrucci,  by  the 
saints  1" 

Lomellino  sprang  from  his  chair  as  he 
heard  the  name  pronounced.  Giannetino 
Doria  followed  more  slowly  his  example, 
clutching  with  his  right  hand  the  jewelled 
hilt  of  his  dagger.  The  young  Spinola 
seized  Verrina,  next  to  whom  he  sat,  by  the 
arm,  and  Annibal  Balbi  stood  gazing  in 
amazement  upon  the  sternly  handsome 
countenance  of  the  intruder,  while  Paul 
Pansa  and  the  Senators  shook  in  every 
limb,  although  they  endeavoured  to  assume 
an  aspect  of  haughty  composure.  Castrucci 
glanced  calmly  from  one  to  the  other. 
Those  who  had  never  before  seen  him  could 
not  fail  to  remark  the  brilliant  light  of  his 
dark  eyes  ;  and  though  many  of  them  by 
education  and  experience  were  above  the 
superstition  of  their  age,  the  appearance 
of  the  man,  so  calm,  so  majestic  in  his 
peculiar  beauty,  so  unlocked  for  and  un- 
expected, operated  in  a  degree  upon  all, 
save  perhaps  Fiesco,  who  alone  had  sat  un- 
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moved  during  the  strange  scene  that  fol- 
lowed his  entrance.  He  moved  towards 
Lomeliino.  The  latter  would  have  spoken ; 
bQt  with  a  manner  full  of  the  dignity  of 
birth,  Castrucci  waved  his  hand,  and 
said: — 

"  Signor,  I  claim  your  hospitality,  though 
DO  invited  guest.  My  Lord  Spinola  is  one 
of  my  old  acquaintances,  and  if  I  mistake 
not,  all  have  heard  of  Castrucci.  Your 
knaves  would  hardly  admit  me ;  yet,"  htf 
added,  while  a  smile  of  curious  meaning 
hovered  round  his  lips,  and  the  tones  of  his 
voice  sounded  like  gentle  music,  **  my  name 
was  talismanic,  for  on  its  announcement 
your  doors  flew  open." 

"We  are  honoured,"  began  Lomeliino. 

'"Hold!"  exclaimed  Doria,  interrupting 
him,  and  as  he  spoke,  a  dark,  lowering  ex- 
pression passed  over  Castruoci's  face,  so 
fierce  and  ominous,  that  even  Doria,  with 
all  his  haughtiness  and  pride  of  spirit,  quailed 
before  it  for  the  moment.  He  instantly  re- 
covered himself.  ''  I  consort  with  the  nobles 
of  Genoa,  not  with  a  miserable  charlatan." 

F  2 
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"I  too  am  noble,"  siud  Castracci,  un- 
moved at  Giaonetino's  language,  while  as 
he  spoke,  his  dark  eyes  flashed,  and  an  un- 
definable  expression  of  grandeur  was  im- 
parted to  his  features,  "I  am  noble  by 
birth,  yet  even  nobler  by  destiny.  The 
genius  of  the  past  will  produce  a  glorious 
harvest  for  the  labours  of  the  future,  as  it 
now  sanctifies  those  who  struggle  for  the 
present,  laying  the  foundation  of  a  race, 
before  whose  brilliancy,  titles,  family,  and 
arms  will  fade — the  race  of  mind." 

"  'Tis  a  marvellous  statement,"  observed 
the  youDg  Spinola  \u  an  under  tone,  edging 
towards  Annibal  Balbi. 

"  True,  Signor,"  and  Guino  was  silent, 
for  he  never  imagined  that  his  words  bad 
reached  Castrucci's  ears. 

"  Most  true ;  but  I  will  proceed.  Not  an 
hour  past,  I  was  styled  an  impostor.  I  am 
here  to  vindicate  my  character,  and  pray 
your  attention,  Stgoors."  None  spoke.  "All 
silent,"  he  continued,  "  then  I  may  proceed. 
Signors,  my  tale,  though  brief,  is  in  the  eyes 
of  some  most  important,  and  I  will  relate  it 
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plainly,  craving  your  leniency,  as  I  am  no 
proficient  in  the  art  of  narration.  Two  short 
years  have  passed  since  a  wealthy  noble  of 
— ^we  shall  say — Genoa  visited  Rome,  dis- 
guised as  a  merchant."  Dona  turned  his 
eyes,  before  averted,  now  full  upon  the 
speaker.  ''  The  holy  Father,  it  is  said,  likes 
not  Andrew  Dona.  Perhaps  that  merchant's 
visit  might  have  been  thus  private  for  the 
purposes  of  State  policy ;  perhaps — " 

"  Signer  Lomellino/'  said  Dona. 

"Nay,  nay;  not  now,  my  Lord,"  con- 
tinued Castrucci  in  a  tone  that  awed  and 
commanded,  for  even  Fiesco,  before  whom 
the  whole  scene  had  previously  seemed  but 
a  clever  imposition,  became  interested ;  "I 
must  on.  His  visit  was  extended  to  weeks, 
then  months.  The  objects  of  the  State  were 
disregarded ;  others  occupied  his  attention, 
for  during  his  stay,  one  of  the  Roman 
maidens  fell  a  victim  to  his  fascination. 
Pure  ere  his  arrival,  the  morning  of  his  de- 
parture proclaimed  his  absence  and  her  dis- 
grace. She  fled  with  him ;  resigned  herself 
to  his  power,  and,  deluded  by  seeming  love, 
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never  dreamt  ber  betrayei  the  possessor  df  a 
wedded  heart.  My  Lords,  your  judgment 
— the  man  was  married  I" 

"  He  was  a  foul  villain,"  exclaimed 
Fiesco,  with  generous  warmth. 

"What  says  my  Lord  Doria,"  asked 
Castrucci,  slowly  rising  from  the  table. 
"  He  would  speak  hefore.  Let  us  hear  him 
now." 

"  Out,  knave !"  exclaimed  Doria  angrily. 
"  Out !  or  by  the  Virgin,  I'll  dirty  this  blade 
with  thy  vile  blood ;"  and  he  laid  Ms  hand 
on  hifi  dagger. 

"Then,"  said  Castrucci  in  a  low  tone, 
moving  rapidly  to  Doria's  side,  and  his 
words  came  hissing  into  his  ear,  unhe&rd 
by  the  others,  "the  Roman  loses  her  pro- 
tector— the  itierchant  and  thou  are  one!" 
Doria  sank  pale  on  his  seat 

"Thou  hast  marvellous  power,"  said 
Verrina.  "  My  Lord  Doria  is  convinced — 
what  next  ?" 

"  Ha !  I  had  almost  forgotten.  A  word 
in  thine  eai',  my  noble  Signor.  Thou  art  of 
Venice,"  and  he  again  sunk  his  voice  into 
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his  peculiar  Tirhisper.  "  Thy  secret  lives. 
The  Grand  Canal  could  not  conceal  it.  Ho ! 
some  water,  the  Signor  Verrina  would 
drink." 

"This,    this — "   said   Lomellino   terror- 
stricken. 

"  Thy  turn  next,"  exclaimed  Castrucci, 
mterrupting  him.  ''Make  gold  by  com- 
merce, not — thou  understandeist  me.  Adieu, 
Siguws,"  and  moving  to  the  door,  he 
paused  ere  he  reached  it,  and  turned  round 
to  the  party,  all  silent,  all  amazed.  ''  My 
Lord  Fiesco,  one  word  of  advice.  The  path 
of  ambition  is  strewed  with  perils.  The 
diair  of  power  is  placed  under  the  suspended 

sword,"  and  opening  the  door,    he    was 

gone. 
"After him !"  shouted  Verrina,  springing 

from  his  seat. 
'*  No,"  said  Fiesco  calmly,  "  truth  should 

win  rewards,  not  punishment.''  The  Signor 

Lomellino  was  dumb. 
An  hour  after,  and  the  host  was  alone. 

His  guests,  after  this  most  extraordinary 

interruption,   did  not   recover  their  usual 
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le  of  spirits.  Their  gaiety  was  coastnuaed 
d  fitful,  for  Castrucci's  words  had  filled 
th    anxiety  and  terror  those  to  whom 

more  particularly  addressed  himself ; 
lile  the  rest  imagined,  that  they  had 
irely  escaped  for  the  time  from  bis  whis- 
red  communications  ;  at  another  season 

might  also  prostrate  them.  Verrina  for 
time  was  boisterously  gay;  Giauuetino 
>ii8,  sullenly  reserved  ;  Guino  Spinola  and 
B  Balbi  astonished  more  than  awed  ;  the 
nators  were  overwhelmed,  and  Vincent 
tmellino  was  too  much  amazed  at  the 
■anger's  comprehension  of  his  most  secret 
3Ughts  to  exhibit  any  equality  of  temper. 
}  jumped  to  gaiety,  and  sank  back  to 
spair.  The  lamps  and  tapers  still  burned 
the  apartment  now  deserted  by  all  save  its 
ister,  and  he  sat  leaning  his  head  on  his 
nd  like  one  immersed  in  deep  thought. 
'How  strange,  bow  marvellouslystraoge!" 
muttered.  "  This  impostor  or  devil,  may 
s  fiend  rot  him  I  reads  men's  hearts  like  a 
inted  book.  Now  here,  now  there,  no 
ice  is  proof  against  his  intrusion.    The 
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doors  fly  open,  the  varlets  quail  at  the  very 
mention  of  his  name,  and  he  passes  on.  He 
knows  more  than  I  would  dare  to  imagine, 
and  e?en  now  I  tremble  at  the  effects  of  his 
words  upon  the  Venetian.  Ho !  some  water ; 
the  Signor  Verrina  would  drink.  The  words 
still  hiss  in  my  ears ;  and  Doria  too — all 
stricken,  all  terrified !  By  the  saints,  the 
man  is  a  pupil  of  Satan  I"  and  rising  from 
the  table,  he  left  the  apartment. 


F  3 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  darkness  of  the  winter's  night  had 
ettled  heavily  upon  the  marble  palaces  of 
jienoa,  shrouding  in  an  almost  impene- 
rable  obscurity  their  walls  and  turrets, 
nd  covering  like  a  funeral  pall  the  dwelt- 
ags  of  the  city.  Vincent  Lomellino's 
;ue6t8  had  long  before  retired  to  their 
lomes,  and  the  sounds  of  revelry  were 
lushed ;  the  hum  of  traffic  was  no  longer 
tudible,  and  in  the  narrow  streets  of  Genoa 
>ardly  a  single  passer-by  was  visible.  The 
!;reat  buildings,  churches  and  public  edi- 
ices  loomed  dark  and  shapeless  through  the 
bick  haze  that  had  descended  upon  them ; 
lardly  a  sound  broke  the  stillness  that  had 
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succeeded  the  stir  of  day,  and  the  streets 
were  hushed  like  paths  in  a  desert,  so  calm 
and  silent  was  the  aspect  of  the  city.  Man 
slept,  and  nature  was  husbanding  her  re- 
sources to  draw  from  the  darkness  of  the 
dead  night  the  glorious  beauties  of  the 
living  morrow. 

Yet  at  that  hour  a  figure  might  have 
been  seen  stealing  cautiously  and  slowly 
from  under  the  shadow  of  the  columns  that 
adorned  the  front  of  the  Doria  palace.  A 
large  cloak,  concealing  both  his  person  and 
dress,  was  cautiously  wrapped  round  him ; 
and  a  black  velvet  mask,  while  it  hid  from 
observation  his  other  features,  sometimes 
allowed  the  flashing  of  two  dark  eyes  to  be 
visible.  The  clank  of  weapons  could  also 
be  heard  as  he  descended  the  steps  and 
reached  the  street,  where  he  paused  for  a 
moment,  then  rapidly  walking  forward, 
turned  towards  the  gate  that  led  to  San 
Pier  d' Arena,  a  lovely  suburb,  where  the 
merchants  of  Genoa  had  built  their  sum- 
mer palaces,  and  which  even  the  immortal 
Palladio  had  honoured  with  a  creation  of 
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his  own  genius.  He  passed  the  sentries  by 
giving  the  word,  and  qoickening  his  pace» 
soon  reached  the  entrance  to  the  suhurb. 
The  way  was  lined  with  lofty  trees,  their 
trunks  clothed  and  warped  by  shrubs  and 
ivy,  while  vistas  of  cleared  space  here  and 
there  presented  themselves,  terminated  by 
some  proud  villa  rich  with  all  the  orna- 
ments of  architecture. 

Rapidly'  he  proceeded,  until  he  reached 
one  small  villa  separated  from  the  others, 
and  so  completely  buried  in  the  trees  that 
on  all  sides  environed  it,  as  to  be  hardly 
visible  until  beside  it.  A  small  portico 
supported  on  Ionic  columns  formed  its 
front,  and  marble  vases  filled  with  flowers 
and  shrubs,  that  even  then  cast  an  odour 
upon  the  night  air,  lined  the  steps.  Round 
it  dwelt  the  silence  of  sleep,  and  save  for 
the  presence  of  a  single  lamp,  that  burned 
in  a  window  above  the  portico,  and  shed  a 
steady  tight,  like  a  sailor's  beacon  to  lead 
him  into  port — neither  life  nor  its  appear- 
ance was  visible.  The  muffled  figure  passed 
under  the  portico,  sounded  a  small  silver 
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call,  and  the  next  moment,  the  light  was 
gone;  the  door  was  opened,  and  he  en- 
tered the  hall.  Laying  aside  his  cloak  and 
mask,  he  mounted  a  broad  flight  of  marble 
stairs  that  led  to  a  long  corridor,  whose 
floor  was  formed  of  alternate  squares  of 
black  and  white  marbles,  and  advancing 
towards  a  half-closed  door,  noiselessly 
opened  it 

The  room  was  small,  yet  exquisitely  fur- 
nished. A  bright  lamp  burned  on  a  table, 
on  which  also  lay  a  late  and  an  open  book, 
while  supported  on  cushions,  reclining 
before  the  fire,  rested  a  female  figure.  Her 
small  and  beautifully  formed  head  was 
tamed  towards  the  fire,  and  the  eyes — half 
shut — emitting  only  a  dreamy  look  of  con- 
sciousness, gazed  upon  the  wood,  as  it 
gradually  mouldered  away,  creating  while  it 
burned,  strange  figures,  which  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  gazer  had  more  than  once  filled 
with  life.  Something  in  these  dreamy 
creations  had  peculiarly  arrested  attention, 
for  they  seemed  to  have  struck  upon  some 
powerful  chords  in  her  heart,  and  rising 
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Upon  one  arm  so  as  to  bring  her  face  oppo-- 
site  to  the  light  of  the  lamp,  she  murmured, 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  her  listener : 

"  Oh !  how  much  we  barter  for  love — " 

"  Not  too  much,  surely,  Giulia.  Thou 
receivest  more  in  retuni,"  exclaimed  her 
listeuer,  quickly  advancing  towards  her. 

"  Ah  !  my  Leone,  thou  here  1  This'  is 
kind,"  and  she  threw  herself  into  his 
arms.  "  I  feared  me  thou  wouldst  not 
come.  Nay,  nay ;  do  not  be  angry  with 
thy  GiuUa,  because  she  says  so,  for  1  know 
thou  art  not  master  of  thy  time,  and  per- 
chance—" 

"Nothing  could  force  me  to  break  an 
engagement  with  thee,  dearest.  I  promised, 
and  am  here  ;  but  thou  lookest  dull,''  and 
he  gazed  into  her  bright  clear  eyes,  and 
shading  from  her  face  the  luxuriant  curls 
that  hung  carelessly  arranged  over  her 
white  forehead,  kissed  her  cheek,  for  to  all 
he  could  be  haughty,  to  her  tender ;  "  thou 
art  too  confined,  and  thy  health  suffers," 
and  circling  her  waist  with  his  arm,  he 
seated  himself  on  a  cushion  by  her  side. 
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She  smiled  and  nestled  her  beautiful 
head  on  his  bosom ;  it  was  the  guileless, 
though  unfortunate  trust  of  love. 

"  Thou  pinest  for  thy  Roman  home," 
said  her  companion  tenderly.  "  But  Genoa 
will  bie  thy  home.*' 

"  The  desert,  Leone,  any  place  with 
thee!" 

"  Tut,  my  Giulia,  I  am  a  useless  appen- 
dage. In  the  ancient  glories  and  present 
splendour  of  the  holy  Father's  residence, 
Leone  would  be  forgotten." 

"No!"  said  the  Roman  energetically,  "all 
have  been  left  for  thee ;  father,  mother, 
sisters,  all,  since  thou  art  dearer  than  all. 
Beings  that  proclaimed  their  love  in  the 
silent  outpourings  of  their  affections  — 
hearts  that  more  openly  acknowledged 
their  feelings  and  sought  my  sympathy  in 
return ;  all  these  are  left,  and  I  stand  alone 
by  thy  side,  alone  lodk  up  to  thee." 

She  turned  her  eyes  towards  his,  and  as 
with  a  smile  he  sought  to  assure  her  of  the 
constancy  of  his  affection,  a  shade  half 
moumfol,  half  joyous,  passed  over  his  coun- 
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tenaDce.  He  raised  her  slender  fingers  to 
bis  lips,  and  bending  over  her  hand  sought 
to  conceal  his  emotion. 

"My  Giulia,  I  acknowledge  thy  sacri- 
fices." 

"  Sacrifices  1"  she  exclaimed,  interrupting 
him,  and  gazing  proudly  on  his  face  as  she 
shaded  back  her  thick,  clustering  hair. 
"  Not  sacrifices,  the  term  is  a  hard  one ; 
they  are  love's  ofisprings,  perhaps  the  seed 
of  evil,  yet  sown  in  the  hope  of  good.  Bat 
no  more  of  this  now.  Thou  hast  promised 
me  a  glance  at  this  princely  Genoa;  its  edi- 
fices, its  palaces,  its  churches,  which  thou 
hast  boasted  almost  rival  the  glories  of  my 
own  loved  Rome.  Ah,  Rome  1"  and  she 
gazed  intently  on  the  burning  and  half  con- 
sumed wood  ;  "  methinks,  were  we  Italians 
half  as  brave  as  our  ancestors,  Rome  might 
be  once  more  the  capital  of  Italy,  if  not  of 
the  world.  When,  Leone,  dost  thou  keep 
thy  promise  ?" 

"  In  a  few  days  at  most.  On  the  mor- 
row there  will  be  a  review  of  the  city  com- 
panies, when  I  may  not  see  thee ;  and  the 
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day  following  I  have .  another  important 
engagement ;  but  the  third  morning  from 
this  brings  me  here.  Then  I  am  thine,  and 
we  shall  see  Genoa." 

"Be  it  so  then/'and  contented  with  this  pro- 
mise, she  changed  the  conversation  to  other 
subjects,  and  talking  of  various  matters,  to 
others  common-place,  to  her  most  important, 
they  spent  an  hour  or  more  until  the  progress 
of  time  reminded  her  companion  that  he  must 
Boon  leave  her ;  yet  the  minutes  still  fled  on, 
for  there  was  a  fascination  in  her  society,  and 
a  purity  sprung  from  her  love,  that  in  its 
expression,  while  it  entranced  and  gratified 
her  lover,  more  frequently  agonized  his 
beart,  and  weighed  it  down  with  a  force  he 
could  not  resist. 

"Thou  chidest  me  for  my  melancholy," 
said  the  fair  Roman  sighing,  ^^  when  but 
for  thee,  I  might  be  lonely  and  spiritless. 
Yet  why  art  thou  so  often  in  a  more  cheer- 
less mood  thyself  ?" 
'The  labours  of  the  day.  We,  Senators — " 
"  None  of  thy  dull  cares  of  office,  Leone. 
I  will  have  none  of  them,"  and  lightly 
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tapping  biB  cheek  with  her  small  hand  whicl 
he  seized  and  covered  with  his  kisses,  shi 
adde^,  "I  have  a  cure  for  all — my  owi 
and  thine." 

"  Name  it,  my  beautifal  physician,  m) 
own  Giulia  I" 

"  Bear  with  me  kindly  then.  .A  weel 
from  the  inorrow,  I  shall  have  numberec 
another  birth-day— two  years  thy  wife 
My  own  family  believe  I  bear  a  dishonoured 
name,  but  thanks  to'  the  Virgin,  it  is  still 
pure  and  free  from  stain ;  yet  Leone,  there 
is  a  pang  at  my  heart ;  the  appearaoce  oJ 
crime  too  often  brings  with  it  the  pain  ol 
the  reality,  and  oh  I  dearest,  I  would  be  tby 
avowed  wife.  Thou  hast  promised  this,  and 
let  the  day  that  brings  on  another  circle 
of  time  to  add  to  those  already  passed, 
place  me  in  the  positiob  of  avowed  honesty. 
Thou  art  angry,  Leone ;  yet — yet,"  aod 
'  she  burst  into  tears. 

"Tut,  tut  I  what  more  wouldst  thou 
desire  ?"  said  her  lover  somewhat  reproach- 
fully, for  she  could  read  in  his  glances  bis 
dissatisfaction.      "  Wealth,    thou   hast   it- 
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Peace,  these  shades  afford  it.    Love,  my 
heart  is  thine/' 

"  Add  to  the  numher  aa  honest  name. 
Ah,  Leone  I  little  dost  thou  know  what 
I  may  snfFer  when  the  dream  of  the  past 
floats  over  the  reality  of  the  present ;  when 
1  remember — " 

"Not  a  word,  my  Giulia,  thy  request 
is  granted,"  said  her  lover,  hastily.  "  It 
is  little  too.  This  scene  must  sometime 
change,  and  why  not  now  ?" 

"  Thou  wilt  openly  avow  our  marriage  ?" 
asked  the  Boman,  eargerly. 
"  Be  satisfied  :  I  will.^' 
"  Introduce  me  to  thy  family." 
*'To  all  I— to  Genoa's  noblest." 
"  Thou  art  my  own  Leone ;  my  best — 
my  only  love !"  exclaimed  the  Roman,  with 
passionate    eagerness.      ''We    shall    visit 
home:  my  father — my  mother.   Ah,  Leone! 
this  is  surely  a  dream.    I  am  awake,  and 
thou — ^thou — how    happy    I    feelP     and 
foldbg  her   arm  round  him,  she  laid  her 
head  on  his  bosom,  and  shed  the  tears  of 
happy  expectation. 
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"  The  hour  wears  late,  my  Giulia/'  said 
Leone,  "  and  thoa  art  aware  that  Genoa 
has  obtruBiTe  eyes,  and  tongues  that  prate 
most,  when  most  they  should  be  silent. 
I  must  leave  thee;  for  the  wife  of  the 
Durazzo  should  be  like  thine  old  coun- 
tryman's, beyond  reproach." 

"  Wife  I"  was  echoed  by  their  sides. 

"Hist I"  exclaimed  the  Roman,  "didst 
hear,  Leone  ?" 

"Tush! — ^Nought  but  the  echo,"  re- 
joined  the  other,  carelessly,  while  his  eyes 
glanced  searchingly  round  the  apartment. 
"The  trees,  sweet  love,  whisper  in  the 
midnight  winds,  and  thy  fancy  coins  their 
language  into  words.  Call  thy  maids,  for 
my  time  is  up,"  and  gently  withdrawing 
himself  from  her  embrace,  he  took  both 
her  hands  in  his,  and  aAer  kissing  them, 
quitted  the  apartment.  The  Roman  sunk 
down  listlessly  upon  the  cushions  which 
she  had  risen  from,  as  if  life  and  hope  had 
departed  with  him. 

Having  reached  the  hall,  he  again  re- 
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sumed  his  mask,  and  enveloped  himself 
in  the  cloak  which  he  had  previously  worn ; 
and  as  he  quitted  the  house,  and  entered 
the  road  that  led  to  Genoa,  the  whispered 
word  that  had  so  suddenly  arrested  the 
Roman's  attention,  again  occurred  to  him. 
Although  he  strove  to  persuade  himself 
that  the  sound  was  but  the  offspring  of 
faiDcy,  yet  he  could  not  divest  his  mind 
of  the  supposition,  that  there  was  more 
of  reality  than  imagination  in  the  sound. 

"  Were  this  known,"  he  muttered  to 
himself  as  he  hastened  forward,  being 
anxious  to  reach  the  city  before  any  of 
it8  inhabitants  would  be  stirring,  *'  I  might 
qiiit  Genoa  for  ever,  and  bid  a  long  fare- 
well to  the  visions  of  power  that  now  float 
before  me.  The  family  is  powerful  in 
Rome.  His  Holiness — !'  he  paused,  and 
turned  rapidly  round,  for  the  sound  of 
quick  footsteps  was  audible,  and  he  had 
hardly  time  to  turn,  and  grasp  the  hilt 
of  his  sword,  when  a  stranger,  muffled  and 
masked  closely,  stood  by  his  side. 
"  Your    Lordship    journeys    late,    and 
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badly  attended,"  said  the  new  comer, 
proceeding  as  if  he  would  walk  atoDg 
with  him. 

"  That  is  my  own  afiair,  and  does  not 
require  the  prying  intrusion  of  idle  curio- 
sity. Good  Sir,  my  way  does  not  request 
company.    I  can  find  it  myself." 

"  Tut  !  We  are  both  for  Genoa.  The 
road  is  short — society  agreeable;  and  we 
may  journey  together  that  distance." 

"  I  would  go  alone." 

"  Be  it  BO,  then.  The  pleasant  remem- 
brance of  your  Lordship's  late  interview 
requires  mental  digestion." 

"  How,  sirrah '."  asked  the  other,  angrily, 
throwing  hack  his  cloak,  and  striking  the 
hilt  of  his  sword  heavily  with  his  hand. 
"  We  are  but  two — " 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  Lord  Dor — I  crave  your 
pardon — my  Lord  Leone  Durazzo,  I  would 
not  offend ;  nor,  in  truth,  am  I  just  now 
over-anxious  for  the  sight  of  cold  steel. 
I  am  a  peaceful  man." 

"  And  au  honest  one  to  boot,"  remarked 
Leone,  sneeringly. 
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"I  cannot  pledge  myself  to  the  truth 
of  that  statement/'  said  the  other,  with 
momentary  hesitation;  *'yet  I  do  not 
steal  weak  and  trusting  hearts  under  false 
names ;  nor  married,  lure  others  with  the 
hope  of  marriage/' 

"  Villain !"  exclaimed  Licone,  vehemently, 
turning  round  as  he  spoke,  and  fronting 
his  strange  companion.  ''  There  are  the 
walls  of  Genoa,"  and  they  were  hardly 
visible  in  the  misty  light  that  was  announc- 
ing the  approach  of  day,  "pass  but  the 
gate,  and  by  the  saints,  thou'lt  find  a  morn- 
ing's rest  in  a  dungeon.     Go — go." 

"  To  thy  fair  Roman,  my  Lord  Doria — " 

"  Draw,  sirrah  !  For  noble  or  plebeian, 
you  or  I  must  alone  possess  that  secret. 
Quick,  or  I  stab  you  where  you  stand !" 

'*  Pause  for  a  moment,"  said  the  other, 
calmly,  as  he  removed  his  mask  from 
his  face ;  '*  your  time  is  not  yet  come ; 
Wt  beware !  The  impostor,  Castrucci, 
knows  the  impostor,  Giannetino  Doria ; 
and  although  twice  the  wolf  went  in  safety 
to  the  lion's  den,  the  third  time  he  never 
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returned.  Beware,  and  for  the  time, 
^Eurewell!"  And  before  Doria  could  seize, 
or  prevent  him,  he  lightly  vaulted  over 
a  low  wall  that  bounded  one  side  of  the 
road,  and  almost  instantly  disappeared. 

Doria  stood  for  a  moment  confounded, 
then  hastily  gathering  his  cloak  round 
him,  he  proceeded  rapidly  towards  the 
city.  He  passed  the  gate  as  before,  by 
giving  the  word ;  and  finding  the  streets 
still  free  from  people,  he  reached,  unob- 
served, his  own  palace. 

"That  word,"  he  muttered  to  himself, 
as,  in  a  private  apartment,  he  slowly  laid 
aside  his  cloak  and  mask,  '^  was  spoken 
by  him.  Man  or  fiend,  he  knows  all — 
may  be  with  her  now — may  reveal  how 
Leone  Durazzo,  and  Giannetino  Doria 
are  one.  May — ^by  the  saint  1  I'll  know 
the  worst  at  once.  There  is  yet  an  hour 
to  morning,"  and  hastily  flinging  the  cloak 
round  his  shoulders,  without  using  the 
mask,  and  snatching  from  a  stand  a  longer 
weapon  than  the  one  he  had  previously 
worn,  he  left  the  apartment. 
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CHAPTEK  IX. 

TfiB  fair  Roman  had  sunk  listlessly  upon 
the  pile  of  cushions  on  which  she  had 
previously  reclined.  Her  thoughts  seemed 
to  have  both  their  bitterness  and  sweetness, 
for  sometimes  her  bosom  heaved  with  deep 
agitation,  and  at  other  moments  a  quiet, 
dreamy  repose  stole  over  her,  and  with 
closed  eyes  she  contemplated  the  pleasures 
(rf  the  future — of  the  future  which  her 
imagination  loved  to  sketch.  Her  love 
had  been  one  of  passionate  impulse.  She 
had  dreamed  over  the  ancient  glories  of  her 
Roman  home,  had  wandered  amidst  the 
many  mementos  of  Pagan  power  that  lay 
scattered  over  the  then  Holy  City,  aiid 
sighed  when  she  contrasted  the  empire  of 
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ler  day  with  that  which  had  passed  away 
"or  ever.  Young,  eager,  passionate,  bor- 
■owing  her  impressions  of  life  from  the 
icenes  in  which  she  lived — full  of  hope — 
rich  with  the  memories  of  the  past  and  beau- 
iful.  she  was  the  real  embodiment  of  her 
>WD  fertile  imaginings. 

Her  family  was  high  in  name,  but  poor. 
k  descent  that  could  be  traced  back  to  one 
)f  the  great  names  of  the  empire,  was  now 
n  the  succession  of  ages  its  only  inheri- 
:ance ;  and  the  young  Giulia,  unable  to 
"ank  with  her-  equals  in  birth,  never  de- 
icended  to  those  beneath  her.  Her  days 
irere  thus  passed  in  comparative  obscurity, 
lot  free  from  the  solicitation  of  suitors, 
t)ut  she  had  as  yet  lived  uninfluenced  by 
iny,  when  a  Genoese  merchant,  attended 
[}y  a  princely  train,  came  to  Home,  it  was 
believed,  on  a  secret  mission  to  the  Holy 
Father.  Chance  threw  the  young  Giulia  in 
[lis  path.  He  saw  her  in  the  pride  of  her 
^outh,  and  the  splendour  of  her  beauty. 
Dazzled  by  his  promises  and  his  personal 


TH8   HALF-BROTHBRS,  123 

magnificence,  won  by  his  humble  suit,  and 
still  more  tempted  by  the  thought  that  his 
wealth  would  raise  her  family  to  opulence, 
its  only  want,  she  yielded  to  his  solici- 
tations, and  fled  with  him  from  Rome. 

She  fled  with  him,  relpng  in  the  purity 
of  her  own  heart  upon  the  honesty  of  his 
avowed  intentions ;  and  too  young  to  know 
mnch  of  the  world,  she  was  easily  persuaded 
to  conceal  their  union,  for  they  had  been 
married  before  she  quitted  Rome;  and 
intoxicated  with  the  first  delights  of  early 
passion,  she  never  examined  her  position ; 
and  when  months  after  she  would  have  done 
so,  she  dared  not.  One  noble  heart  had 
passionately  loved  her.  The  scholar,  how- 
ever, and  the  young  Adrasto  di  Vitelli,  had 
turned  the  power  of  a  highly-gifted  mind, 
the  subtlety  of  a  refined  intellect,  'the 
ardour  of  great  natural  eloquence,  to  the 
prosecution  of  learning,  and  stood  distin- 
guished, when  distinction  was  the  reward 
of  genius  and  energy ;  still,  though  loving 
with  all  the  passion  of  his  lofty  nature, 
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Giolia  did  not  love  in  return.  She  coiild  not 
Qoderstand  Ms  enthusiasm  so  different  from 
her  own.  Her  ambition  was  the  power  of 
the  present ;  his  of  the  future.  She  pined 
over  the  departed  greatness  of  her  country 
and  family  ;  hia  heart  bounded  with  the 
high  hope  of  ambitious  genius — when  in 
the  toik  of  the  present — in  the  sadness 
and  weariness  that  surrounded  the  early 
strugglers  in  the  empire  of  literature,  be 
saw  but  the  Aztk  clouds  that  temporarily 
obscured  the  briUiant  future,  and  whilst  he 
laboured,  mentally  shadowed  forth  his 
brightest  rewards  in  the  applause  of  pos- 
terity. 

But  Giulia  had  fled  from  Rome.  One  of 
his  visions  had  been  rudely  dispelled .:  and 
with  her  departure  seemed  also  to  have 
gone  the  soul  of  his  own  energy,  for  learn- 
ing became  tasteless,  his  studies  were 
neglected,  and  changed  tn  manner  and  dis- 
position, he  too  quitted  the  Imperial  City, 
to  go,  none  knew  wfaither. 
■  Many   minutes    had  elapsed  since  the 
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departure  of  the  fair  Roman's '  companion, 
and  still  she  lay  in  the  position  she  had  first 
assumed  when  he  left  her.  The  fire  was 
mouldering  away ;  and  in  a  small  ante* 
chamher,  her  maids,  tired  with  waiting, 
were  now  asleep,  yet  she  heeded  not  the 
lateness  of  the  hour,  for  her  mind  was  too 
busily  engaged  in  its  own  deep  thoughts'  to 
mark  the  onward  progress  of  time.  Her 
home — her  family  were  before  her.  She 
was  again  in  the  city  of  the  Caesars.  ItH 
monaments  of  Pagan  grandeur — the  more 
eaduring  marks  of  Christian  power — alt 
were  now  present  to  her  eyes,  when  a  sof£ 
voice  murmured  ."  Giulia,"  and  she  in-; 
stantly  sprung  to  her  feet. 

*' Virgin  and  saints  T'  she  exclaimed,  as 
she  saw  standing  before  her  a  tall  command- 
ing figure^  whose  person  was  half  concealed 
by  the  folds  of  a  cloak  that  hung  carelessly 
from  his  shoulders,  while  in  his  left  hand 
he  carried  a  black  velvet  mask,  and  the 
lamp  that  was  suspended  from  the  ceiling 
shed  its  light  upon  his  pale  and  mournful 
coQuteuance. 
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"  Giulia,"  he  said,  advaQciag  into  the 
middle  of  the  apartment  before  she  could 
recover  from  faer  astonishmeat,  "  we  know 
each  other.  For  months  have  I  sought  you, 
and  now  when  I  had  almost  given  up  hope, 
I  find  you  ; — but  oh  1  how  changed — how 
fallen !" 

"  Fallen,  my  Lord  Vitelli  I"  repeated  the 
Roman,  haughtily  raising  her  beautiful 
head,  and  throwing  back  with  both  hands 
the  thick,  curling  hair  that  had  fallen  over 
her  temples.  "  My  Lord,  you  strangely  pre- 
sume on  previous  intimacy,  to  tell  Giulia 
Savelli  that  she  degrades  herself  by  mar- 
rying  a  noble  of  Genoa.  Your  taunts  or 
pity  are  misplaced." 

'*  Married  — •  married  I"  exclaimed  the 
other;  "  Giulia,  forgive  me.  Thou  wrongest 
me ;  or  art  thyself  the  victim  of  foul  vil- 
lany." 

"  Neither,  my  Lord.  I  am  the  lawful 
wife  of  Leone  Durazzo." 

"  The  foul  villain  1  the  fiendish  plotter  I" 
said  Vitelli  passionately.  "  Hear  me,  Giulia. 
for  a  moment.     This  man,  who  calls  him- 
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self  Leone  Durazzo,  is  Giannetino  Doria, 
the  nephew  of  Andrew  Dona.  He  is  mar- 
ried— has  wife  and  children,  and  thou — *' 

''Awayl  leave  me.  I  cannot  believe, 
thee,"  shrieked  the  Roman,  while  at  the 
same  moment  a  thousand  circumstances 
flashed  across  her  recollection,  that  seemed 
to  prove  the  truth  of  what  she  had  heard^ 
His  concealment  of  their  union,  her  con- 
stant removal  from  Grenoa,  until  within  a 
few  days,  when  forced  by  her  importunity 
he  had  brought  her  to  San  Pier  d' Arena, 
and  various  other  things  not  noticed  then, 
but  now  remembered,  passed  in  rapid  review 
before  her.  "Away I  I  will  not  believe 
thee." 

*'  Thou  shalt  have  proof,  then  ;  for  it  is 
not  too  late  to  save  thee.  On  the  morrow 
the  Count  Fiasco  goes  to  the  Church  di 
CarigDano  with  his  bride.  Leave  this — 
^k  Genoa ;  enter  the  church,  and  the  by- 
standers will  point  thee  out  Giannetino 
^ria.  Thou  canst  tell  whether  he  and 
^ne  Durazzo  are  in  thine  eyes  the  same 
or  not." 
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"  Oh  Heavens  1"  murmured  the  fjur 
Roman,  as  if  in  prayer;  "this  is  better; 
but,"  she  added,  quickly  turning  to  Vitelli, 
"  thou  mayest  deceive  roe,  and  if  thou  dost 
— if  thou  bast  sown  doubt  where  confidence 
should  reign,  be  the  crime  on  thine  own 
head.  I  will  to-morrow  to  Genoa — wilt 
investigate  for  ipyself,  and  search  this 
roatterto  the  bottom." 

"  And  if  I  speak  in  all  troth — " 
"  If  I  may  Heaven  pity  me  1  Your  ques- 
tion opens  my  eyes  to  the  dread  past,  and  if 
your  words  be  true,  ohi  how  willingly  I 
would  close  them  against  the  more  terrible 
future.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  you  hut  try 
me ;  you  but  jest  with  my  sitiution,"  and 
approaching  ne^r,  she  placed  her  hand  on 
his  arm.  "  I  am  a  weak  woman — a  girl.  I 
have  acted  rashly,  wrongfully ;  but,  Adrasto, 
thou  wert  once  my  friend — nay,  more,  thou 
saidst,  my  lover.  Tell  me  thou  deceivest 
roe — tell  me  that  I  am  a  lawful  wife,  and 
not  this  man's — I  cannot  name  the  word," 
and  she  paused,  looking  up  in  his  face  for 
an  answer.     "  Silent,  still  silent  ?" 
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"  Villain  1"  touttered  Vitelli,  grasping  his 
sword's  hilt.  "  Giulia/'  and  he  turned 
towards  her,  and  took  her  hand,  *'  would 
that  I  were  wrong,  but  alas  !  I  fear  that  I 
state  what  is  too  true.  Yet  still,  even  if  I 
tdl  vou  now  the  worst — '* 

m 

"  The  worst.  No,  no  1  The  past  is  a 
paradise;  the  future — go  on,  my  Lord.?' 

''  The  future  shall  be  to  thee  as  if  thoil 
hadst  not  endured  the  past.  Thou  art 
crimdess,  sinless,  a  victim  to  hope  and 
passion.  Giulia,  I  have  loved  thee,  when 
thy  every  word  and  action  told  me  that 
there  was  a  deep,  nay,  almost  impassable 
gnlpb  between  us,  and  time  has  not  dimmed 
my  love.  On  the  morrow,  convince  thy- 
self  that  I  now  tell  thee  no  falsehood,  and 
if  I  speak  truth,  thy  marriage  is  void  in 
law.  There  is  my  hand,  the  heart  has  long 
been  thine,  if  thou  takest  it,  thou  canst 
enter  Rome  as  the  wife  of  Adrasto  di 
Vitelli.  Thy  family  know  not  with  whom 
thou  hast  fled ;  the  past  is  to  most  a  sealed 
book,  and  my  rank  will  shield  from  curious 
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ioquiry  ber  whom  I  biiog  bomcas  my 
bride." 

He  paused  and  looked  anxiously  in  her 
face. 

"  Thou  art  generous — too  generous,"  she 
murmured. 

"  No.  I  am  but  just.  Say,  thou  agreest. 
We  shall  name  the  hour — settle  our  depar- 
ture, and  then — "  he  stopped  short,  firmly 
grasped  his  sword,  as  the  door  was  dashed 
open,  and  Giannetino  Doria  and  Leone 
Durazzo,  both  in  one,  rushed  into  the 
apartment. 

"  Ah  1  impostor,  thou  here  ?  Draw. 
This  moment  settles  our  dispute.  Come — 
a  knave  and  coward  to  boot  I    Art  both  ?" 

"  My  Lord  Doria — " 

"  Sirrah,  no  words  now.  To  your 
weapon,"  exclaimed  Doria,  furioosly. 
"  One  of  us  will  not  quit  this  room 
with  life." 

"Thy blood  on  thine  own  head  then!" 
said  Vitelli.  "  Yet  methinks  a  lady's 
presence    might    excuse    this    unseemly 
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haste/*  and  he  lowered  the  point  of  his 
sword. 

''  Out  on  thee.  Does  the  dread  magician 
tremble  ?" 

''Not  here,  my  Lord/'  exclaimed  6iu)ia> 
who  had  until  that  moment  looked  on  with 
stupified  amazement,  not  able  to  collect 
words  to  address  them.  **  Not  here ;  but 
as  both  are  present — ^Leone,  lower  thy 
aword's  point,"  and  Doria  did  ias  she 
directed  him;  *'as  both  are  present,  we 
shall  settle  another  matter  to  me  of  some 
importance.  He  charges  thee  with  using 
a  false  name,  and  that  being  the  nephew  of 
Andrew  Doria,  thou  representest  thyself  of 
the  house  of  Durazzo.*' 

"  He,  Giulia  1  believe  him  not.  He  is  a 
nuserable  trickster,  an  impostbr,  a  cunning 
lu^ave,  who'  cozens  men  out  of  their 
gold." 

Nay,  nay,  my  Lord ;  he  is  noble  as 
thyself.  The  family  of  the  Vitelli  fear  not 
^^niparison  with  the  highest  names  of 
Genoa." 
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"Does  he  deceive  thee  too?  Whv, 
Giulia,  the  man  is  the  city's  talk  ;  a 
cunning  astrologer !" 

''  Adrasto/'  said  the  Roman,  turning  to 
him,  ^^  explain ;  thy  dtrange  tale  needs 
proof, — this  statement  is  explanation,''  and 
both  Doria  and  Vitelli  were  greatly  amazed 
at  the  calmness  with  which  she  spoke  and 
acted  in  a  scene  where  there  was  much 
to  unnerve. 

"  Explain,''  said  Doria,  sneeringly.  ''  The 
magician,  Castrucci,  would  rather  talk  than 
fight.    Explain." 

"  A  word,  Giulia,  to  thee  wiU  clear  up 
this  seeming  mystery.  I  am  Gastrucci  in 
Genoa — ^Adrasto  di  Vitelli  in  Rome.  My 
Lord  Doria's  charges  are  beneath  notice  ; 
his  taunts^^will  soon  receive  their  reward." 

''And  thy  insolence  its  punishment," 
said  Doria,  furiously. 

''  Lieone,"  excldimed  the  fair  Roman, 
''  Leone,  for  by  that  n&me  thou  wert  first 
known  to  me,  this  painful  scene  must  end." 

"Here,  GiuUa,"   said  Doria,   "  it  wiU. 
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Believe  not  this  man.  He  may — he  does 
wrong  me.  I  shall  leave  you  now ;  and 
you,  my  Lord,  we  leave  together  " 

"  We  do.  Go  on ;  I  follow  you/'  replied 
Vitelli,  and  both  quitted  the  Roman's  pre* 
seace.  She  stood  breathless  where  they 
had  left  her,  until  the  last  sounds  of  their 
I'ctreating  footsteps  had  died  away,  then, 
overcome  with  emotion,  with  terrible  suspi- 
cions,  which  she  could  not  yet  accept  as 
tniths,  she  fell  lifeless  on  the  floor,  sum- 
moning by  the  noise  of  her  fall  her  attend- 
ants into  the  apartment. 

Dona  and  Castrucci  walked  in  silence  for 
some  minutes  after  they  had  quitted  the 
house.  Neither  of  them  spoke  until  they 
had  reached  a  small  bend  in  the  road, 
which  was  partially  clear  from  trees  towards 
the  side  of  the  bay,  while  the  faint  light  of 
the  infant  n^orning,  as  it  came  over  the 
<2lcar  sheet  of  water  reflected  from  the 
white  buildings  of  Genoa,  that  rose  as  an 
amphitheatre  before  them,  dimly  illumined 
the  spot  on  which  they  stood. 
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"Here,"  eaid  Doria,  pausing,  "we  ma; 
^np.  The  momiag  is  early — Qoae  stininf 
Draw  and  defend  thyself." 

"  I  am  ready,"  replied  Castrucci.  "  Y* 
why  should  I  slay  you  ?"  he  continued,  as  : 
to  himself,  while  their  swords  crossed  fc 
the  first  time. 

"  Slay  me  ?"   exclaimed  Doria,  with 
mocking  laugh. 

"  Even  6o,  for  now  thou  art  at  my  mercy ,' 
and  he  had  hardly  spoken  when  Doria'i 
point  was  thrown  up,  and  the  weapoi 
sprung  from  his  grasp. 

"  Fiends  1" 

"  Nay,  my  Lord,  do  not  abuse  those  whc 
have  befriended  thee  so  far.  Take  thy  life. 
I  am  not  in  the  humour  for  blood.  Takf 
it.  Adieu  for  the  present,  and  remembei 
when  in  mortal  strife  we  meet  again,  and 
meet,  my  naind  warns  me,  we  shall— 
remember  thou  owest  life  to  the  impostor, 
Castrucci,"  and  leaving  Doria  to  pick  up 
bis  sword,  he  slowly  directed  his  steps 
towards  the  hills. 
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Doiia  would  have  followed  him,  but 
some  mysterious  influeuce  checked  him, 
and  turning,  he  walked  ipoodily  towards 
the  city. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"  Het,  master  Calva,  this  is  to  be  a  rare 
show,  this  marriage  of  my  Lord  Fiesco, 
I  hear,"  exclaimed  a  neighbour  of  the 
worthy  draper,  Antony  Calva,  as  towards 
noon  on  the  following  day,  he  leaned  over 
his  shop-door  in  conversation  with  the 
latter.  "  All  Genoa  keeps  it  a  holiday  ; 
and  the  noble  Count  of  Lavagna  spares 
no  expense.  My  madcap  apprentice — the 
hoy's  rather  young.  Master  Calva,  and 
youth  is  sometimes  foolish— says  that  the 
foimtains  run  wine,  and  the  Count  gives 
a  score  of  fat  oxen  to  be  roasted  for  the 
townspeople." 

"  I  should  not  wonder  at  it,"  replied 
Antony.      "The    Count    is  wealthy    and 
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generoas.  My  Lord  Guino  Spindia  re- 
aHomended  me  to  his  patronage,  and  he 
has.ahnost  cleared  my  poor  shop." 

"  Ay,  truly ;  I  had  nearly  forgotten. 
They  say  the  way  from  the  Fiesco  Palace 
to  the  Church .  of  Carignano  is  covered 
with  cloth,  and  the  walls  are  hung  with 
velvet.    With  velvet,  Master  Calva  !'* 

''I  caa  hardly  think  so^  neighbour," 
replied  Antony.  "  The  Count,  though 
generous,  is  not  extravagant ;  and  Philip, 
who  was  at  the  palace  this  morning,  does 
not  mention  it.  It  will  be  a  great  sight 
anyhow,  though  I  cannot  see  it." 

"  Why  ?"  asked  the  othpr. 

'*I  have  promised  Philip  that  he  shall 
have  a  holiday,  and  we  both  must  not 
be  absent.  The  boy  is  sober  and  attentive, 
and  I  cannot  refuse  the  favour." 

''Would  that  I  could  say  as  much  for 
n^y  scapegrace.  Hoi  Jerome.  Gone,  I 
declare  I  Jerome ! — ^Jerome !  The  rascal 
18  off  without  leave.  Did  you  ever  see 
such  conduct,  Master  Calva  ?    I  might  ^o 
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myself,  but  the  rogue  has  stolen  the  marcl 
Yet  he's  yoaog,  Master  Calva  :  young  an 
foolish,"  and  thus  making  excuses  for  hi 
truant  apprentice,  Antony's  neighboni 
bidding  him  *'  a  good  momiDg,"  retire 
into  bis  shop. 

The  conTersatioD  of  the  two  shopkeepei 
thus  briefly  hinted  at  the  great  preparatioi 
which  had  been  made  by  the  Count  ( 
Lavagna  for  the  solemnization  of  his  mai 
riage  with  Leonora  Cibo,  the  beautifi 
daughter  of  the  house  of  Cibo,  one  i 
the  noblest  in  Genoa.  From  early  daw 
the  townspeople  had  been  astir,  talkin 
and  marvelling,  as  each  moment  brougt 
to  flesco's  palace  some  new  guest,  or  som 
strange  device  had  been  erected  opposil 
to  the  dwelling  of  any  of  the  numeral 
shops  that  enjoyed  the  Count's  patronagi 
and  which  were  situated  in  the  streel 
through  which  the  procession  would  hav 
to  pass  in  its  progress  to  the  cburcl 
Various  banners,  and  streamers  of  colonre 
silk,  crowns  of  flowers,  and  in  many  place 
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small  arches    thrown    across  the    narrow 
streets,  emblematic  of  some  historic  recol- 
lection in  the  annals  of  the  house  of  Cibo 
or  Kesco,  marked  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
people,  and  their  attachment  to  the  Count. 
Even  in  some  streets,  where  a  more  wealthy 
border — or   one  who  wished  to  give  the 
strongest  proof  of  his  zeal — ^resided,  pieces 
of  earpet  were  placed  before  the  door  for 
the  procession  to  pass  over :  and  the  muni- 
ficence   of   the    silk-weavers'    guild,   had 
covered  the  steps  and  the  centre  of  the 
aide  leading  up  to  the  altar  in  the  Churoh 
of  Carignano  with  purple  end  crimson  silk. 
The  citizens  wore  their  lioliday  attire ;  busi- 
ness, for  the  time,  seemed  suspended,  and 
the  streets  through  which  they  wero  ex- 
pecting the  Count  to  pass,  were  crowded 
with  eager  and  anxious  visitors.   The  shops 
were  filled  with  the  burghers'  wives  and 
daughters;  and  as  occasionally  a  distant 
shout  was  beard,  there  was  much  crush- 
ing and  pushing,  for  the  streets  were  too 
narrow  to   admit  the    great  crowd,    and 
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many  a  fair  face  was  red  and  flufthec 
as  its  owner  etrove  for  a  good  place. 

"They  leave  my  liord  Fiesco's  palac 
at  nooa,"  said  a  burgher  to  his  compaoioi: 
"It's  surely  the  time  now." 

"  Past  it,  by  some  minutes,"  rejoined  tin 
other. 

"  We  may  immediately  expect  then 
then.  The  Count  is  punctual  to  tb< 
minute.  Lean  up,  you  imp,"  he  conti 
Qued,  addressing  a  young,  mischievous: 
looking  lad,  who,  with  cool  eifrontery 
bad  comfortably  bestowed  himself  in  004 
corner  of  a  shop  window,  quietly  leaning 
upon  the  butgher  who  stood  below  him. 
"  Lean  up,  sirrah !  I  can  hardly  carry  my- 
self, much  less  you  to  boot." 

"  Foob  1  I'm  very  light,  my  master. 
Ho!  Phijip,  come  here.  There  is  space 
for  both  of  us,  and  you  can  have  a  fat 
citizen  to  rest  on.  Here,  this  way.  Re- 
move, my  masters,  and  let  the  gentleman 
pass  you." 

"  You,  young  ell-wand,  the  fiend  fly  with 
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yoar    impudence !     but   you    have    it    in 
quantity  and  quality." 

"  Many  thanks,  Sir,"  retorted  the  other, 
"  that  will  do.  Sir.  A  little  more  this  way," 
and  talking,  as  if  the  burgher  was  most 
anxious  to  make  room  at  his  bidding,  he 
contnTed  to  accommodate  Philip  beside 
him. 

''Conscience !  youngster,  you  can  provide 
well  for  thyself  and  friends,"  said  the 
burgher,  smiling  at  the  lad's  ready  impu- 
dence and  tact.  ''  Lean  on  ;  thou  art  a 
chick  worth  rearing,  and  it  would  be  sinful 
to  crush  thee  in  the  shell." 

"Thanks,  my  master.  Well,  Phil,  what 
said  old  Antony  ?  He  agreed  at  once,  and 
thou  art  here  ?" 

"Most  assuredly  so,  since  I  would  not 
have  come  without  his  permission,"  replied 
the  other,  a  youth,  some  twenty  years  of 
age,  aod  more  like  a  soldier  than  a  draper's 
apprentice.     '*  But  thou,  Jerome  ?" 

"  I  knew,  if  I  had  asked  permission,  I 
should  not  have  gotten  it,  and  as  I  deter- 
nuned  to  see  the  show,  here  I  am." 
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"  Still  a  wild  truant,  Jerome !  but — staj 
there  is  a  young  dame  who  straggles  hard 
for  place,"  exclaimed  Antony  Calva'E 
young  apprentice.  She  will  be  trampled 
down  by  the  crowd  if  we  do  not  assist  her. 
Your  band,  Signora.  Trust  to  me,  and  ] 
will  place  you  where  you  can  see,"  and  with 
the  utmost  gentleness,  assisted  by  Jerome 
and  others  near  him,  he  raised  the  damsel  to 
the  place  by  his  side ;  and  if  he  bad  an}/ 
curiosity  to  see  her  face,  it  was  prevented 
by  a  thick  impenetrable  veil,  which  she  had 
drawn  close  round  her  head,  though,  as  he 
took  her  band  in  his,  he  could  discover  by 
its  beauty  and  smallness,  and  the  number  ot 
rings  that  glistened  on  her  fingers,  that  she 
was  somewhat  of  higher  standing  than 
those  in  the  crowd  that  surrounded  her. 
"  Now,  Signora,  can  I  do  aught  more  for 
thee  ?" 

"  Thank  you,  no ;  yet  thou  knowest 
most  of  the  nobles  of  the  city." 

"Most;  yes  traly,  Signora,  all.-  Tbey 
are  gallant  men,  and,"  he  added  with  a  sigh, 
"  soldiers     wear    swords    and — but    what 


THE    HA1.F-BR0THEB8.  143 

would  I  say  ?  I  am  but  a  poor  draper's 
apprentice,  and  my  business  is  more  with 
yards  and  cloth  than  steel  and  armour. 
See,  the  crowd  moves,  and  yonder — ^look, 
lady,  look  1     They  come/' 

"  All,"  murmured  the  female,  "  have 
their  own  complaints,"  and  she  turned  her 
head  without  further  speech,  in  the  direc- 
tion towards  which  were  now  bent  the 
eager  looks  of  the  multitude. 

At  the  end  of  the  street  the  procession 

first  made  its  appearance  ;  and  as  the  sun 

of  the  early  spring  shed  uopn  the  brilliant 

dresses  of  the  party,  the  rich  caparisons  of 

their  horses — for  mostly  all  were  mounted — 

and  the  various  gay    banners   that  were 

carried  along  with  them,  the  calm,  mellowed 

light  of  its  infant  power,  the  multitude  burst 

into  a  murmur  of  admiration,  so  grand  and 

beautiful  did  the  wholespectacleappear.  They 

approached  four  in   a  line.    The  Count  of 

Lavagna  rode  at  the  head  of  the  cavalcade 

beside  the  beautiful  Veropa,  his  intended 

bride's  sister,  while   next  to  her  was  Leo- 
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Qora  herself,  atteDded  od  her  right  by  he 
brother  Julius.  Far  as  the  eye  could  read 
from  the  spot  where  the  two  apprentice 
and  the  young  Signora  stood,  the  procesBioi 
extended,  and  most  of  the  nobles  of  Genot 
had  assembled  on  the  occasion  to  d< 
honour  to  the  Count.  The  heads  of  thi 
great  families  of  the  Grimaldi  and  Spinola 
with  a  sister  of  Giannetioo  Doria  and  i 
daughter  of  the  Durazzo  formed  the  second 
line,  and  next  to  them  rode  old  Durazzc 
himself  with  Augustine  Spinola,  a  com- 
mander of  great  reputation  under  the 
Republic,  while  between  them  they  guarded 
two  daughters  of  the  house  of  Balbi.  Bene- 
dict Centurioni  and  Dominic  Doria,  two 
names  of  weight  in  the  State,  formed  the 
outriders  of  the  fourth  line,  riding  at  each 
side  of  the  two  youngest  daughters  of  Paul 
Pansa.  The  Senate,  with  Jerome  Fiesco, 
the  Count's  brother,  was  next  in  order, 
both  attending  the  Signoras  Senaregna, 
wife  and  daughter  of  Ambrose  Senaregna, 
Secretary  to  the  Republic.     Rank  after  rank 


THE    HALF-BROTHERS.  ]45 

they  passed,  the  heads  of  the  families  wait- 
ing upon  some  of  the  daughters  and  wives 
of  their  younger  sons,  until  all  the  seniors 
had  preceded,  and  then  came  most  of  the 
Count's  gay  associates,  and  along  with 
them  Vincent  Lomellino,  who  though 
advanced  in  years,  affected  more  the  man- 
ners of  twenty  than  of  two  score  and 
ten. 

Cardinal  Doria,  Leone  Durazzo,  and 
Francis  Grimaldi  headed  this  party,  while 
after  them  rode  Giannetino  Doria,  pale, 
haughty,  and  striving  to  hide,  under  the 
semblance  of  increased  hauteur,  an  agita- 
tion that  frequently  exhibited  itself,  as  with 
anxious  eye  he  often  examined  the  crowd, 
mattering  to  himself,  **  She  must  be  here, 
for  three  hours  since  she  left  her  own 
home."  Guino  Spinola,  the  young  Balbi, 
and  the  Venetian,  accompanied  by  Signer 
Lomellino  rode  next,  and  each  seemed  in  a 
different  mood.  Guino  was  as  usual  gay 
and  reckless,  the  Balbi  grave  and  reserved. 

VOL.    I.  H 
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the  Veaetian  moody  and  anxious,  aod 
liomellino  affected  a  pleasure  which  he  did 
not  feel,  for  still  Castrucci's  warning  was 
riogiog  at  his  heart. 

Former  magnificence  in  dress,  and  in  the 
ornamenting  of  their  horses,  when  any  par- 
ticular family  of  the  nobility  of  Genoa 
wished  to  celehrate  in  poblic  some  remark- 
ahle  occurrence,  was  completely  eclipsed  by 
the  splendour  and  appearance,  on  this  occa- 
sion, of  the  Count  Fiesco  and  those  more 
immediately  connected  with  him,  bis  friends 
and  retainers.  Stately  in  person  and  bear- 
ing, his  dress  of  the  richest  materials  of 
the  time,  the  more  displayed  t|is  beauty  of 
face  and  figure.  A  closely-fitting  vest  of 
white  satin  was  worn  by  him  under  a 
surcoat  of  the  richest  fabric  of  the  Genoese 
looms,  while  a  cloalc  of  the  same  material, 
but  different  in  colour,  hung  loosely  over 
lus  left  shoulder,  connected  at  the  throat  by 
a  clasp  of  diamonds.  His  cap,  which  he 
mostly  carried  in  his  hand,  as  the  applause 
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of  the  people  prevented  him  keeping  it  on 
his  head,  was  ornamented  with  two  pure 
wMte  ostrich  feathers,  which  werfe  looped 
together  by  one  large  sparkling  brilliant. 
His  intended  bride  was  also  robed  in  white 
satin,  trimmed  with  gold  and  jewels ;  and 
the  steed  that  carried  her,  a  beautiflil  Anda- 
lusian,  was  covered  with  cloth  of  gold, 
finished  at  the  side  by  a  pure  gold  fringe, 
some  four  inches  in  depth,  while  her  bridle, 
^"^nght  into  various  forms  like  a  twisted 
'^i  was  fashioned  of  golden  thread,  and 
Ae  bit,  on  which  her  spirited  steed 
champed  and  fretted,  was  made  also  of  the 
P^re  crousore.  His  retainers  were  habited 
with  comparative  magnificence,  and  the 
baodsomest  boys  of  Genoa  acted  as  pages, 
wlule  the  most  likely  men  of  his  vassals 
were  ranged  on  each  side  at  convenient 
intervals,  carrying  standards,  on  which  were 
U^oned  in  gold  the  arms  of  the  house  of 
Resco  and  those  of  Cibo,  as  also  of  the 
chief  families  in  the  Republic. 

H   2 


148  THE  wrLL ;  ob, 

A  spectacle  bo  magnificent  in  itself  as  that 
■which  we  have  faintly  attempted  to  describe, 
and  the  y<tuth,  and  personal  grace  and  beauty 
of  its  two  chief  actors,  could  not  fail  in 
eliciting  the  approbation  and  applause  of 
the  multitude  who  witnessed  its  progress 
towards  the  church. 

"  Hurrah  for  my  Lord  Piesco !"  shouted 
the  burgher  on  whose  shoulder  still  leaned 
the  apprentice  Jerome.  "  Hurrah  for  the 
gallant  Count  of  Lavagna  1"  he  again  shouted 
as  the  party  were  approaching  the  place 
where  he  stood.  "  Shout,  my  men !  he's  a 
gallant  noble  and  generoas,"  and  the  multi- 
tude shouted,  while  Philip  could  feel  the 
young  SigDora  by  his  side  tremble,  as  the 
horse  began  to  pass. 

"  My  Lord  Durazzo  1"  remarked  another 
citizen,  when  that  old  patrician,  the  head  of 
his  house  was  passing.  "  He's  hale  and 
hearty,  and  will  number  some  half  score 
summers  yet." 

"  Durazzo,"  said  the  Signora  ia  a  low 
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tone,  then  placing  her  hand  on  Philip's  arm, 
sbe  added,  ''  thou  knowest  all  these  nobles 
and  their  dames ;  point  me  out  the  Signor 
Balbi." 

*'  There  are  many  of  that  name,  old  and 
young/*  retumecl  the  apprentice.  "  There 
next  to  the  Signor  Pansa  rides  my  Lord 
Annibal's  father,  and  farther  down  thou 
may  St  see  himself/' 

••Where?"  and  Philip  could  feel  her 
tremble  greatly  as  she  asked  the  ques- 
tion. 

•'  In  a  moment  they  will  be  passing  us, 
and  then  thou'lt  have  a  better  opportunity 
to  see  their  faces,"  replied  Philip.  "  Now 
they  come,"  and  they  were  slowly  moving 
onwards.  •'  That  noble  Signor  who  rides 
the  black  horse  is  Annibal  Balbi." 

'*And  the  other  with  him,"  she  asked 
with  visibly  increasing  agitation. 

''  I  see.    That  is  my  Lord  Leone  Du^- 


nizzo." 


"  May  the  saints  bless  thee  !    Art  sure  ?" 
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crowded  together  upon  her  mind,  and  she 
sunk  weak  and  overpowered  upon  the  young 
apprentice's  shoulder. 

"Help  me,  Jerome  I  Stand  aside,  my 
masters,  the  young  Signora  has  fainted !" 
exclaimed  Philip,  as  he  strove  to  lift  her 
ap.  '*Way  there!"  and  a  path  was 
speedily  made,  for  the  multitude  was  clos- 
ing after  the  procession,  whose  last  rank 
had  now  passed  them. 

•*  Remove  her  veil — she  wants  air,"  said 
an  elderly  dame,  who  stood  near  to  the 
place,  and  now  was  moving  forward  to  do 
as  she  directed. 

'* Peace,  woman!  Do  not  touch  her,'' 
was  uttered  by  the  dame's  side ;  and  as 
she  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  stern 
command,  she  yielded  before  a  haughty, 
commanding  figure,  who  strode  forward 
iato  the  place  she  had  previously  occu- 
|»ed. 

'*  Saints  and  angels  defend  me !  'Tis  the 
magician — Castrucci !" 
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**  Castrucci  I"  echoed  a  burgher,  bless- 
ing himself  as  he  spoke,  aad  turoiag  pale, 
as  the  cloak  of  that  dreaded  individual 
touched  him  in  passing. 

"  Castrucci  1"  screamed  a  young  maiden, 
covering  her  face  with  her  hands  to  bide 
the  features  from  the  gaze  of  the  horrible 
apparition  she  expected  to  see.  "Where 
— where  is  he  ?" 

"  fiy  your  side,  damsel,"  and  the  speaker 
passed  until  he  reached  Philip.  "  She  has 
fainted  1" 

Jerome's  impudence  and  saucy  loquacity 
ceased :  he  was  dumb.  The  burghers 
round  the  party  became  pale  and  con- 
fused :  the  men,  strong  in  personal  power 
and  animal  courage,  yet  awed  and  mas- 
tered by  some  mute,  unknown  influence 
that  had  stolen  over  them,  felt  their 
strength  paralysed.  Even  Philip,  though 
more  at  ease  than  any  of  those  near  bim, 
felt  an  undefined  awe  which  he  could  not 
well  master. 
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"  Take  me  bence.  Tliou  art  my  onl 
stay  Id  this  wide  city.  All  are  changed- 
all  cruel ;  but  thou — "  and  lowering  ht 
face  to  still  more  conceal  it,  she  we; 
passiooately. 

"  By  your  leave,  my  masters,"  said  Cb£ 
trucci,  drawing  her  arm  within  his ;  an 
the  crowd  was  falling  back  as  he  spokt 
but  placing,  tor  a  moment,  his  hand  upo; 
Philip's  arm,  he  continued,  in  a  low  voice 
"  Tbou  hast  done  this  lady  a  slight  service 
Beware  of  Battista  Verrina  I  guard  agaios 
him  as  thou  would'st  against  a  wolf.  Fare 
well !"  and  slowly  waving  his  hand,  h< 
ted  his  charge  through  the  yielding  by 
standers,  for  all  retired  as  he  passed 
nor  did  one  of  them  presume  to  follow 
him. 

"  He  is  gone,  thanks  to  the  saints !'' 
exclaimed  more  than  a  dozen  voices. 

"Hoi  my  little  yard  of  cloth,"  said 
Jerome's  patient  burgher,  "  where  now's 
thy  tongue  ?  Silent  as  a  dumb-bell,  though 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Thb  same  splendour  that  had  marked 
the  procession  of  the  marriage  party  in 
the  streets,  was  now  visible  in  the  church, 
for  the  Count's  generosity  had  not  only 
led  him  to  make  a  munificent  present  to 
it  for  the  purposes  of  its  own  support, 
but  the  robes  worn  by  the  priests  and 
their  bishop,  who  celebrated  the  ceremony 
of  their  marriage,  were  formed  of  the  most 
costly  and  splendid  material  ever  employed 
for  such  garments,  and  were  also  his  gift. 
The  building  bad  been  crowded  by  those 
who  obtained  permiasion  to  enter  it;  and 
after  the  ceremony  had  been  concluded,  the 
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nobles,  and  the  ladies  whom  they  had 
escorted,  returned  towards  their  horses, 
which  waited  for  them  at  the  doors  of 
the  church,  in  the  same  order  in  which 
they  had  entered. 

Fiesco  led  forward  his  blushing  bride, 
and  lifted  her  into  her  saddle,  and  as  the 
party  again  moved  forward  in  their  return 
to  the  Count's  palace,  where  a  magnificent 
entertainment  was  in  preparation  for  them, 
the  streets  again  rung  with  the  loud,  con- 
gratulatory shouts  of  the  multitude.  The 
two  apprentices  had  obtained  a  good  posi- 
tion, for  Jerome's  tact  and  easy  assurance, 
now  that  Castrucci's  influence  was  not 
felt,  were  most  serviceable  in  their  endea- 
vours to  see  the  cavalcade,  and  both  were 
in  the  very  front  of  the  line,  through  which 
it  was  then  to  pass.  Jerome  was  all  bustle 
and  activity,  scattering  his  gay  jests 
amongst  the  crowd,  convulsing  with  his 
ready  wit  and  eflfrontery  the  sober  burghers, 
while  Philip  was  reserved,  for  he  was  lost 
in  wonder  at  the  strange  warning  of  the 
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Stilt  Stranger  Castrucci.  What  could  tb 
VeaetiaD.  Battieta  Verrina,  be  to  him 
What  power  did  fae  exercise  f  What  hs 
he  to  fear?  and  why  was  he  warned 
While  thus  mentally  engaged,  the  procei 
sion  began  to  pass,  and  Fiesco's  appearanc 
was  hailed  as  before  with  loud  and  repeate 
applause. 

On  they  went,  a  gallant  and  goodly-look 
ing  party.  They  also  seemed  free  from  tba 
restraint  which  the  expectation  of  tb 
coming  ceremony  bad  preriously  impose* 
upon  many  of  them  ;  for  now  they  cbatto 
and  laughed,  fair  dames  blushed  and  smiled 
and  Guino  Spinola  blew  kisses  to  some  o 
the  pretty  burgher  maidens,  an  exampli 
followed  by  more  than  one  of  his  com 
panions.  Bands  of  music,  silent  while  tbi 
bridal  party  was  moving  towards  the  church 
had  been  stationed  in  various  places ;  anc 
now  on  the  Count's  return  to  his  palace; 
tbey  began  to  play  gay  and  lively  airs, 
while  the  people  hurra'd  more  loudly  than 
before  as  if  in  accompaniment ;  and  several 
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of  the  horses  started  and  slightly  plunged 
as  the  music  first  struck  upon  their  ears. 
Fiesco  laid  his  hand  upon  the  rein  of  the 
beautiful  Verona  Cibo,  his  sister-in-law, 
who  rode  next  to  his  wife,  for  her  horse 
seemed  confused  by  the  sounds. 

"  Give  the  animal  more  head,  Verona. 
That — now  he  moves  gently,  and  Julius 
there  by  your  side  can  assist  you.  Have 
heart,  since  there  is  no  cause  for  any  fear ;" 
and  gently  restraining  the  frightened  horse, 
he  withdrew  his  grasp,  and  they  proceeded 
onwards. 

''  Look,"  said  Jerome  to  Philip,  directing 
his  attention  to  the  rear  of  the  party, 
"look  how  my  Lord  Guino  Spinola's  horse 
curvets  and  bounds  ;  and  see,  his  master 
blowing  kisses  to  the  damsels  on  all  sides. 
He's  a  gay  noble,  Phil,  eh  ?"  But  a  wild 
shriek  interrupted  all  farther  question  or 
I'eply ;  and  as  both  turned  instantly  in  the 
direction  of  the  noise,  thev  saw  a  horse, 
carrying  a  lady,  plunge  furiously,  while  the 
rider  by  her  side   strove  to  restrain  him. 
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Count  I^lesco  sprung  from  bis  owe 
steed,  but  before  either  could  effectuallj 
interfere,  the  wild  animal  reared  anij 
bounded,  and  breaking  from  both,  dasbed 
furiously  into  the  orowd,  throwing  dowa  all 
in  his  way. 

"  Tis  the  Lady  Leonora,  the  Coant'e 
bride  I"  shouted  a  man,  who  with  difficttlty 
gained  an  open  door. 

"  No  1  may  the  Virgin  protect  her,  it'i 
the  Lady  Verona/'  replied  a  woman,  while 
the  horsemen  in  the  rear  threw  themselvea 
boldly  in  the  way.  -  Aonibal  Balbi  bad 
almost  clutched  the  reios,  but  Philip,  with 
more  e&ct,  seized  what  he  had  l(,)6t,  and 
twisting  round  his  hand,  was  for  a  moment 
dragged  forward  by  the  furious  steed,  then 
regained  bis  feet,  and  exerting  himself  with 
his  entire  strength,  he  threw  him  back  on 
his  haunches,  and  extending  his  disengaged 
arm  to  the  fair  rider,  he  placed  her  securely 
on  the  ground. 

"  Thou  hast  made  a  fortune,"  muttered 
Jerome  in  his  ear,  who  during  all  the  con« 
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fusion  and  excitemeat  had  contrived  to  be 
near  him,  "  a  fortune  ;"  yet  Philip  did  not 
heed  him,  and  as  with  one  hand  he  held  the 
frightened  horse,  and  with  the  other  sup- 
ported  the  almost  fainting  Verona,  he  had 
no  eve  but  for  her,  so  beautiful  and  helpless 
did  she  seem,  ¥dth  her  face  paler  than 
marble,  her  disordered  hair,  and  disarranged 

dress. 

"Thou  hast  suffered  no  hurt,  Lady,  I 
trust?''  said  Philip  after  a  momentary  pause, 
while  most  of  the  troops  had  dismounted, 
and  were  crowding  round  them . 

•*  None— thanks  to  thy  ready  gallantry 
and  assistance.  Ah  I  Leonora,'*  she  con- 
tinued, addressing  her  sister,  "  I  will  ride 
no  more  for  this  day,  since  my  poor  wits 
are  almost  disordered.    Thank  this  gallant 

Signer  for  me.'* 

"  I  am  but  a  draper's  apprentice,"  said 
Philip,  as  Fiesco's  beautiful  wife  turned 
towards  him,  **  and  few  thanks  are  due  to 
me  for  doing  a  common  act  of  humanity/* 

"Thou  shalt  be   rewarded  then,"    said 
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Fiesco,  who  with  the  VeaeUan,  Guii 
Spinola,  and  ADoibal  fialbi,  had  beeo  at 
to  get  to  thecD  ;  "  rewarded  as  thou  d 
servest." 

"  My  Lord  I  where  I  do  not  claim  thank 
I  can  hardly  seek  reward,"  returned  tJ 
young  apprentice,  backing  out  of  the  cirei 

"  Nay,  not  so  hasty,''  began  Fiesco. 

"  Tut,"  exclaimed  the  young  Spinoli 
"  he  thinks,  thou  would'st  measure  gol 
like  broad  cloth.  I  know  the  youth.  Conn 
Philip,  the  Signer  Verrina  shall  name  tb 
recompense." 

"  I?"  asked  the  Venetian,  coming  mor 
forward,  since  from  his  previous  position  b 
had  been  hardly  able  to  see  the  Lady  Vf 
rona's  preserver;  "I?  poohl"  and  he  in 
atantly  fell  back.  "  Some  sorry  draper' 
apprentice,  who  has  been  too  much  honoorei 
as  it  is !" 

"  True,"  added  Aonibal  Balbi,  joining  ii 
the  Venetian's  last  sentiment.  "To  rescu< 
the  beautiful  Verona  from  danger  is  rewarc 
of  itself." 
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''For  thee  it  may  be,"  whispered  Spinola ; 
'*  but  the  draper's  apprentice  does  not  per- 
haps love  the  Lady  Verona." 

"  He  may  too  soon,"  muttered  Balbi  to 
himself,  who  thought  he  saw  in  the  looks 
which  Verona  sometimes  turned  upon  the 
handsome  apprentice,  more  of  admiration 

than  he  liked. 

''  Pardon  me,  good  youth,"  said  Fiesco  ; 
"  we  shall  leave  thee  now,  but  on  the  mor- 
row come  to  my  own  palace  an  hour 
after  noon,  and  we  will  talk  of  this  matt^ 
more  at  ease.  To  horse,  gentlemea  I  We 
have  given  orders  for  the  music  to  cease, 
and  the  Lady  Verona  will  mount  my 
charger,  and  trust  herself  again  with  us." 

"  I  owe  you  thanks,  Signor,"  said  Ve- 
rona to  Philip,  at  the  same  time  offering 
him  her  hand,  which  he  boldlv  raised  to  his 
lips.  ''Thanks,"  she  continued,  blushing 
and  looking  confused;  "nay,  more,  Lowe 
you  life." 

"  Lady,  I  am  more  than  amply  rewarded, 
by  having  been  enabled  to  assist  you." 
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"  Do  not  forget  my  Lord  Fiesco's  invit 
ticfti,"  she  added.  "  Farewell,  for  the  pr 
sent l" 

"  Yes — remember  and  come  to  our  pala< 
on  the  morrow,"  said  her  sister,  turning  1 
mount  her  horse. 

"  And  take  this  token  of  regard  froi 
me,"  said  Julius  Cibo,  unloosening  a  awor 
belt,  from  which  hung  a  pure  Damascv 
blade,  richly  ornamented,  and  throwing  i 
over  the  apprentice's  shoulder;  "  it  will  b 
a  memento  of  your  gallantry  to-day,  ani 
may,  perhaps,  at  some  future  time  be  drawi 
in  the  service  of  Genoa,"  and  sprine^ing  oi 
his  horse,  he  left  Philip  confused  witl 
pleasure  and  amazement,  to  join  his  sister 
and  the  Count. 

"  Is  there  no  present  for  Annibal  Balbi  V 
Guino  asked,  as  they  were  riding  pasi 
Philip.  "  Offer  thy  war-horse — a  suit  o\ 
Milan  steel  ?" 

"  Or  what  he  might  need  most,  a  purst 
of  gold,"  observed  Lomellino,  speaking  foi 
the  first  time. 
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« Ah.  my  friend !"  repUed  the  yoang 
Spinola,  "  thou  mentionest  what  alone  thou 
of  us  all  canst  offer.     Be  generous  \" 

"  My  Lord  is  witty." 

"Be  it  80.  Thy  gold  rings  but  never 
changes.  The  Signor  Balbi  is  thinking  of 
what   he  wUl    offer.       Shall    I    caU    the 

vouth  ?" 
"  Plague  on  you  I  Guino,  thou  art  ever 

out  of  place  with  thy  mirth." 

"True,"  said  Spinola.  and  a  slight  shade 
crossed  his  features.  "  I  mock  at  feelings 
which  I  do  not  understand.  But  the 
Signor  Verrina.  perhaps,  will  tell  us  what 

he  would  give." 
"A    halter,"    answered    the   Venetian. 

shortly. 

"  Indeed  !      Thy  present    is   a   strange 
one,"  and  regarding  Verrina  with  a  curious 
look,  as  if  he  would  penetrate  his  feehngs, 
he  turned   and  entered   into  conversation 
with  those   near  him.   and  the  cavalcade 
passed  on  in  silence. -for  the   music  had 
ceased,  and  the  crowd  shouted   no   more 
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after  the  accident.  On  they  went,  anc 
the  .delay  with  its  cause  bad  produce*: 
strange  impressioDS  upon  the  minds  o' 
those  who  had  witnessed  and  participatec 
in  the  procession.  Vincent  Lomellinc 
seemed  anxious  to  enter  into  conversatioi 
with  Verrina  ;  but  he  was  foiled  by  thi 
cold  reserve  of  the  Venetian,  who  appearec 
to  think  that  he  bad  betrayed  too  mucl 
of  his  private  feelings  by  his  hasty  espres 
sion,  and  now  looked  as  if  he  would  mee 
idle  curiosity  by  obstinate  reserve  Thi 
young  Spinola  was  more  sileot  than  was  hii 
usual  custom,  while  Annibal  Balbi  gaze< 
inquiringly  in  the  face  of  the  fair  Verona 
and  sighed,  as  once  he  saw  her  turn  roun< 
and  look  towards  the  place  where  tb< 
handsome  apprentice  had  stood.  His  lov 
as  yet  had  been  tongueless,  deep  in  tb 
heart,  though  not  noticed  by  its  beautifu 
object.  Giannetino  Dona  seemed,  durioj 
most  of  the  events  of  the  morning,  to  b 
DO  participator  in  them,  and  even  whei 
Verona  was  in  danger  he  had  been  the  las 
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to  dismount,  the  first  to  return  to  his 
horse,  and  now  he  rode  on  mechanically, 
answered  at  random  when  addressed,  or 
more  frequently  remained  silent.  Verona 
herself  could  hardly  understand  her  own 
feelings.  She  tried  to  think  on  the 
apprentice  but  as  the  preserver  of  her  life, 
yet  far  removed  from  other  consideration 
by  his  social  position  ;  still  something  else 
always  flashed  over  her  thoughts,  and 
more  than  once  she  murmured  to  herself, 
"  Would  that  he  was  but  a  poor  gentleman, 
a  soldier,  a  free  burgher's  son !  but  an 
apprentice ! — *'  and  then  she  strove  to  enter 
into  the  conversation  which  Fiesco  main- 
tained, and  think  of  other  topics,  though 
in  vain. 

**  Thy  fortune,  Phil,"  said  Jerome  to  the 
apprentice,  '* thy- fortune  is  made;"  but 
Jerome's  speech  was  for  the  second  time 
unheeded,  as  its  object  stood  with  straining 
eyes  bent  upon  the  receding  figure  of  the 
heautiful  Verona.  -  Even  the  Venetian's 
speech  was  forgotten,  and  Castrucci's  warn- 
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iDg  was  for  the  time  obliterated  from  t 
tablets  of  bis  memory. 

"  Sbe  is  beautiful  as  an  angel,"  be  tax 
tured,  though  loud  enough  for  his  camp 
□ion  to  overhear  him. 

"And,  body  o'me!"  returned  Jerom 
"  what  business  is  that  of  thine  ?  Unle 
thou  wouldst  study  her  complexion,  ai 
desire  to  pick  'mongst  old  Antony  Calva 
goods  for  colours  to  match  it,  what  bus 
ness  is  it  to  a  poor  draper's  apprentlc 
bow  beautiful  the  Lady  Verona  may  be  ?" 

"  Indeed  1" 

"  Don't  I  tell  the  truth?  Take  fortuni 
my  man,  now  that  thou  hast  it.  If  tfa 
Count  asks  old  Calva,  thou  canst  have 
present  of  thy  two  years  of  coming  ap 
preaticeship.  Begin  on  thine  own  account 
and  with  my  Lord  of  Fiesco's  patronage 
why,  man,  thou  mayst  count  crowns  befon 
thou  diest  with  ere  a  burgher  in  Genoa 
Would  that  the  chance  were  mine!  ) 
think  I  could  coin  gold  out  of  it." 

"  I  shall  look  for  steel  first  I" 
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"  How  ?    Thou  ravest  I 

''  I  am  in  sober  earnest.  I  go  to-mor- 
row to  the  Count's,  shall  claim  his  interest, 
and  demand  his  influence  in  the  army— in 
the  army  where  I  may  rise ;  yes,  rise  high 
enough  to  dare  to  do  what  now  I  only 
dream  of." 

"Were  it  not  broad  daylight,  I  should 
declare,  Phil,  that  thou  art  moonstruck. 
Take  to  the  army  I  get  thy  throat  cut — 
thy  neck  broken, — Stand  to  the  shop 
and  counter,  where  thou  canst  earn  crowns 
without  endailgerihg  a  bone  in  thy  whole 
carcase,  or  risk  aught,  unless  thy  con- 
science,— a  matter  now-a-days,"  he  added 
with  a  slight  chuckle,  ^'  of  small  moment. 
The  army  indeed  1" 

"And  why  not?"  said  Philip,  in  an 
undertone,  moving  out  of  the  way  of 
eavesdroppers,  for  most  of  the  crowd  had 
now  retired  homewards,  or  had  proceeded 
to  Fiesco's  palace.  *' Why  not  the  army, 
Jerome  ?  The  last  few  minutes  have  made 
the  boy  a  man — ^have   wrought    changes 

VOL.    I.  I 
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thou  couldst  Dot  dream  of — have  raise* 
bopeB— created  wishes  that  Will  be  gratified 
or  life  without  them  must  be  but  an.  illu 
sion — a  something  more  to  be  eboDoed  thai 
desired." 

Jgrome  looked  bard  in  his  face. 

"  My  master,  Phil,  and  he's  a  good' 
natored  one  too,  or  he  would  hardly  put  up 
with  many  of  my  freaks,  says  that  some- 
times I'm  mad ;  but  now  I  begin  to  thiok 
that  thou  art  worse  than  I  ever  could  pre- 
tend to  he." 

"  Well,  well,  Jerome ;  we'll  drop  the 
subject  DOW.  But  od  the  morrow — will  tbe 
morrow  erer  come  ?" 

'*  To  be  sure  it  will.  Hey  I  there  goes  my 
Lord  Giannetino  Doria.  How  dark  he 
looks,  Phil  I  Talk  of  swords  and  soldiers  I 
rather  than  meet  hka  Id  passion,  I  would 
face  the  whole  city  companies.  There  is 
murder  id  his  look.  We'll  homewards," 
and  the  two  proceeded  the  rest  of  the  way 
in  ntence,  while  Doria  rode  rapidly  on. 

At  the  top  of  his  horse's  speed  he  passed 
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through  the  titj  gate,  tnrned  into  the  road 
that  led  to  San  Pier  d 'Arena,  and  without 
drawing  bridle  went  on.  Few  persons  were 
OD  the  road,  bat  those  who  saw  him,  as  with 
stern  countenance  and  fierce  eye,  he  urged 
on  his  horse,  wondered  what  could  be  the 
cause  that  then  led  him  from  the  city.  Some 
supposed  a  quarrel  between  him  and  Count 
Fiesco,  as  they  were  known  not  to  be  on 
more  than  seemingly  intimate  terms,  and 
only  associated  because  they  neither  wished 
to  openly  fall  out. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  house  which  the 
fair  Roman  had  occupied,  he  sprang  from 
his  horse,  and  throwing  the  reins  upon  his 
neck,  he  knocked  furiously  until  the  door 
was  opened,  then  bursting  past  the  servant 
in  the  hall,  he  entered  Giulia's  apartment. 
"She  was  not  there — had  not  returned," 
were  the  answers  to  his  eager  inquiries  ;  but 
as  he  turned  to  depart,  a  slip  of  paper 
lying  on  the  table  caught  his  eye.  He 
snatched  it  up  and  read  : 

I  2 
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"  Be  warned  1  Seek  not  the  Lady  Giulia. 
'here  is  danger  in  the  way. — Cabtrocci." 

"  How  long  is  this  man  to  thwart  me  V 
nuttered  Doha.  "  Hov  long  muBt  I  be 
js  playthingT  By  the  saints  1  this  day 
rill  decide  the  question,  for  if  Genoa  hold 
im,  bis  lease  of  life  is  but  a  short  one  ;" 
nd  giving  some  hasty  directions  to  the 
errants,  he  again  mounted  his  horse,  and 
ode  into  the  city  ;  but  Genoa  did  not  hold 
i^astrucci,  or  his  place  of  concealmeDt  was 
oo  secure  for  discovery,  for  until  the 
text  day  did  his  emissaries  continue  the 
learcb,  yet  without  success. 
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wishes,  and  had  not  only  obtained  hi 
interest  in  the  remission  of  that  portion  c 
his  apprenticeship  unserved,  bat  he  hai 
given  him  letters  to  several  noblemei 
belonging  to  the  French  army,  and  witl 
delicate  generosity  presented  him  with  thi 
means  of  joining  them  in  accordance  witl 
his  distinguished  patronage.  Frequent  ac 
counts  had  beeq  h^prd  of  bis  gallantry  an( 
conduct  during  the  late  wars,  and  aithougt 
but  few  were  interested  in  his  fate,  yei 
strange  motives  operated  witK  most  & 
them  to  render  their  interest  of  no  commoD 
character. 

The  fair  Verona  remembered  her  gallani 
preserver;  and  when,  on  the  day  of  hifi 
leaving  Grenoa,  he  waited  on  the  Count 
Fiesco  and  saw  her,  she  could  hardly 
recognize  in  the  young  soldier,  clad  in  his 
military  harness,  the  poor  apprentice.  He 
quitted  her  leaving  behind  him  an  impras- 
sion  greater  than  he  bad  ever  dared  to 
expect. 

Annibal  Balhi  had  more  traly  read  her 
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heart,  and  fathomed  its  inclinations,  for 
when,  in  a  moment  of  hope  and  imagined 
success,  he  dared  to  lay  open  hefore  her 
his  secret  affection,  his  suit,  though  kindly, 
was  still  by  her  refused.  Guino  Spinola 
had  remained  the  same.  The  Signor 
Lomellino  vras  two  years  older,  half  a  life- 
time more  avaricious,  yet  hardly  much 
wiser ;  while  the  Venetian  seemed  to  live 
in  fear  and  anxiety,  both  increased  by 
some  hints  thrown  out  on  more  than  one 
occasion  by  Lomellino;  and  Giannetino 
Doria  was  ruling  all  within  his  influence 
with  more  than  autocratical  despotism. 

Verrina  during  this  time  had  so  closely 
coDnected  himself  with  the  Count  Fiesco, 
that  he  was  almost  considered  as  a  member 
of  his  family,  had  been  consulted  by  him 
OQ  some  important  occasions,  and  was  ap- 
parently high  in  estimation. 

It  was  about  noon,  on  a  day  in  Septem- 
ber, more  than  two  years  after  the  Count 
Fiesco's  marriage,  when  some  half-dozen 
lackeys,  bearing  the  Doria  cognizance  on 
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as  he  approached,  vbile  his  4tt^ct*ii 
Laughed  as  they  slunk  discoDcerted  ai 
aoDoy^  at  his  haug^tii^H&t  muUeru 
their  iodignaDt  remvks  9X.  his  ijupiem 
and  coDtrasting  hioq  in  their  own  nun 
most  unfavourably  with  tb^  QoucU  f^esc 

GiannetiDo  neither  h^ed  nor  reraarki 
their  dark,  lowering  brawst  until,  as  tbi 
turned  towards  the  street  where  v; 
situated  the  Fiesco  palace,  be  heai 
a  loud  cheer,  and  looking  up  the  street,  1 
saw  a  larfe  party  passing  from  the  com 
yard  into  the  square,  and  could  notice  tt 
Count's  waving  pluqies,  and  thp«e  of  othj 
nobles  who  accompanied  him,  while  beaic 
hmtself  he  beard  some  one  remuk, 

"  Here  comes  the  noble  Count ;  no  u{ 
start,  anyhow  ?" 

"  What  mean  ye,  knave,  by  tbis  remaric? 
a^ked  I^arcero.  turning  quickly  round,  as 
facing  a  stout  man,  who  stood  with  am 
crossed  upon  his  bared  bosom,  and  a  hn§ 
knife  bulging  from  a  leathern  girdle  thi 
RVtrrounded  bis  waist,  so  disposed  that  il 
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baadle  was  within  his  grasp,  if  needed. 
"  Stand  aside  for  your  betters." 

"  They're  not  in  you,  anyhow ;  and  as 
for  standing  aside,  I  am  as  far  aside  as  I 
intend  to  move/' 

"  You  are  insolent,  knave,"  said  Doria, 
fixing  his  eye  upon  him. 

"It  were  well,  my  Lord,"  replied  the 
other,  sturdily,  "that  Genoa  could  apply 
the  remark  to  me  alone ;"  and  as  Doria's 
eye  flashed,  and  his  hand  was  almost  on 
his  weapon,  a  loud  shout  of  "  way  there — 
way  for  my  Lord  Fiesco !"  turned  his  atten- 
tion to  another  object,  and  the  Count's 
lackeys  ran  forward  to  clear  the  road  for 
their  master,  while  at  a  signal  from  Larcero, 
Doria's  attendants  closed  in  upon  a  small 
raised  footpath  that  skirted  the  street, 
leaving  the  centre  for  the  Count. 

''  Stand  aside,  sirrah !"  exclaimed  the  first 
of  Fiesco's  servants,  as  Larcero  blocked  up 
the  side  path,  and  a  crowd  quickly  gathered 
held  the  middle  of  the  street.  *'  My  master  is 
the  Count  of  Lavagna.  Way,  to  let  him  pass!" 
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"  And  miDe,"  said  Larcero,  "  is  my  Lord 
Doria.  Here,  knave,  give  place  to  your 
superiors ;"  and  he  was  in  the  act  of  push- 
ing him  from  the  path,  when  a  blow  threw 
him  against  the  wall ;  and  the  Dona  ser- 
▼BQts  ioBtantly  drew  their  swords,  an 
example  not  slowly  followed  by  Fiesco's 
retainers,  while  Giannetino  Dervously  folded 
his  hands  in  the  skirt  of  his  short  velvet 
cloak. 

"How!  What  means  this?"  asked  Fiesco 
rapidly  advanciog,  then  pausing  as  his  eye 
rested  upon  Dona's  face.  "My  Lord 
Doria,  we  would  pass." 

"  The  centre  of  the  street,"  said  Doria, 
with  difficulty  suppressing  a  sneer,  "  is 
open  to  you ;"  and  as  he  saw  that  Fiesco's 
face  became  flushed  as  he  spoke,  he  advanced 
with  the  iotention  of  taking  the  inside. 

"  The  house  of  Fiesco  was  known  in 
Genoa,  when  the  name  of  Doria  was  not  in 
existence,  and  its  representative  will  uphold 
its  dignity.  Stand  aside,  my  Lord,  my 
time  is  precious,  and  not  to  he  wasted  in  a 
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street  brawl,"  exclaimed  the  Count,  oppos- 
ing the  other's  attempt. 
*'I  hold  my  right  by  my  sword  ;"  and 

Giaooetino  slapped  the  hilt  as  he  spoke, 
until  the  steel  rung  again. 

"  The  shuttle  rather/'  said  some  one  in 
the  crowd,  alluding  to  Doria's  early  life, 
when,  on  account  of  his  father's  poverty,  he 
was  bound  to  the  trade  of  a  silk -spinner. 

"  Shuttle  or  sword,'*  replied  Fiesco,  in- 
stantly  drawing  his  weapon,  *'  I  care  not ; 
for  though  one  word  of  courtesy  would  have 
settled  this  dispute  at  first,  I  will  not  yield 
the  dignity  of  my  house  to  any  man's  pre- 
tensions," 

"  Nor  shaU  I." 

"  My  Lords !  my  Lords  !"  exclaimed 
Paul  Pansa,  "  put  up  your  weapons.  This 
i8  most  unseemly ;"  and  he  with  several 
other  nobles  in  Fiesco's  train  inter- 
fered, while  Giannetino  stood  looking  on 
moody  and  stern  at  their  interposition. 
"Come,"  continued  Pansa,  "no  more  of 
this." 
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"  I  yield  not  the  inside  to  CouDt  Fieacc 
said  Doria. 

"  Nor  I  to  you!"  aDd  Fiesco  address 
GiaDDetiao  as  he  spolce. 

"  But  both  do  to  me,"  said  the  Sebat< 
"  I  am  old — you  young.  My  Lord  Rest 
I  have  your  consent  ?" 

Fiesco  paused  for  moment,  but  bis  go< 
sense  prevailed.     "  You  have." 

"  And  yours,  my  Lord  Doria  P" 

"  Yes  I"  said  GiauDetino. 

"  Then  pass  both  of  you  to  the  centi 
I  only  shall  take  the  inside;"  and  befo 
either  could  demur,  Pansa  had  drawn  b 
servants  upon  the  path,  and  the  other  tv 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  while  tl 
crowd  drew  to  each  side,  and  l>oria  turnic 
upon  the  Count  a  look  of  the  deadliest  bat 
passed  on 

"  But  one  of  us,"  be  muttered,  "  ce 
live.     On,  knaves  t" 

"  Genoa,"  thought  Fiesco,  "  has  ni 
room  for  this  Doria  and  Lewis  Fiesco! 
and  it  was  strange  that  the  same  thougl: 
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passed  through  the  minds  of  not  only  the 

principals  in  the  dispute,  but  also  of  every 

lean  who  saw  it,  for  Paul  Pansa  glanced 

first  at  the  retreating  Doria,  then  at  his 

companion,  and  murmured : 

''  Rivals  until  death  !"  and  as  the  train 
passed  on,  the  crowd  broke  up  into  little 
knots,  and  talked  and  speculated  upon 
what  had  occurred,  drew  their  own  infer- 
ences from  it,  yet  all  who  spoke  were  of 
one  opinion: — Genoa  was  too  small  for 
Giannetino  Doria  and  the  Count  Fiesco. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

TowARoa  eveoing  on  the  same  day, 
borsemaa,  well  armed  and  well  mounted 
riding  without  attendance,  entered  th 
narrow  streets  of  Oenoa,  and  with  an  ap 
patently  famihar  knowledge  of  them  pro 
ceeded  direct  to  the  *'  White  Cross' 
hostelry.  All  appearance  of  the  disagree 
able  meeting  of  the  morning  betweei 
Giannetioo  Doria  and  the  Count  of  Lb 
vagna  had  vanished,  for  few  wished  ti 
make  it  a  matter  of  discussion,  deairiaj 
more  to  attend  to  their  own  concerns  thaj 
to  personal  feuds  between  powerful  noblei 
where  they  might  sustain  more  injury  thai 
reap  benefit.    Yet  the  circumstance  hai 
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not  been  forgotten  The  commonalty  looked 
up  to  Fiesco  as  their  avenger  against  the 
oven^eening  insolence  of  the  younger  Doria  ; 
and  in  many  a  house  in  Genoa  was  the 
matter  eagerly  canvassed,  now  that  the 
business  of  the  day  being  passed,  the  even- 
ing gave  leisure  for  conversation. 

The  horseman  unacquainted  with  the 
event  rode  on.  He  was  young,  although  a 
first  glance  at  his  bronzed  features  might 
have  induced  one  to  add  a  few  more  summers 
and  winters  to  those  which  he  had  already 
reckoned.  His  accoutrements  were  mili- 
tary ;  and  the  ease  with  which  he  sat  his 
horse,  his  sharp,  quick  glance,  with  the 
quiet  preparedness  of  his  entire  demeanour, 
bespoke  one,  who  although  young,  had  yet 
seen  some  service.  Bestowing  but  little 
attention  upon  the  objects  that  presented 
themselves  to  his  view  in  the  streets  through 
which  he  was  passing,  he  pulled  up  his  horse 
at  the  "White  Cross  hostelry,*'  near  the 
Fiesco  palace,  and  throwing  his  bridle  to 
the  helper  who  stood  at  the  door  ready  to 
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catch  it,  ho  entered  the  hoaae,  then  one 
great  resort  in  Genoa* 

The  public  room  to  which  the  aervant 
the  bouse  cooducted  him,  was  well  fiU< 
with,  various  groups  of  the  citizens,  as  d 
tereot  ia  station  and  opioioa  as  they  we 
in  dress  and  appearance.  Some  exhibit 
all  the  marks  of  the  thriving  burgher,  ai 
their  conversation  was  of  trade  and  peact 
others  were  hangers  on  of  the  great  nobi 
of  the  city,  and  as  they  aped  the  bearing 
their  patrons,  they  attempted  to  look  dov 
upon  those  beside  them ;  while  a  thi 
party  consisted  of  the  petty  officers  of  tl 
city  companies,  with  whom  were  associati 
a  few  grown  apprentices,  who  helped  o 
their  scanty  manhood  by  the  valour  reflect) 
from  the  language  and  accoutrements 
their  military  associates.  The  new  com 
passed  into  the  apajrtment  without  excitit 
any  uncommon  observation,  and  with 
quick  eye  glancing  over  its  previous  occi 
pants,  be  seemed  to  have  instantly  uode 
stood  their  character  and  relative  value,  < 
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he  walked  forward  and  seated  himself  at  a 
table  occupied  by  a  few  thriving-looking 
burghers,  who  civilly  made  room  for  him, 
while  a  servant,  according  to  his  orders, 
brought  in  some  meats  and  wine  for  his 
refreshment.  All  were  evidently  engaged 
upon  the  same  topics  of  conversation,  for 
the  stranger  could  remark  that  they  were 
broken  up  into  distinct  groups,  and  there 
was  that  earnestness  of  tone  and  speech 
that  at  once  pointed  out  a  debate  upon  some 
occurrence  which  commanded  general  atten- 
tion. The  burghers  next  him  spoke  in  low, 
earnest  tones,  but  much  of  what  they  said 
he  could  overhear. 

"  I  marvel  greatly,"  said  one  of  them, 
**that  they  did  not  go  to  blows" 

"They  wanted  Uttle  of  It,"  repUed 
another.  "  My  liord  Doria  had  his  hand 
^pOQ  his  weapon,  and  the  people  report,  that 
the  Count  half  drew  bis  when  Paul  Pansa 
and  some  others  interfered." 

**  The  fire  only  smoulders !  it  i$  notout — " 
observed  a  third- 
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"  Out  I  no,  no.  I  wish  that  it  were,  1 
then  there  would  be  a  prospect  of  peac 
but  whea  tbe  nobles  brawl,  the  commo 
alty  mostly  get  cracked  crowns,  and  it 
too  bad  that  tbe  city  should  be  disturbed 
a  foolish  quarrel  for  the  inside  place 
walking  the  streets.  These  nobles  bef 
hardly  to  know  how  to  vent  their  petuli 
humours." 

"True;  bnt  all  must  admit  that  < 
Andrew's  nephew  presumes  too  much  up 
his  relationship.  His  haughtiness,  is  1 
comingdaily  more  offensive,  anda  burgh 
no  matter  what  his  trade  or  merit  may  t 
smells  in  his  nose  worse  than  a  pole-cat.' 

"  All  that  may  be  as  you  say  ;  yet  mi 
me,  if  they  fall  out,  we  are  likely  to 
suffisrers.  It  grows  late,  and  the  streets  i 
these  last  few  nights  have  not  been  oi 
safe,  since  these  poor  rascals,"  and  he  ma 
a  sort  of  side  motion  to  tbe  party  of  undi 
hogs  that  occupied  a  portion  of  the  roo 
"  wont  be  behind  their  masters,  and  tb 
draw  swords  and  fight  with  the  best  of  the: 
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kissiDg  the  serving  maids,  and  quarrelling 
with  apprentices.  It's  better  thus  to  be 
out  of  harm's  way,  and  I  think  we  should  ! 

retire."  f' 

"  It  is  my  own  opinion,"  observed  another  i 

of  the  party ;  "  for  though   we  might  be  j: 

well  able  to  meet  the  best  of  them,  I  can't  j 

say  I  overlike  these  street  brawls." 

"  Nor  I.     Let's  be  moving,  then,"  said  a  ;; 

third,  and  they  rose  to  retire,  while  two 
others,  younger  looking  and  well  armed 
entered  the  room,  and  took  their  seats  at 
the  table  which  they  had  just  occupied. 

The  stranger  lifted  his  head  for  a  mo- 
ment, as  these  new-comers  seated  them- 
selves, then  continued  to  eat,  but  some 
fancy  seemed  to  strike  him,  for  he  looked 
^gain  particularly  at  one  of  them,  and 
Dauttered  to  himself,  **  I  can  hardly 
niistake.  Yet  he  seems  so  much  older 
and  more  sedate  ?     I'll  speak,  anyhow." 

"  Your  pardon.  Signer.  Canst  tell  me 
^here  one — "  he  stopped,  looked  atten- 
tively at  the  face  of  one   of  the  party,  who 
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wheQ  hearing  his  voice'  abo  began  mt 
eagerly  to  examine  his  couateoaiK 
"  Jerome  Varras — " 

"  Fbihp  Calva  !  body  o'  me  I"  exclaini 
the  other,  leaping  into  the  soldier's  aro 
"  Hey,  but  this  is  a  snrprise  !  'Slife,  ma 
I'd  never  have  known  thee  in  that  hamei 
but  for  thy  voice.  How  hast  fared  ?  Wt 
I  see,  well  I"  and  be  poshed  Philip  from  h 
to  get  a  better  look  at  his  person  a 
features. 

"  As  to  yourself?" 

"  Alive  and  well,  as  thou  serat,"  si 
Jerome,  interrupting  him.  "Many  chang 
have  occurred  since  last  thou  wert  hei 
many ;  and  somehow  I  think  they  are  b 
the  commeucement  of  others,  yet  we  po 
burghers  and  shopkeepers  have  little  to 
with  them.  We  now  sell  our  wares,  aj 
meddle  little  in  the  bnsiaeas  of  the  State.' 

"  There  have  been  changes,"  obscm 
Philip,  "  but  few  stranger  than  what  I  o 
serve  in  yourself.  Why  you  are  gro< 
sober  and  sedate.    Not  an  evidence  of  yoi 
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wild  freaks  visible.  You  look  as  if  you  had 
never  deceived  your  old  master  out  of  a 
holiday,  or  stolen  a  kiss  from  a  cherry 
cheeked  serving  wench  ?*'  y 

"Ay, Phil,  but  that's  all  over  !  My  old 
maner,'*  and  he  brushed  his  hands  lightly 
over  his  eyes,  "  will  never  again  be  deceived  '■ 

in  this  life." 

"Indeed,"  said  Philip,  in  sorrow.  "  Has 
hejouraeyed  to  another  and  better  world.  I 
heard  of  Antony  Calva's  death,  but  not  of 
his." 

**  No ;  thou  wert  not  much  interested  in 
it,  yet  there  were  hardly  two  months  between 
^hem.  But  of  that  again.  Thou  talkest  of 
changes,  and  if  thy  military  spirit  be  not 
too  high  to  let  thee  come  home  and  sup 
with  me,  thou  shalt  see  more  than  thou 
couldst  well  expect.    Wilt  come  ?" 

"Most  assuredly,  yes,  for  thou  hast  grown 
so  grave  that  I  must  know  the  cause." 

**Wdl.  Buckle  on  thy  sword-belt  and 
let's  go.  The  streets  of  late  have  ajffbrded 
some  necessity  for  the  use  of  a  weapon,  and 
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my  companioo  here  who  is  n 
sbopmaa  wil]  go  with  us," 
rising  and  leading  the  way, 
having  given  some  orders  abc 
followed  him. 

When  they  quitted  the  houi 
the  streets  quiet,  as  the  shi 
were  rapidly  gathering  upoi 
Jerome,  evidently  with  som' 
store  for  his  friend,  avoided 
lusion  to  hia  own  situation,  a 
to  converse  as  they  went  alo 
light  matters,  which  passed  I 
they  reached  the  house  nexi 
'  occupied  by  old  Antony  Ci 
knocked  ;  the  door  was  openc 
ling  active  young  dame  ;  and 
that  there  was  something  to 
until  its  proper  time  for  expl{ 
be  considered  as  arrived,  entei 
into  the  house,  and  was  led  b 
a  small  sitting-room  at  one  en 
The  room  had  been  tenanted 
their  coming  by  a  gentle 
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looking  female,  who  was  employed  working 
at  a  little  table  before  the  merry,  sparkling 
fire,  and  as  she  rose  on  their  entrance, 
Philip  turned  with  an  eye  that  plainly  asked 
a  question  towards  his  companion. 

"  I  know,'*  said  Jerome  with  all  his  former 
gaiety,  *'  know  it,  Phil,  as  plainly  as  if  thou 
hadst  asked  it.  Let  me  make  thee  known 
to  Mistress  Varras  then,  for  the  same  day 
that  turned  thy  brain  and  sent  thee  soldier- 
ing, rather  unsettled  mine  and  forced  me  on 
wiving." 

'*  Thou  bast  had  a  fair  excuse,  then,"  re- 
turned the  young  soldier,  "  and  right  glad 
am  I  to  salute  my  friend's  wife  in  the  fair 
dame  before  me,"  he  continued,  taking  her 
hand,  as  she  seemed  rather  to  look  kindly 
upon  him,  and  kissing  her  cheek  while 
Jerome  laughed  and  she  blushed.  "  So 
this  is  one  of  the  changes  thou  wouldst  keep 
secret.    And  the  other  ?" 

**  Is  seen  where  we  are.  My  poor  old 
uiaster,  may  the  virgin  and  saints  befriend 
him  1  on  his  death-bed,  called  me,  his  graee- 
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less  nephew  to  bis  side,  and  because  whet 
be  was  ill,  and  could  not  attend  to  matten 
himself,  I  had  acted  with  some  care,  he  lef 
me  his  shop  and  the  stock  in  it,  and  som( 
gold  which  during  a  long  life  he  had  sav^. 
This  set  me  up  in  the  world,  and  now  J 
can  say  that  if  affairs  go  on  as  they  have 
done,  I  am  on  the  fair  road  to  prosperity." 

"  None  can  rejoice  in  the  present  pros- 
perity of  an  old  Mend  more  readily  than  1 
do,"  said  Philip,  "  and  as  my  own  lot  haf 
been  one  at  which  I  cannot  welt  repiae,  1 
have  little  jealousy  at  the  well-being  oi 
others." 

"So  I  always  thought,  Phil,"  returned 
Jerome.  "  But  we'll  not  touch  on  any  of 
those  matters  now.  Come,  my  mistress, 
let's  see  this  famous  pasty  of  thine,  and  tell 
Cicely  to  bring  with  it  a  flask  of  the  best  in 
the  house,"  he  continued,  addressing  bis 
young  wife,  "  for  I'm  hungry,  and  soldiers 
have  a  natural  right  to  be  thirsty.  Eh, 
Phil  ?  didst  leam  that  in  thy  campaign- 
ing ?" 
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"  With  many  other  matters  much  worse, 
ru  warrant  me,"  said  Philip  ;  '*  but,  Jerome, 
now  that  we  are  met,  there's  much — " 

"Not  now,  my  gallaat  soldier ;  1  know 
what  thou  wouldst  be  at,  and  after  supper 
when  we  have  dismissed  the  women,  Phil, 
we'll  get  another  flask,  draw  our  stools 
conifortably  to  the  fire,  and  chat  a  little 
about  the  past.    Here  comes  the  pasty !" 

Philip  gave  in  to  his  companion's  humour, 
and  while  Cicely  arranged  the  table  and 
placed  upon  it  a  huge  dish,  covered  with  a 
firm  thick  crust,  on  which  were  traced  with 
some  care  and  skill  the  figures  of  a  stag  and 
dogs  in  full  pursuit,  he  glanced  round  at 
the  snug  apartment  in  which  he  was  sitting, 
and  which  also  betokened  comfort  and 
prosperity.  The  gay  apprentice  had  been 
converted  into  a  sober  citizen,  and  was 
master  where  he  had  but  a  short  time  before 
been  servant.  Some  painful  ^  thoughts 
passed  through  Philip's  own  mind,  when  he 
contrasted  their  seemingly  different  fates. 
The  one  married,  happy,  full  on  the  road 
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to  prosperity  and  affluence ;  and  he  himn 
a  needy  soldier,  who  had,  it  was  true,  rise 
to  rank,  but  whose  after  life  must  be  ii 
fluenced  by  so  many  strange  causes  &o: 
which  the  draper  was  exempt.  Then  h 
.bold;  ambitious  hopes  and  schemes  occunt 
to  his  mind.  He  banished  the  subje 
from  his  thoughts,  and  contemplated  othi 
objects,  as  Jerome's  wife,  her  hair  moi 
tastefully  arranged,  and  her  personal  a] 
pearance  betokening  a  late  visit  to  bi 
mirror,  entered  tbe  apartment. 

Jerome  was  as  gay  and  lively  as  ever  ( 
table,  and  did  its  honours  with  the  eu 
of  one  wbo  felt  independent,  while  Phili 
became  somewhat  grave,  which  his  con 
panion  perceived,  but  acted  as  if  he  di 
not.  He  amused  them  with  anecdotes  c 
the  nobles,  of  their  wives  and  famiUes,  aoi 
appeared,  from  his  conversation,  to  be  wel 
acquainted  with  most  of  the  families  in  th 
city,  while  his  wife  contributed  her  stoci 
to  tbe  pleasures  of  the  evening,  and  Phili] 
soon  began  to  feel  himself  at  home. 
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"Now,  Cicely,"  said  Jerome,  turning 
to  the  serving  maid,  as  she  was  removing, 
when  the  supper  was  finished,  the  dishes 
from  the  table,  **  bring  us  another  bottle 
of  the  same  vintage,  and  then  betake  thy- 
self to  sleep,  if  thou  wiUest."  ' 

"A  fair  warning,'*  observed  his  wife, 
who  saw  that  her  husband  and  his  guest 
wished  to  talk  of  matters  that  it  was  not 
meet  for  her  to  hear.  "  A  fair  warning  for 
both  of  us/' 

**Nay,  nay,"  said  Philip,  **  we  can't  part 
so  soon." 

"Pooh,  pooh!"  replied  Jerome.  "  Women 
are  wilful,  and  must  have  their  own  way : 
a  fact  you  will  have  learned,  Phil,  when 
you're  mated  for  twelvemonths,  as  I  am. 
Don't  stop  her,  since  you  must  see  she's 
determined  to  go." 

''  Thou'lt  suffer  for  this,  thou  malicious 
libeller,"  she  said,  laughing,  and  shaking 
a  finger  at  her  husband,  as  she  rose  to  go. 
"  Good  night.  Signer." 

'*  Good  night,  fair  mistress ;  and  when 
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next  ve  meet,  we  mail  not  so  readily,  i 
80  early  part." 

"  Now,  Phil,"  said  Jerome,  puUiag  ] 
chair  closer  to  the  6re,  and  arranging  1 
drinkiDg  cups  upon  the  table, "  draw  neai 
and  let  us  chat  of  those  matters  that  < 
this  moment  uppermost  with  thee.  Fir 
remainest  thou  long  in  Grenoa  ?" 

"  I  might  go  on  the  morrow,  if  I  will) 
since  I  have  little  business  here,  and  ha 
come  to  spend  the  few  days  the  peace  m 
last,  amongst  the  only  friends  I  know." 

"  That  is  likely  enough ;  yet  still  there 
a  cause  for  thy  presence  here ;  but  of  tt 
anon.  Our  city  is  in  rather  a  doubt! 
situation,  for  we  may  be  up  to  the  chin 
war,  before  we  know  how  it  began,  or  i 
cause." 

"  Strange,  that — " 

"  And  true  to  boot,"  rejoined  Jeron 
';  This  Giannetino  Dona  is  carrying  tbini 
with  a  high  hand.  But  yesterday,  he  ai 
Count  Fiesco  might  have  come  to  blow 
and  as  the  Count  is  not  only  now  highl 
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incensed,  but  has  been  planning  something 
dangerous  during  the  last  few  months,  no 
one  knows  when  his  anger  may  break  out 
in  rebellion,  for  he  is  powerful  and  much 
Uked." 

''  How  can  you  know  that  he  has  been 
plotting  against  the  Dorias  ?" 

"  Well*  For  he  has  not  many  weeks 
returned  from  Rome ;  and  it  is  well  known 
there,  and  believed  by  many  here,  that 
when  in  the  Holy  City,  he  was  in  constant 
communication  with  the  Pope  and  with  the 
Cardinal  Trivulcius,  the  French  King's  Am- 
bassador at  Rome.  He  received  honours 
there  that  no  noble  of  the  present  day  has 
met  during  these  twenty  years ;  and  it  is 
said  on  good  authority,  that  direct  offers 
were  made  to  him  by  two  French  gentle- 
men, on  the  part  of  their  King,  and  not  long 
since,  that  they  were  renewed  by  the  cele- 
brated Peter  Strozzi,  who  had  an  interview 
with  him.  These  things  are  the  city's 
talk,  but  he  is  too  powerful  to  be  touched, 
'  unless  on  the  most  positive  authority,  and 
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as  nothing  new  has  occurred  to  strengthei 
these  reports,  they  are  dyiog  away." 

"  They  are  mere  reports  after  all,"  oh 
served  Philip. 

"  They  may  be,  and  I  hope  they  are 
yet  some  how  I  fear  not.  No  later  thai 
yesterday,  the  Venetian,  Signor  Verrioa — ' 

"  Verrina!"  muttered  Philip.  "  Go  on 
Jerome." 

"  Well,  I  was  saying,  that  the  Signoi 
Verrina  yesterday  called  at  my  shop  uudei 
pretence  of  buying  some  things  he  required, 
and  he  began  to  sound  my  inclination  to* 
wards  the  Donas  and  the  Count  T^esco. 
I  expressed  at  once  my  regard  for  the  Count ; 
and  while  he  thanked  me  for  my  kindness 
towards  him,  he  added,  *  that  I  was  bound 
in  interest  to  support  him,  as  he  had 
nothing  but  the  good  of  Genoa  at  heart.' 
I  do  not  like  that  Venetian,  Phil ;  and  now 
he  has  been  for  some  months  my  Lord 
Fiesco's  prime  adviser.  Ail  these  things 
make  me  dread  some  break  out,  and  as 
thou  art  new  in  Genoa,  owest  some  obliga- 
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tioDS  to  the  Count,  they  may  in  turn  strive 
to  join  thee  to  them.  But,  be  advised,  and 
shun  them.** 

"  Most  assuredly,  Jerome,*'  said  Philip, 
"  and  many  thanks  to  thee  !     I  will  have  { 

nothing  to  do  with  any  schemes,  no  matter  | 

what,  whilst  I  remain  in  Genoa,  be  the  time 
long  or  short.  I  would  honourably  serve  the 
noble  Count  to  the  last  drop  of  my  blood, 
tut  ru  meddle  in  no  plots  or  treason." 

"  Right,  my  boy,  right.  And  now  to 
another  matter.     Take  the  flask  ;  see,  body  f 

o'me !  it  has  stood  at  thy  elbow  this  hour. 
Drink,  for  good  drink  never  did  any  man 
tarin.  But,  Phil,  now  for  the  truth — what 
brought  thee  to  Genoa  ?** 

"To  see  old  friends.*' 

"Tut!  they  are  all  dead.  That  wild 
uncle  of  thine,  Sebastian  Larcero,  who  one 
day  says  thou  art  no  relative  of  his,  and 
another  that  thou  art,  would  be  no  induce- 
inent  to  bring  thee  here.  There  is  another 
reason,  Philip  I   Out  with  it!" 
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"  Now,  Jerome,  thou  hast  forgotten  t 
married  state  and  sobriety." 

"  Well,  well.  Yet  I  will  venture  a  guei 
The  Lady  Verona,"  and  the  young  soldii 
at  the  mere  mention  of  the  name,  turn 
various  colours,  "  does  not  forget  t 
humble  apprentice  that  saved  her  life." 

"  How  know  you,  Jerome  ?"  eagei 
asked  Philip. 

"  I  see  the  cause  is  a^arent  now.  We 
it  is  a  noble  venture,  and  the  more  I  see 
the  world,  the  more  my  mind  chaag< 
Stand  hard  to  thy.  purposes,  Philip,  ai 
thou  may'st  succeed,  for  the  lady  not  on 
remembers  thee,  but  frequently  comes  hei 
and  never  forgets  to  tak  for  thee  before  si 
goes.  Through  her  interest  I  supply  tl 
Count  and  his  people  with  all  they  mi 
require  in  my  way ;  and  I  know,  for  sure! 
that  she  has  refused  my  Lord  Annib 
Balbi,  and  some  would  add,  the  Signi 
Verrina.  Her  dowry  is  extensive;  tl 
Venetian,  by  report,  is  needy." 
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•'  Verrina  again  I  **  exclaimed  Philip. 
"  There  is  some  strange  circumstance  coa- 
Dected  with  that  name  which  I  cannot  now 
call  to  memory.  Let  it  pass  !  Jerome,  it 
is  needless  to  disguise  from  you  my  feelings 
towards  the  Lady  Verona.  She  has  tra- 
velled with  me  in  memory  ;  every  deed  has 
been  done  with  the  hope  of  rendering  me 
worthy  of  daring  to  love  her,  but  my  heart 
fails  me.  A  pensioner  upon  a  stranger's 
bounty ;  myself  without  name  or  connexion, 
unless  with  a  low  cut-throat,  for  he's  not 
much  better  ;  I  can  hardly  think — pshaw ! 
the  thing  is  madness  1" 

"Not  so  bad,"  said  Jerome.  **This 
Sebastian  Larcero  knows  something  about 
you,  more  than  perhaps  he  will  tell.  He 
brought  you  to  old  Calva,  who  is  his  mo- 
ther's brother,  and  whether  his  story  be 
true  or  false,  I  cannot  say,  yet  he  is  the 
only  man  can  decide  the  business ;  and  if 
he  will  be  bribed,  why,  Phil,  I  have  a  few 
crowns,  and  they  are  at  your  service." 

"  May  God  bless  you !  Jerome !"  said  the 
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youDg  soldier,  much  affected.  "  I  kne 
you  were  kind-hearted,  but  I  could  hard! 
think  you  would  part  with  your  hard  eamini 
for  such  a  cause.  I  am  thankful,  deep! 
thankful,  yet  1  could  not  accept  your  offer,  f( 
if  this  Sebastian  Larcero  possess  a  secre 
steel,  not  gold,  must  wring  it  out  of  him." 

"  Ay,  ay  I  the  soldier  speaks  there,  m 
the  draper.  But,  Philip,  be  cautions — t 
prudent.  If  he  state  what  is  not  true,  an 
he  is  no  saint  any  how,  you  must  find  mean 
to  come  at  his  secret  without  alarming  bin 
And  as  for  steel,  it's  the  Only  valuable  meti 
be  deals  in,  since  he's  more  ready  to  cut 
throat,  than  pay  a  score." 

"  I  know  such  is  his  character ;  but  whs 
will  not  a  man  venture  to  gain  a  prize  lik 
the  Lady  Verona  ?  I  would  peril  life  for 
smile — ^for  a  kind  word.  What  then  woul' 
I  not  give  for  herself  ?  We  have  pursue* 
this  subject  too  far,  and  as  the  hour  grow 
late,  we  will  now  drop  it.  You  have  m; 
chiefreasons  for  coming  to  Genoa;  toknoi 
what  is  my  relationship  to  this  Larcero,  am 
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the  wild  hope — nay,"  and  he  checked  him- 
self, "the  desire  only  to  see  the  Lady  Verona. 
I  may,  I  can  succeed  in  the  army,  for  though 
not  long  there,  I  have  interest,  and  I  have 
made  gold.     I  am  young  T* 

*'  And  there  is  hope  in  youth  and  strength, 
Phil,"  interrupted  Jerome.  **  Try  the  flask 
again !  The  night  is  chill,  and  you  may 
need  it.  Pooh !  no  refusal ;"  and  filling 
his  friend's  cup,  he  replenished  his  own, 
and  drank  to  his  success. 

*'  I  will  now  go,"  said  Philip  rising. 
*'  You  have  my  most  valuable  secret,  and 
I  need  hardly  say,  that  it  is  safe  with  you." 

"  Until  death." 

**  I  know  that.  I  venture  boldly,  pre- 
sumingly,  yet  somehow  1  have  hope.  Stop 
"^hy  the  saints,  I  remember  I  You  spoke  of 
Signer  Verrina — dost  remember  Castrucci, 
who  made — ^" 

"  Remember  !"  said  Jerome.  *'  May  the 
saints  protect  me!"  and  he  blessed  him- 
self '*  but  I  do  well  remember  his  fame  and 
occupation." 
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'*  Well,"  coQtiaued  Philip,  "  on  the  d 
of  the  Count's  marriage,  when  he  was  goi 
away  with  the  young  Signora,  who  faiol 
beude  as,  he  told  me  to  beware  of  V< 
rina." 

"  Indeed  1"  said  Jerome  thoughtful 
"  The  Signor  Verrina  somewhat  resemb! 
you." 

"  Pooh !  of  what  think  yon  ?" 

"  I  can  hardly  tell,  Philip,  Stran 
thoughts  come  over  me." 

"  And  most  fanciful  ones,"  replied  i 
other.  "  Good  night,  now.  On  the  mc 
row  I  may  see  you  ;"  and  shaking  heart) 
Jerome's  hand,  he  entered  the  street,  lea 
ing  the  draper,  who  stood  for  some  tit 
regarding  his  departing  figure,  until  it  w 
lost  in  the  gloom. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Philip  proceeded  slowly  down  the  street, 

pondering  upon  the  varions  topics  which 

he  had  discussed  with  Jerome.     His  mind 

^as  considerably  agitated  between  his  own 

private  feelings,  and  the  additional  causes 

for  disquietude  and  anxious  thoughts  which 

his  friend  had  mentioned ;  and  in  the  still 

streets,  when  nothing  presented  itself  to 

alter  the  current  of  his  ideas,  the  padt  came 

up  forcibly  before  him,  colouring  with  its 

memories   his  anticipations  of  the  hidden 

future.     He  did  not  hide  from  himself  that 

he  loved  the  beautiful  Verona,  and  loved 

her  too  with  a  depth    and    intensity   of 
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passion  tbat  seemed  to  gather  new  streaj 
from  the  presamed  hopelcBsaess  of 
success ;  from  the  very  difficulties  that  r 
bold  and  towering  before  his  eager  e; 
But  once  had  he  dared  to  hope,  to  imagii 
tbat  bis  rising  fame — the  patronage  i 
gallantry  had  created — the  gold  be  h 
rang  out  of  hardship  and  peril  of  li 
might  give  bim  character  and  standing 
enable  him  to  enter  the  lists  with  otl 
competitors  for  her  favour  ;  yet  ail  this  v 
DOW  clouded  and  obscured,  bis  uncertf 
rank  was  more  than  counterbalance  for 
his  own  acquired  claims. 

"  I  will  banish  her  from  my  mind  I  stri 
to  forget  her !"  be  muttered  to  himself, 
rapidly  he  strode  through  the  street 
keeping  his  sword  to  be  ready  in  case 
danger.  "  She  is  far  removed  from  c 
grasp,  and,  perhaps,  in  another  land  I  mi 
meet  with  one  as  gentle  and  as  fair,  whe: 
unknown  myself,  the  past  may  not  darkt 
my  future.  I  will — "  yet  his  firmei 
resolve    yielded    before    her    image,    as 
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Striving  to  shape  some  other  plan  of  con- 
duct—some scheme  that  would  seem  to 
promise  success  that  he  still  hoped  to  gain, 
he  slackened  his  pace,  and  proceeded  more 
slowly.  The  narrow  streets  were  over- 
shadowed by  the  lofty  buildings  that  on 
each  side  flanked  them,  and  the  sky  above 
was  as  dark  as  the  ground  on  which  he 
walked,  for  not  a  star  was  visible ;  but  a 
constant  succession  of  blacky  lowering 
clouds  passed  over  the  face  of  the  heavens, 
and  seemed  to  clothe  in  their  own  obscurity 
the  roofs  of  the  tall  houses  beside  him. 
Genoa's  marble  edifices  wore  the  livery  of 
iiigbt,  and  seemed  like  walls  of  dark  stone, 
not  the  beautiful  monuments  of  taste  and 
gi^ndeur,  on  which  the  sun's  beams  rested, 
^  if  to  borrow  new  splendour  from  their 
touch. 

The  darkness  was  not  observed  by  one 
^ell  acquainted  with  the  streets  through 
which  he  was  passing,  and  their  very 
stillness  unvaried  by  objects  or  sounds, 
^hile  it  threw  his  mind  back  upon  subjects 
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most  familiar  with  its  usual  contemplati 
afforded  do  new  matter  to  dwell  up 
As  he  passed  rapidly  through  the  stre 
CD  bis  course  to  the  "White  Cross,"  soi 
distant  noise  startled  him,  and  when 
proceeded  a  few  steps  farther,  the  sout 
of  clashing  swords,  and  men  shouting  a 
cursing  were  distinctly  heard.  He  instan 
turned  the  corner  leading  to  the  hostel 
and  beheld  a  few  paces  from  that  poi 
and  not  many  yards  distant  from  the  bou 
a  group  of  persons  fighting,  while  t 
others  not  engaged  stood  a  little  remo^ 
from  them,  holding  torches,  and  so  mani 
ing  their  light  as  to  throw  into  its  f 
stream  those  opposite  to  them. 

"  Ho  !  a  Doria  to  the  aid  1"  shouted  c 
of  the  torchvbearers. 

"Help,  for  a  flescol"  exclaimed  one 
those  opposed  to  them. 

"  A  ready  blade  for  the  gallant  Coont 
shouted  Philip,  loung  in  the  excitement 
the  moment  all  remembrance  of  Jeronn 
cautions,  and  thinking  but  of  bis  obligati^ 
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to  the  Count  Fiesco,  as  he  sprung  boldly 
into  the  middle  of  the  combatants,  and 
striking  with  his  unarmed  left  hand  one  of 
the  torch-bearers,  he  seized  the  light,  and 
rendered  the  fight  more  equal  by  enabling 
the  Fiesco  party  to  see  their  opponents. 

"Many  thanks  to  you,  Sir  stranger!" 
said  a  tall  man  of  the  side  on  which  Philip 
had  ranged  himself.  "Your  assistance  has 
come  when  most  needed,  for  these  base 
knaves  have  waited  and  attacked  us,  when 
they  knew  we  were  unequal  to  them  in 
numbers  and  preparation.  Ho,  my  men  ! 
a  blow  for  the  gallant  Count !" 

"  Help  for  a  Doria  1*'  again  shouted  the 
others ;  but  as  Philip's  aid  had  considerably 
changed  the  position  of  the  parties,  the  fol- 
lowers  of  the  Dorias  were  gradually  yielding 
before  their  opponente,  when  there  was  a  call 
of  the  night-watch,  and  the  noise  of  many 
approaching  was    also    heard,    while    the 
people  of  the  "  White  Cross,"  had  come 
out   into   the  street,   and  the  place   was 
lighted  by  several  flambeaux  and  torches. 
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"Separate  themt  In  thi 
Republic,  put  up  your  wea[ 
the  captain  of  the  watct 
advance  of  his  men  who  we 
"Put  up  your  weapons  I 
lights  there  1     Ho,  lights  I" 

"  Slit  that  knave's  wind 
another  amongst  the  Doria 
the  point  of  a  weapon  into 
some  of  you  ?  Now,  my  ta 
the  watch.  A  blow  for  D 
look  ye,  each  for  himself." 

*'  Seize  the   knaves — tht 
said  the  leader  of  the  othc 
must  purge  the  city  of  si 
we    ever  expect  peace, 
masters  1" 

"  In  the  name  of  the  St 
captain,  attempting  to  interj 

"That  for  thy  State  I  . 
Rally  round  bold  Larcei 
turned  his  face  from  steel 
other,  striking  down  with 
hand  the  previous  speaker, 
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watch,  in  the  absence  of  a  leader,  stood  as 
if  considering  rather  to  keep  oflf  the  crowd 
than  put  an  end  to  the  fray;  and  the 
leader  of  the  Fiesco  party,  on  hearing  the 
announcement  of  his  opponent's  name, 
increased  his  own  efforts,  and  called  upon 
bis  men  to  persevere. 

"They  fly!  Do  not  spare  the  cut- 
throats !" 

'*The  Signor  Verrina,  by  the  saints!" 
exclaimed  Larcero,  as  the  light  of  the 
torches  flashed  fair  in  his  opponent's  face. 
**  Now,  villain  I  What,  ho !  two  Verrinas  V* 
for  now  that  Philip,  who  fought  beside  the 
Venetian,  was  engaged,  there  was  a  strong 
resemblance  between  them.  **Two  Ver- 
rinas !  or,  I  see  old  Antony  Calva's  appren- 
tice. Put  up  your  sword.  Sir,  and  do  not 
slay  your  own  uncle." 

"  Uncle  !'*  repeated  Philip,  dropping  his 
sword's  point,  as  if  uncertain  how  to  act. 

Calva's  apprentice  ?"  muttered  Verrina, 
"  the  only  proof  that  could  injure  me !  for 
this   cut-throat's    word    is    not    worth    a 
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thought,"  and  aUowing  Larcero  to  p 
upon  him,  he  retreated  behind  the  yo 
soldier,  until  the  latter  stood  between  ] 
and  his  opponent. 

"  Stand  aside,  sirrah  1"  shouted  Laro 

"Hold  I  Beat  down  their  weapons, 
menl"  exclaimed  the  captain,  rising  to 
feet,  as  soon  aa  he  could.  "  Give  up  ; 
swords,  Sirs,"  and  the  watch,  now  direc 
boldly  interfered. 

"  A  parting  blessing,  Signor  1"  i 
Larcero,  making  a  desperate  lunge  at 
Venetian. 

"To  thy  heart,  knave,  if  I  can  I" 
claimed  Verrina,  drawing  rapidly  beh 
PhiUp,  whose  sword  had  been  knoc! 
aside  by  the  guard,  and,  shortening 
weapon  until,  if  he  had  used  it,  the  p( 
would  have  entered  the  young  soldi 
body,  while  be  also  served  as  a  shi 
to  ward,  from  the  Venetian,  Larcei 
blows,  who  appeared  Etfraid  to  strike  1 
be  should  injure  him.  "  To  thy  he 
knave  1" 
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"Saints!  Signer,  thou  mistakest  thy 
man,"  was  uttered  by  a  voice  near  him, 
while  his  sword  was  stricken  from  his  hand, 
and  Philip  thrown  to  the  one  side  beyond 
his  reach. 

**  How,  sirrah  ? — Signor  Lomellino  !" 
exclaimed  the  Venetian,  surprised. 

"  Thou  should' St  have  gone  on  thy  knees, 
Signor ;  for  a  point  farther,  and  thy  blade 
would  have  been  in  this  youngster's  heart." 

"  Impossible !" 

** Indeed!  Ah!  We  are  unscrupulous 
in  this  generation,  and  risk  life  here,  and 
salvation  hereafter,  to  destroy  dangerous 
evidence." 

**How,  Signor?  What  mean  ye?" 
asked  Verrina,  haughtily. 

"  Pooh  !  Not  much.  The  guard  is  de- 
manding swords;  and  see,  the  Dorias  are 
flying.    Come — give  up  thy  weapon." 

**  Certainly.  Since,  in  this  instance,  I 
but  defended  my  life  against  the  attack  of 
these  foul  knaves.  Men,  surrender  your 
swords !" 
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Philip  rose,  stniiDed  and  confused.  ' 
lights  had  multiplied.  Tlie  torches 
peared  to  illumine  the  whole  space  benei 
around,  and  ahore  him ;  and  when  he  loo! 
at  the  faces  of  those  who  stood  near, 
found  the  Venetian's  dark,  piercing 
directed  full  upon  him,  as  if  its  gla 
would  penetrate  his  most  hidden  thoug 
and  search  his  very  heart.  Castruc 
warning  almost  sounded  in  his  ears,  and 
turned  round,  as  if  he  were  at  his  s: 
expecting  to  see  him ;  for  when  he  '. 
completely  recovered  his  senses,  and  ki 
more  of  his  situation,  he  could  imagine 
deadly  danger  from  which  either  a  ftiem 
or  interested  hand,  had  rescued  him,  i 
he  was  sure  that  the  Venetian's  sword  1 
never  been  so  directed  without  des 
against  his  life.  The  Venetian  stood  ap 
from  Lomellino,  who  remained  near  Phil 
and  was  apparentiy  occupied  in  giv 
orders  to  the  patrol,  which  he  command 
yet  his  eyes  would  furtively  range  from  1 
young  soldier  to  Verrina,  and  he  appeal 
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to  be  making  some  rapid  comparison  be- 
tween them.    He  turned  to  Philip. 

"  I  fear  me,  Signor,  that  my  interference 
—though,  perchance,  it  saved  your  life — 
has  not  been  too  courteously  rendered: 
siDce,  in  truth,  a  point  further,  and  my 
friend's  weapon  might  have  passed  through 
you,  for  he  was  so  entangled,  as  not  to  be 
able  to  use  his  sword,  unless  at  your  great 
peril," 

**I  cannot  but  be  most  grateful  to  you, 
Signor,"  said  Philip,  "  and  can  easily  bear 
a  few  bruises  when  I  have  escaped  a 
greater  danger." 

"Your  injuries,"  said  Verrina,  con- 
straining himself,  as  if  with  a  great  eflfort 
to  address  Philip  in  terms  of  apparent  cour- 
tesy, "  must  be  deeply  regretted  by  me, 
since  we  owe  to  your  timely  aid  our  relief 
from  those  rascally  knaves  ;  and  if  Battista 
Verrina  can  ever  in  aught  aid  you,  you 
will  find  that  he  will  not  forget  this 
night." 


"  I  am  much  beholden  to  you,  Signor, 

VOL.   I.  L 
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replied  Philip,  and  as  he  looked  npoo  th 
Venetian's  face,  he  thought  he  coald  trac 
in  its  expression  more  of  hatred  than  affec 
tioD,  "  and,  perhaps,  when  I  need  a  favou 
I  naay  trouble  yon.  The  hour  is  now  lat< 
and  as  I  have  been  in  the  saddle  sine 
morning  with  little  respite,  I  shall  wish  yoi 
a  good  night,  and  betake  myself  to  m 
lodging  at  the  *  White  Cross,'  unless  th 
Commandant  of  the  City  feels  inclined  t 
otherwise  bestow  me." 

"  You  have  my  full  permission  to  de 
part,"  said  Lomellino.     "  Good  night  1" 

"  Good  night  1"  added  Verrina,  making  i 
stately  bow  to  Philip,  who  returning  it  ai 
haughtily,  proceeded  to  the  hostelry ;  whili 
Lomellino,  after  having  restored  his  swon 
to  the  Venetian,  and  given  some  orders  tc 
the  sergeant  of  the  watch,  approached  thi 
former. 

"  Our  road  is  the  same,  Signor;" 

"Not  this  night,"  said  the  Venetian, 
calmly,  and  regarding  the  other  with  a 
pecuUar  look.     "  We  separate  here." 
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"  As  you  please,  Signer,"  returned  Lomel- 
lino.     "  Adieu." 

The  Venetian  paused  to  look  after  him, 
while  his  attendants  having  armed  them- 
selves again,  and  arranged  their  disordered 
dresses,  remained  standing  until  he  would 
proceed. 

"  The  sordid,  huxtering  knave  !*'  he  mut- 
tered to  himself,  as  he  walked  towards  the 
Count  Fiesco's  palace ;  ''  he  thinks  he  has 
me  in  bis  toils,  and  yet  he  will  not  succeed. 
No,  no!  The  Count  is  ripe — ^the  Dorias 
insolent — all  on  the  verge  of  conunotion ; 
and  I  mistrust  myself,  or  the  general  shock 
may  produce  individual  henefit.  This  Lo- 
niellino  must  he  removed.  The  others  will 
bide  their  time  ;  for  one  is  worthless — the 
other  powerless.  Get  forward,  some  of 
ye !"  he  continued,  aloud,  to  his  attendants, 
"  and  rap  at  my  Lord  Fiesco's  gate.'* 
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CHAPTEE  XV. 

In  a  spacious  apartment  of  the  Coui 
Fiesco's  palace  sat  a  man  beside  a  larg 
able  employed  in  writing.  The  table  ws 
»>Tered  with  numerous  papers  and  doci 
nents,  plans  and  sketches  of  Genoa,  an 
he  surrounding  neighbourhood,  which  tb 
>ccupant  of  the  room  seemed  to  study  am 
Kinder  over  with  the  most  meurked  atteo 
ion.  It  was  a  spacious  apartment,  ye 
Qore  remarkable  for  some  peculiarity  visi 
lie  in  its  ornaments  and  furniture,  thai 
ither  for  the  singular  beauty  of  the  firs! 
ir  the  rich  magnificence  of  the  latter.     Tbi 
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walls  were  hung  with  black  velvet,  relieved 
at  the  bottom  and  the  top  by  a  broad  stripe 
of  silver-lace,  that  was  ornamented  by  a 
deep  silver  fringe  below,  and  was  gathered 
like  drapery  round  two  windows,  whose 
panes  were  formed  of  the  richest  stained 
glass.  In  the  recess  between  the  windows, 
on  a  shield  of  silver,  edged  with  gold,  were 
blazoned  the  proud  arms  of  the  house  of 
Fiesco,  that  traced  its  lineage  back  to  a 
liigh  name  under  one  of  the  early  Empe- 
rors, while  under  it  Was  a  collection  of 
curious  daggers,  some  the  production  of 
Grecian  or  Roman  ingenuity,  some  of 
African  or  Asiatic  origin,  and  others 
gathered  from ^  the  shops  of  the  most  cun- 
ning mechanics  of  France  and  Italy, — all 
arranged  in  the  shape  of  a  star,  their 
blades  its  centre,  and  their  curiously 
shaped,  and,  in  many  instances,  richly 
ornamented  handles,  glittering  with  pre- 
cious stones,  turned  outwards.  One  large 
and  massive  silver  lamp  was   suspended 
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from  the  cdUng,  ithich  vas  beantifb 
pointed  Id  fresco,  and  the  raya  of  the  llj 
were -reflected  from  the  emblazoned  shif 
and  the  Btar  upon  thrte  busts  placed  ubi 
them.  One  was  a  representation  of  Al 
andcr,  another  of  Julius  Caesar,  and  i 
third  was  Brutna,  hoUing  in  his  right  ht 
the  dag^r  which  he  had  employed  agai 
the  life  of  the  first  Roman  Emperor, 
another  recess  of  the  apartment,  oppoi 
to  one  in  whiefa  stood  a  knightly  figure 
full  armour,  holding  his  helmet  in  t 
hand,  and  in  the  other  a  parchment  scr 
was  a  small  case,  whose  front  was  partit 
shroaded  by  the  anas  that  was  looped 
on  both  sides ;  yet  to  many  its  coote: 
would  hare  been  mor6- valuable  than  all  i 
other  ornaments  in  the  room.  It  contaii 
an  armoury  from  which  genius  was  tt 
drawing  weapons  more  durable  than  swi 
or  arquebuse — wtafona,  whose  effects  i 
fett  when  t2ie  fame  of  conquest,  a 
the  breath  of  valour  are  hushed — boob 
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that  speak  to  man  with  tongues  rich 
in  wisdom.  In  that  small  recess  was 
the  Count  of  Lavagna's  library^  a  small, 
though  rare  and  costly  collection  of  manu- 
scripts and  copies  of  some  of  the  earhest 
works  that  had  issued  from  the  printing 
press;  works  then  valuable — now  almost 
fortunes. 

The  occupant  of  this  apartment  was  in  the 
very  spring  of  life.  His  position  was  higher 
than  that  of  most  of  the  nobles  of  Genoa  with 
^hom  he  associated ;  too  high  for  a  subject 
in  many  States,  too  exalted  for  a  slave  in  his 
own;  his  wealth  princely;  his  geuerosity 
hardly  removed  from  extravagance;  his 
character  liked  ;  his  person  almost  idolized  ; 
his  natural  and  acquired  advantages  thus 
placing  him  in  a  dangerous  elevation, 
where  insult  might  breed  revenge,  and  re- 
venge hatch  successful  revolution.  In 
person,  he  was  somewhat  above  the  average 
height,  and  the  loose  robe  which  he  then 
wore  was  open  at  the  neck,  and  displayed 
beneath  a  broad   and    ample  chest,  that 
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denoted  great  bodily  power.  His  he: 
which  was  a  little  thrown  back,  for  since 
hare  first  noticed  him,  he  had  laid  aside  I 
occupation,  and  apparently  sunk  into  silc 
communion  with  his  own  thoughts,  enabl 
his  gaze  to  rest  upon  the  Roman  Bruti 
and  the  look  with  which  he  regarded  t1 
mistaken  propagator  of  liberty  was  h 
melancholy — half  solemn.  The  past  t' 
years  had  made  a  marked  change  up 
the  occupant  of  this  apartment.  Th 
found  him  at  their  commencement,  yon 
and  enthusiastic,  looking  at  life  as  a  mea 
of  pleasurable  enjoyment,  yet  his  own  pc 
tion  and  another's  insolence  had  produc 
their  natural  fruit.  In  a  State  constitut 
as  Genoa  then  was,  it  required  nice  disc 
mination  so  to  balance  the  power  of  t 
nobility,  that  neither  man  nor  pai 
amongst  them  should  predominate.  Tt 
precaution  was  forgotten  by  the  young 
Doria ;  and  avariciouB  of  power,  he  » 
making  a  grave  for  himself,  where  he  shou 
tie  the  victim  of  Fiesco'a  determined  ve 
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geance,  who  now  at  the  hoar  of  midnight 
Id  his  own  palace  was  plotting  his  imme- 
diate destruction. 

''  I,  too  !"  he  muttered  to  himself,  and  his 
eyes  slowly  fell  from  the  marble  features  of 
Bratus,  ''I  too  may  become  a  Brutus. 
How  know  I  whether  in  these  schemes 
which  I  now  plan,  success  may  not  bring 
ruin  ?  There  are  but  few  in  this  course  of 
ambition  I  may  trust.  Is  there  even  one  ? 
Yet  it  is  a  glorious  resolve,  too/'  and  his  eye 
brightened  up  as  if  the  spirit,  not  the  tongue, 
spoke,  **  ay,  glorious  1  to  rule  and  command, 
to  satisfy  the  thirst  for  power,  and  I,  when 
this  upstart  minion  is  removed,  I,  whose 
family  traces  its  descent  for  centuries, 
whose  wealth  places  me  at  the  head  of 
the  nobles  of  (xenoa,  indulge  in  no  foolish 
thought,  when  I  reflect  that  success  may 
make  me  the  ruler  of  this  Republic.  There 
is  some  one  without,"  for  the  sound  of  the 
rapping  at  the  gate  had  penetrated  into  the 
apartment.  He  rung  a  small  silver  hand-bell 
that  lay  on  the  table. 
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"  Hie  SigDor  Verriaa,"  said  a  lorrani 
opening  the  door. 

"Ah,  my  friend  1"  exclaimed  Fiesco  o 
seeing  the  Venetian ;  "I  had  hard! 
dreamed  of  this  pleasure  to-night.  B 
seated  I    What  is  the  news  ?" 

"It  comes  so  quickly,  and  in  sudi  goo 
store,"  returned  Verrina,  "that  one  mui 
count  the  time  to  tell  it,  in  days  not  hours. 

"  Thou  wouldst  restrain  my  curiosity  to 
long,"  said  Fiesco,  smiling;  then  as  h 
quickly  obserred  a  rent  in  the  other's  cloa^ 
he  exclaimed,  "  I  see  there  is  more  in  thi 
than  I  thought  at  first  Thou  art  wounded 
Some  street  fray  ?" 

"  No,  not  wounded,"  replied  VerriDs 
interrupting  him. 

"What  is  this  then,  Signor?  lam 
novice,  or  thou  bast  been  handling  steel 
and  that  not  for  amusement  either,"  sai* 
Fiesco,  pointing  to  the  rent. 

"  Tis  but  a  repetition  of  this  morning' 
insult." 

"  What  mean  ye  ?" 
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"  This,  Not  an  hour  since,  when  on  my 
road  to  my  own  dwelling,  the  cry  of  '  a 
Fiesco  !*  was  raised  by  some  of  the  Ooria 
cut-throats,  and  as  it  is  enough  to  be  known 
by  thee  to  excite  these  men's  enmity,  we 
were  beset,  and  but  for  the  intervention  of 
the  night  watch,  might  have  been  murdered, 
and  that  too  in  free  Genoa." 

"  Free  no  longer  I"  exclaimed  Fiesco. 
"  But  the  time  comes  when  we  shall  get  rid 
of  these  clogs  upon  us,  who  would  keep  us 
down  that  they  may  rule.  Signor,  know  ye 
aught  of  these  men  ?" 

"  One  I  believe  is  the  chief  agent  of  my 
l/)rd    Doria,     a  knave    called    Sebastian 
Larcero.    The  others  are  of  the  mob  of  the 
Doria  retainers." 
**  And  there  was  no  provocation  ?" 
'*  None,  my  Lord  1    Not  even  a  word." 
"  Then,  my  Verrina,  our  time  approaches. 
On  the  morrow  thou  shalt  learn  more,  ay, 
thou  shalt  hear  all  I     Bold  hearts  and  cun- 
ning minds  rule   States  ;  why  should  they 
not  defend  or  purify  them  ?     Our  position 
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does  not  improve.  This  morniog  persunaJ 
insulted ;  this  eveniDg  more  than  insuUe 
outraged  in  your  person  ?  By  Hearen 
these  indignities  are  do  longer  to  be  endure 
They  shall  not — must  not  be  I" 

"Yet,"  observed  the  Venetian,  "wid. 
old  Andrew  Doria  lives,  Giannetino  ndes.'' 

"  Lives  !"  repeated  Fiesco,  and  then  1 
added  impetuoasly,  "  I  would  stab  him  1 
the  heart  in  the  midst  of  the  Senate,  did 
think  that  with  his  life  the  arrogance  of  h 
nephew  ended.  But  no ;  destroy  the  youn 
tree,  and  time  will  rot  out  its  root.  Sigao 
thou  knowest  much  of  my  mind  on  thi 
matter;  by  the  morrow  thou  mayst  leai 
more,  and  now  since  thou  hast  suffered  n 
bodily  barm,  we  will  treasure  up  these  sbn 
in  secret,  but  will  make  no  open  talk  i 
them.    Thou  understandest  ?" 

"  Well,  my  Lord  ;  plots  thrive  most  i 
secret  I"  said  the  Venetian,  and  then  ti 
muttered  to  himself,  "  this  fruit  is  riper  tha 
I  bad  ventured  to  hope." 

"Ahl"  returned  Fiesco,  "great design 


THB    HALF-BROTHERS. 


229 


are  formed  in  the  dark ;  but  when  they 
brave  the  light,  they  must  be  able  to  bear 
it ;  for  their  success  is  glory,  their  failure 
treason-  Let  us  drop  the  subject  now.  A 
few  hours  may  decide  the  fate  of  Genoa, 
nay,  even  our  own  lives." 

"  We  are  not  over-secure  of  them  as  it 
is,"  said  Verrina  with  a  quaint  smile,  "  for 
whea  these  men  attack  me  in  the  public 
streets,  they  may  not  spare  my  Lord 
Fiesco." 

"True,   yet  that    will    cease  ;"    replied 
Fiesco  ?  while  a  servant  entered  the  apart- 
ment, and  placed  in  his  hand  a  slip  of  paper. 
"Admit  him    quickly T'      The    Venetian 
rose.  "  Do  not  leave  me  for  some  minutes," 
continued  Fiesco.     "  You  will  find  the  Lady 
Verona  disengaged,  and  can  pass  the  time 
with  her  until  I  have  dispatched  a  business 
that  now  claims  my  attention.    The  servant 
will  conduct  you  to  the  Lady  Leonora's 
apartments,"  and  as  the  Venetian  quitted 
the  room,  the  arras  on  the  opposite  wall 
was  quickly  drawn  aside,  and  through  a 
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secret  dour  concealed  behind  it,  a  n 
muffled  and  disguised  entered.  The  1 
step  had  been  taken,  and  Uie  Count 
now  irrevocably  committed.  The  Venei 
knew  his  thoughts  and  wishes,  and  at 
followed  the  guidance  of  the  serrant  i 
that  portion  of  the  palace,  which  had  fa 
allotted  to  the  ladies  of  the  house  and  tl 
attendants,  with  active  fancy  he  was  devii 
schemes  by  which  he  might  still  more  el 
the  Count  to  his  purposes,  for  in  them 
saw  a  prospect  of  success  ;  and  even  if 
others  might  fail,  and  Genoa  remain  1 
from  foreign  rule,  his  busy  miad  conti 
plated  personal  advantages  known  but 
himself,  yet  to  himself  most  important. 

Few  men  could  manage  circumstan 
with  more  caution  than  Yerrina,  and  nu 
ing  in  his  heart  more  than  one  cherisl 
project,  it  was  his  desire  to  turn  to  tt 
advancement  the  occurrences  of  the  daj 
no  matter  what  the  effects  on  others,  since 
was  careless  of  their  failure  if  it  promo 
his  success,  and  now  compassed  by  daog 


THE    HALF-BEOTHBRS. 


231 


he  sought  deliverance  by  any  means,  he 
never  reckoned  what.  The  sounds  of  sweet 
music  were  wafted  to  his  ears  from  the  end 
of  the  passage  on  which  he  had  now 
entered,  and  then  a  low-toned,  though 
exquisitely  harmonious  voice  was  heard  as  it 
accompanied  the  instrument.  Verrina 
paused,  seemingly  chained  by  the  sounds, 
^tile  the  servant  went  forward  and  an- 
nounced on  opening  the  door, 

"The   Signer    Verrina  !"     The    music 
ceased,  and  the  Venetian  entered. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Jbbomb  Varsas,  while  he 
common  rumours  of  the  day  a 
citizeDS  of  Genoa  in  his  convei 
Philip,  had  almost  correctly  in 
of  the  latter  acts  of  the  Count  Fi 
nobleman  had  been  bo  stung  by  i 
of  the  younger  Doria,  so  ezaspei 
haughty  rudeness,  that  he  only 
time  and  opportunities  to  reve 
and  deliver  the  State  from  hii 
but  when  his  desires  were  mere 
at  by  the  interested  politicians  i 
offers  were  made  to  him  that  w 
to  the  value  of  his  own  position 
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new  hopes  to  enter  his  mind.  From  a  wish 
to  rid  the  State  of  one  who  had  made  him- 
self almost  universally  hated,  he  began  to 
think  that  the  power  he  would  overthrow 
in  Giannetino  Doria,  might  be  lodged  with 
more  efficacy  in  his  own  hands ;  and  whilst 
wrongs  tempted  him  to  revenge,  revenge 
bred  him  to  ambition. 

Amongst  the   cunning  politicians    of  a 
period  rich  in  intellect  of  every  character, 
the  Cardinal  Augustine  Trivulcius,  Francis' 
Ambassador  at  the  Court  of  Rome,  held  a 
high  and  distinguished  position.    He  saw, 
that  if  the  Count  Fiesco  could  be  turned  to 
his  purposes,  Genoa,  which  had  been  lost 
by  the  revolt  of  Andrew  Doria,  might  again 
be  restored  to  the  authority  of  France  ;  and 
acting  under  this  hope,  no  opportunity  that 
might    tend  to  his    advantage    had  been 
dropped.      In  the  interview  which  he  had 
with  him  at  Rome,  he  inflamed  his  hatred 
towards  the  Doria  s,  dwelt  upon  his  position 
in  a  State  where  his  superior  merit  must 
be  unavoidably  sacrificed  to  the  greater  in- 
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flaence  of  the  other,  and  drav 
ambitious  feelings  of  his  a 
reckoDed  upon  the  probable  s 
revolution  which  might  place 
head  of  the  goverament.  He  evi 
the  assistance  of  France ;  offer 
p»y  and  command  of  six  gal 
King's  service,  a  gariison  of  t 
men  in  Montobio,  a  strong  moun 
on  the  hereditary  estate  of  th 
company  of  gens  ^armes,  and  a 
twelve  thousand  crowns.  Fi< 
time  to  consider  these  proposals 
meanwhile  he  returned  to  Genoi 

The  Cardiaal,  however,  had  m 
of  the  probable  success  of  bis  8 
he  had  those  in  Genoa,  who  ac 
ported  the  occurrences  that 
there ;  and  thinking  that  the  tii 
for  an  answer  to  bis  proposals,  1 
patched  an  agent  who  had  a 
morniug  in  the  dty,  and  non 
interview  with  the  Count. 

"  Signer  Foderato,"  sud  Fiest 
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sealed  letter  from  the  hand  of  the  man  who 
bad  been  introduced  to  the  Count's  pre- 
sence after  the  Venetiaif  s  departure,  "  you 
are  my  own  relative,  and  as  you  must  well 
know  the  object  of  this  mission — " 

"  To  obtain  your  answer  to  certain  ques- 
tions proposed  by  his  Eminence  the 
Cardiaal  Trivulcius/'  interrupted  the  other. 
"  Yes,"  continued  Fiesco,  •*  the  Cardi- 
nal comes  like  the  tempter  in  the  moment 
of  weakness,  when  injury  battles  reason,  and 
insult  urges  pride.  But  go  on,  Signor  I 
His  Eminence  may  have  furnished  some 
new  matter  for  contemplation." 

''No  more  than  what  was  proposed  at 
Rome.  The  conditions  have  been  before 
you  for  some  time,  yet  peihaps  in  the  inter- 
val my  Lord  Doria  has  become  gentle." 

" Gentle  1"  exclaimed  Fiesco."  "Yea, 
truly  has  he  1  Gentle  as  the  tiger  at  bay  ! 
tmld  as  a  ravenous  wolf !  No,  no  1  Let  us 
talk  of  the  conditions  of  this  league.  The 
fate  of  the  Dorias  is  sealed." 
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"  It  waa  but  this  momeQt  I  heard  that 
bad  been  personally  InBulted." 

*'  Peace  !"  said  the  Count  bitterly.  "  Th 
topics  are  too  stale  for  repetition." 

"  Not  too  old  for  Tengeance  I"  said 
other  gravely. 

Fiesco  raised  his  eyes  quickly  to  his  k: 
man's  face.  It  was  calm  and  meditat 
No  evidence  of  the  passion  he  would 
courage  was  traceable  upon  its  featu 
"  Thou  hast  not  erred."  he  said  aftei 
pause.  "  for  the  insults  are  remembei 
though  not  mentioned.  Stgnor,  let  m 
business  I  My  Lord  Cardinal  has  promi 
French  assistance.  He  would  make  me 
restorer  of  Genoa  to  France." 

"  And  thou  wouldst  become  her  i 
citizen." 

"  Oh  I  passion,"  exclaimed  the  Coc 
with  bitterness.  "  thou  hurriest  us  onws 
to  our  own  ruin ;  for  here  I,  a  free  no 
plot  slavery  for  my  country." 

"  Nay,  my  Lord,  thou  seekest  to  deli 
her." 
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''  From  the  less  tyrant,  Signor,  and  hand 
her  to  the  greater.     Go  on/' 

"  The  Cardinal,"  said  Foderato,  without 
adverting  to  the  Count's  interruption,  "  is 
willing  to  ratify  all  his  proposals  made  to 
you  personally.  He  can  promise  the  friend- 
ship  of  France." 

"  Not  the  freedom  of  Genoa  ?" 

"  Not,  certainly,  her  present  freedom, 
where  a  man  of  yesterday  flouts  her  nobles 
who  trace  their  lineage  back  to  the  Caesars  ; 
who  usurps,  in  his  own  person,  all  office 
and  power,  fills  the  army  with  his  partisans, 
the  fleet  with  his  creatures  ;  and  even  now 
is  seeking  to  raise  upon  the  foundation  of 
another's  influence,  a  structure  of  tyranny, 
of  which  Turkish  despotism  would  be  but 
the  shadow.  My  Lord*,  this  paper  embraces 
the  Cardinal's  propositions.  Sign  it,  and 
Genoa  is  yours — insult  avenged,  and  your 
noble  house  placed  at  the  top  of  the 
State." 

Yet  Fiesco  was  unwilling  thus  to  commit 
himself.      His    ambition,     though    hardly 
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known  to  himBelf,  was  too  extensire 
allow  him  at  once  to  resign  all  hope  of 
gratification ;  and  while  the  conduct  j 
sued  by  Doria,  overbeariag  as  it  was  sei 
less,  rankled  in  bis  heart,  and  prodacec 
necessary  fruit,  a  wild  desire  for  rerec 
the  other  and  more  powerful  passion, 
silently  using  it  as  a  means  to  secure 
own  wishes. 

"  I  press  you  not,  my  Lord,"  contin 
the  Cardinal's  envoy.  "  live  on  in  Ge 
as  for  the  last  few  months  you  have  done 
in  fear  of  your  life,  deprived  of  power, 
existing  as  a  slave  where  you  should  1 
ruler.  I  would  not  press  you ;  yet,  we 
the  noble  Count  of  Lavagna,  I  would  un 
take  a  pilgrimage  to  the  farthest  corae 
the  earth,  herd  wHh  savages,  and  I 
Pagan,  before  I  could  endure  what  men 
exists  in  Genoa,  or  be  poinded  at  by 
world  as  spiritless  I" 

'*  How,  Signor  ?  Explain !" 

"  It  is  a  labour  of  no  difficulty,  tho 
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not  one  of  love  ;  but  in  this  matter,  though 
I  may  offend,  I  will  speak." 

'*  The  truth,  Signor,  and  naught  but  the 
truth !"  said  Fiesco. 

"  Well,  then  my  Lord,  to  be  plain,"  con- 
tiaued  Foderato,  "  reports  of  the  state  of 
Genoa  have  gone  far  beyond  the  bounds  of 
Italy.  Men  wonder  and  ask,  what  like  are 
the  nobles  of  that  State  ?  do  they  bear  all 
this  with  impunity?  and  in  amazement 
they  hear  of  strange  acts  done  by  this  Doria, 
yet  no  person  has  risen  to  save  Genoa  and 
punish  his  insolence." 

"  His  hour  approaches  !  Give  me  the 
paper— I  sign  it,"  said  Fiesco.     "I   may 

« 

$ign  my  own  death-warrant,  the  destruction 
of  the  State,  of  my  own  family — all !  There, 
^^ke  it,  or  I  may  revoke  this  act  !" 

"  Thou  hast  acted  too  nobly  to  do  so," 
said  Foderato,  taking  the  paper.  "But 
^hat  in  this  matter  there  may  be  no  cause 
of  suspicion,  here  is  the  original  document 
thou  hast,  and  a  copy  I  am  instructed  to 
leave  with  thee.     Compare  them." 
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"  No,"  answered  f^e8< 
rising  from  his  chair.  "  i 
or  less  is  of  little  momei 
Genoa---for,"  he  added  i 
"  for  self.  Be  it  so,  then, 
do  not  think  me  churlish  i 
hospitality,  hut  I  must  noi 
My  servants  may  become 
although  we  now  plan,  we 
to  act." 

"  I  commend  caution,' 
rising  ;  "  and  as  it  is  my  : 
Grenoa  in  less  than  an  h 
could  not  trespass  upon  } 
the  bearer  of  good  new 
would  shake  Doria  like  an 
my  Lord  1  When  next  w 
thy  kinsman,  Nicholas 
tbou'lt  have  power  to  adv: 
interests.    Farewell  1" 

"  Farewell,"  said  Flescc 
carriest  my  fate  in  thy  d( 
pshaw  I — what  fancy  ie  t 
out,  there.    My  servant. 
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you  to  the  door.  Farewell  I'*  and  as  the 
other  departed,  the  Count  sank  back  into 
the  chair  from  which  he  had  risen,  and 
covenng  his  face  with  his  hands,  remained 
for  some  minntes,  in  deep  and  stem 
thought. 

"  I  feel  a  new  passion !''  he  murmored  to 
himself  after  a  pause,  "  a  new  hope  spring- 
ing up  within  me.  This  man  proffers 
reward  if  I  hold  the  State  of  Genoa  for 
France ;  if  I  become  a  Governor  for  ano- 
ther! Why  not  for  myself?"  and  he  rose 
and  paced  the  room  for  some  minutes. 
"  Why  not  for  myself?"  he  continued. 
"  The  Dorias  rule  it  in  effect,  though  not  in 
name.  Their  power  is  supreme ;  yet  what 
claims  superior  to  mine  do  they  hold  forth 
to  the  people  of  Genoa  ?  None !  I  am 
noble  as  they  are.  Yet  they  rule  for  them- 
selves— I  would  govern  for  another  1"  and 
again  he  resumed  his  seat  in  deep  thought. 
^ew  ideas  were  springing  up  in  his  mind. 
The  weaker  passion  for  vengeance  was 
gradually  yielding  before  the  all-absorbing 
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feeling  for  power.  To  rule  the  StaU 
give  law  to  the  Senate,  were  but  the  dn 
of  yesterday,  they  might  become  rea] 
on  the  morrow.  Power  floated  before 
vieion.  To  become  the  Sovereign  < 
State  was  almost,  in  his  case,  mere!; 
wish  it.  He  was  popular,  powerful,  wet 
~— the  three  grand  agents  to  work 
success. 

"  I  dream,  or  my  senses  wander! 
muttered  to  himself,  as  these  thou 
rapidly  traced  each  other  thro 
"  I  dream  most  surely  ?  I 
Venetian,  Verrina.  His  con 
restore  my  flagging  faculties 
he  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


1 


Whatever  luxury  or  art  could  realize  of 
the  gorgeous  or  beautiful,  the  apartment  of 
the  Count's  palace  into  which  the  Venetian 
now  entered,  bore  testimony  of  its  presence. 
The  walls  were  covered  with  purple  velvet, 
richly  flowered  and  wrought  with  gold 
thread,  and  fringed  with  the  same  precious 
n^aterial ;  and  the  ceiling  had  employed  in 
its  ornaments  the  pencil  and  brush  of  the 
heading  artists  of  the  age.  Numerous 
beautiful  statues  and  rare  foreign  curiosities 
^ere  placed  at  intervals  through  the  apart- 
D^ent ;  while  in  its  centre,  a  small  marble 
^ase,  held  by  the  Graces,  was  supplied  with 
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rose-water,  which  rose  as  a  e 
the  agency  of  some  hidden  m 
fell  arching  on  all  sides  ii 
reflecting  back  in  all  the  rain 
the  light  that  fell  from  an  ■■ 
above  it  A  carpet,  of  evt 
Eastern  softness,  rendered  th' 
,  noiseless.  But  the  Veoetiar 
the  creation  oi  the  painter, 
the  sculptor,  both  faded  awi 
living  beauty  that  met  his  eyt 
Leonora,  the  Count's  youn 
the  splendour  of  her  beauty, 
the  chief  characteristics  of 
ness,  and  seemed  to  have  adde 
Saxon  fairness,  the  Spanif 
carriage,  and  the  vivacity 
and  to  have  improved  on 
her  sister,  somewhat  younger 
did  not  outshine  her.  Well 
Balhi  call  her  graceful,  for 
bited  in  every  act  a  charm  s< 
indescribable,  yet  so  power 
mind  yielded  to  its  efiects,  \ 
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not  describe  them.  Her  beauty  was  dif- 
ferent from  her  sister's.  It  was  more  a 
beauty  of  spirit  than  of  form;  for  the 
internal  guiding  power  in  its  outward  work- 
ings added  new  histre  to  her  eyes,  greater 
brilliancy  to  her  complexion;  and  when 
she  spoke,  her  features  seemed  as  expressive 
as  her  words.  Her  hair,  of  rich  black,  was 
gathered  in  a  knot,  and  bound  behind  by  a 
small  bandeau  of  diamonds,  permitting  the 
ends  to  fall  in  light  curls  upon  her  neck» 
Her  eyes,  lai^,  daik,  and  floating  like 
diamonds  in  liquid  silver,  seemed  the  win- 
dows of  a  soul,  gentle  as  their  own  glances ; 
while  her  mouth,  small  and  beautiMly  cut, 
gave  to  the  general  expression  of  her  face, 
a  character  of  firmness  and  determination. 

As  the  door  opened,  the  Venetian  paused 
on  the  threshold,  for  the  lights  in  the  apart- 
ment, the  fairy  gracefulness  of  its  orna- 
ments, the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  falling 
waters  in  the  marble  fountain,  and  the 
voice  of  the  beautiful  Verona  as  it  accom- 
panied  the   music   of   her  lute,    amazed 
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and   almost  bewildered  his  senses. 
an    instant,   all  he   saw   appeared  liki 
painting  before  him;   and  he  allowed 
much  amazement  to  remun  in  his  coui 
nance  as  marked  his  admiration 

*'  We  bid  you  welcome,  Sij 
Fiesco's  wife,  advancing  towai 
be  entered  the  apartment.  ' 
plays  truant,  or  we  should  not, 
be  honoured  by  this  visit." 

"  Do  not  judge  me  thus  harsb 
the  Venetian,  with  ready  gallai 
fully  bowing  over  her  extended 
raising  it  to  his  lips.  "  The  C 
moment  engaged  in  some  li 
importance,  and  has  dismissed 
to  wait  bis  leisui^." 

"  Thon  art  said  to  be  skilful  < 
Signor?"  said  Verona,  after  si 
turned  his  ■  greeting,  which  wi 
with  more  of  reserve  than  that 
towards  her  sister.  *'  My  ins 
praised  for  its  tones  when  in  o 
in  mine  they  lose  their  sweetness 
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"  Ah !"  sighed  Verrina^  "  true  merit, 
like  the  gentlest  flowers,  is  most  admired 
when  most  it  shuns  the  public  gaze/' 

"  If  thou  playest,  Signor,  with  as  ready 
skill  as  thou  canst  utter  compliments,  we 
may  expect  in  thee  a  second  Apollo ;  and 
thou  art  famed  for  both  arts,"  said 
Leonora. 

"Fame,  lady,"  returned  the  Venetian, 
taking  the  lute,  and  lightly  running  his 
fingers  over  its  strings,  "  belies  both  t)ur 
good  and  our  bad  qualities.  It  asserts 
that  we  possess  the  good,  to  shame  us  by 
tbeir  exhibition,  when  presuming,  we  dare 
to  try  them.  But  a  truce  to  this  moral- 
izing. I  shall  sing  for  thee  one  of  my  own 
native  songs,  which  is  often  heard  from  the 
silvery  waters  of  the  Lagune.  The  gondo- 
liers are  the  children  of  music,  and  many 
a  proad  beauty  has  listened  in  transport  to 
the  sweet  notes  of  their  voices,  as  dreaming 
of  their  loved  ones,  they  poured  forth  their 
passion  in  song/* 
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"  Oar  Italy  is  the  nurse  of 
Verona. 

"  And  the  mother  of  lore,  1 
have  added  t"  murmured  tl 
raising  his  eyea  to  Verona's 
glance  cahnly  met  his;  and  1 
or  more,  she  gazed  steadfast 
features;  then  as  his  look  y: 
hers,  a  hlurii  gathered  upon  h 
tenance,  and  she  murmured  to 

"  Strange,  yet  how  like  1" 

"  The  canals  of  Venice,"  co 
rina,  "  are  oftoi  melodious  wi 
of  nature  and  the  music  of  unta 
and  not  seldom  either  do  b 
passion  embody  in  the  sereni 
wrought  productions  of  the  i 
soft  outpourings  of  the  last." 

'*  Your  dty.  Signer,  is  fai 
and  song,"  said  Leonora. 

'*  Yes,  Lady  1"  observed  Verri 
"  the  children  of  the  South  liv 
and  express  its  power  by  the 
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come,  thou  shalt  have  the  serenade,  that 
most  in  the  deep  silence  of  night  sounds 
over  the  onraffled  surface  of  the  great  canal, 
and  even  when  it  does  not  wake  beauty,  it 
mixes  with  its  dreams*  Thou/'  he  added, 
turning  to  Verona,  "  shalt  for  the  time  be 
my  *lady  love/  and  I  thine  humble  trouba- 
dour.   In  jest  thou  mayst." 

"  In  jest,  Signor,  most  certainly,*'  said 
Verona. 

"  I  had  never  dared  to  hope  the  jest 
would  become  a  reality,"  observed  the 
Venetian,  in  a  passionless  tone  ;  and  then 
taking  up  the  instrument,  he  sang  in  a  deep^ 
rich,  melodious  voice,  that  stole  upon  their 
senses,  a  serenade  then  most  popular  in 
Venice,  with  great  skill  applying  to  Verona, 
in  her  assumed  character,  those  parts  of  it 
containing  the  lover's  most  ardent  supplica- 
tions to  his  mistress  ;  and  after  he  had 
finished,  he  presented  the  instrument  to 
Leonora. 

"  Thanks  for  thy  song,  Signor,"  said 
Fiesco's  wife ;  "  but  we  married  dames  do 
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not  dream  of  conquestB,  and  oor  acct 
plishmeats  become  forgotten.  I  will  p 
thy  favour  to  my  sister.  Here,  Verona, 
us  listen  to  thy  music." 

*'  Not  this  night,  sister  mine,  if  thou ' 
permit  me  to  deny.  The  Signor  Verrin 
too  gallant  to  press  upon  me  for  suci 
worthless  favour." 

'*  Not  worthless,"  said  the  Venetian, 
punish  myself  by  consenting  to  thy  requc 
for  the  absence  of  such  pleasure  is  puni 
ment  enough." 

"  Ah  I  thou  art  skilled  in  complimeni 
observed  Verona.  "  But,  tell  me,  Signc 
she  continued,  "  if  thou  remembeiest 
day  of  my  sister's  marriage  to  the  Co 
Fiesco  some  two  years  back  ?" 

"  It  seems  but  yesterday." 

"  The  time  has  sped  most  quickly." 

"  The  most  of  it  has  been  passed  e 
thee,"  said  Verrina,  in  a  low,  tremul 
voice,  whose  words  Leonora  did  not  ac 
rately  hear. 

"  On    that    day,"    continued    Vero 
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without  noticing  his  words,  unless  by  a 
quick  glance  of  her  eye,  "  thou  canst 
remember,  that  but  for  the  courage  of  one 
of  the  spectators,  I  might,  on  my  return 
from  the  church,  have  been  injured  by  the 
restiveness  of  my  horse." 

"The  apprentice  again  !"  muttered  Ver- 
rina  to  himself,  adding  aloud  :  "  Signora,  I 
cannot  forget  the  circumstance." 

**  It  is  strange,"  said  Verona,  **  that  I 
never  see  thee,  but  thou  recallest  that  day 
by  thine  extraordinary  likeness  to  that 
youth.  My  sister  bears  me  out  in  this 
remark.  I  have  been  told  he  comes  from 
Venice," 

"Perhaps  so,"  answered  Verrina,  care- 
lessly.   "  He  is  now  in  Genoa." 

"In  Genoa!"  exclaimed  Verona,  then 
instantly  checking  herself,  though  the 
colour  had  mounted  to  her  temples,  and 
ter  face  grew  crimson  as  the  arras  on  the 
^all  of  the  room ;  nor  was  her  seeming 
^g^tation  lessened  by  seeing  the  Venetian's 
glance  fixed  upon  her  with  a  calm  observa- 
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tiOD  that  was  notiDg  every  change  in 
couatenaxice,  almost  counting  the  beati 
of  her  heart.  "  He  has  not  yet  waited 
the  Count,"  she  added. 

' '  He  may  not  have  been  many  hoars  io 
city,"  suggested  Leonora,  whose  atteni 
had  also  been  drawn  towards  her  sister. 

"Methinks,"  observed  Verrina,  afte 
moment's  pause,  "  that  I  saw  him  some 
days  past ;  but  T  had  hardly  thought  him 
object  pf  such  interest,  or  my  atteni 
would  have  been  stricter." 

"  Our  gratitude,  Signor, 
anxious  for  his  welfare,"  se 
for  her  sister  remained  silent. 

"Hike  the  feeling,"  remark 
tian,  as  the  door  of  the  api 
opened,  and  Fieeco  entered, 
feeling,"  and  he  paused,  for 
strange  look  attracted  the  atti 
towards  him.  His  face  was 
the  very  lips  bloodless,  and  his 
changed  in  colour ;  while  his 
bair  had  partially  fallen  over  1 
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and  given  to  his  features  an  expression  of 
haggard  wildness. 

" Verrina  stood  confused — almost  awed. 
Verona  moved  forward  a  step,  then  paused ; 
but  his  wife,  with  all  the  tenderness  of  her 
youthful  affection,  flung  herself  into  his 
arms,  and  shading  back  with  her  hand  the 
bair  that  had  fallen  over  his  forehead,  she 
exclaimed : 
"  Luigi — dearest  Luigil  what  is  wrong  ?" 
"Wrong!"  muttered  Fiesco,  as  if  he 
bad  awaked  from  a  dream.  "Wrong? — 
There  is  nothing  wrong,  love,'*  and  he 
kissed  her  forehead,  then  sunk  into  the 
nearest  seat,  while  the  others  stood 
anxiously  watching  his  changing  coun- 
teuance.  Those  few  seconds  of  reflection 
bad  altered  his  fate.  A  new  power  was 
formed  within  him  ;  new  hopes  had  sprung 
^p  in  his  breast ;  and  rapidly  in  his  own 
mind  he  counted  over  the  conditions  of 
bis  agreement  with  the  Cardinal.  They 
appeared  stripped  of  the  mist  previously 
cast  over  them  ;  and  he  found  himself,  if 


t 
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they    were  acted    on,    tbe'  bond-slavi 
France,  not  a  freeman  of  Grenoa. 

"  It  is  past  I"   he  muttered,    "  I   I 
crossed  the  Rabicon  to  meet  fate,  be 
me  what  will."     "  Signor,"  he  coatini 
speaking  aloud,  and  rising  frc 
"  wilt  do  me  a  service  ?" 

"  At  the  risk  of  life,   if 
Verrina,  warmly. 

"  Then  a  word  in  your  ear- 
fair  dames.  About  two  hou 
said  to  the  Venetian,  in  an  ui 
audible  by  his  wife  or  her 
gentleman  of  Savona,  one  Sig 
Foderato,  left  Genoa  for  Rom 
post,  carrying  with  him  aom 
of  importance  for  the  Cardim 
They  bear  my  name,  and  mus 
Wilt  thou  be  my  messenger  ?" 

"  Two  hours  !"  said  the  V€ 
a  pause  of  a  few  seconds,  i 
apparently,  the  question.  "  1 
start,  if  he  fear  pureuit ;  hu 
no   great    advantage.      The 
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^ni,  shall  be  in  thy  hands  to-morrow 
Bt  noon." 

"I  cannot  thank  thee r 

"  We  are  embarked,"  said  Verrina, 
solemnly,  "  in  the  same  galley.  Our 
objects  are  alike,  and  nothing  but  cowardly 
hesitation  can  mar  success.  To-morrow 
at  noon  I  shall  wait  upon  you  with  the 
papers." 

"  Farewell  r*  exclaimed  Fiesco,  warmly 
grasping  his  hand  ;  while  the  other,  bowing 
to  the  Lady  Leonora,  gracefully  bade  her 
adieu;  and  as  he  murmured  his  parting 
words  to  Verona,  she  felt  a  chill  steal  over 
her  limbs,  as  if  his  language  had  come  to 
her  breathing  poison. 

"  I  like  not  this  Venetian !"  she  mur- 
mured to  herself.  "He  is  too  smooth — too 
crafty  in  his  language  and  manner:  too 
hollow,  I  fear  me,  for  friendship,  much  less 
for  love.  And  the  apprentice  is  in  Genoa  ! 
Yet  what  is  that  to  me  ? — Nothing !"  and 
taking  up  the  lute,  which  still  lay  where 
her  sister   had   before  placed  it,   she  ran 
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her  fingers  over  it ;  but  the  soands  i 
harsh,  timeless ;  and  carelessly  layin] 
down  again,  she  strove  to  enter  into  < 
rersation  with  her  uster  and  the  Co 
A  restraint  was,  however,  on  all. 
Count  fell  bad£  into  silence.  A  wide  i 
was  opening  up  before  him.  Soverei| 
and  power  seined  in,  his  grasp. 
vision  of  a  crown  might  be  no  longc 
dream,  since  •  few  months  could  m 
it  a  reality. 

While  the  chief  inmates  of  Fiesco's  j 
geous  palace  were    thus  silent  after 
events  of  the  evening,  the  Veaetiao,  i 
had    summoned    hia    attendants,     rapi 
passed  through  the  streets,   bet 
own  dwelling  and  the  Count's.  A 
things  occu^ed  his  thoughts  dv 
walk  ;  and  many  a  scheme  did 
to  relieve  him  from  the  chief  < 
that  surrounded  hia   path,   and 
to  success  in  the  adventures  whic 
about  to  enter  upon.     Quick  and 
his  orders    were  promptly  given 
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preparations  for  his  instant  departure,  and 
not  many  minutes  bad  elapsed,  since  he 
had  tendered  his  serviceSi  until  the  noise 
of  his  horse's  hoofs  could  he  heard,  as 
attended  by  one  servant,  he  galloped 
through  the  streets  of  Genoa  in  pursuit 
of  the  Cardinal's  envoy,  Signor  Fode- 
rato. 
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CHAPTER  XV" 

That  night  no  sleep  vis 
of  LavagDa.  Restless,  his 
dered  from  one  extreme  U 
when  in  the  early  momi 
couch,  his  appearance  wa 
uneasiness  of  his  mind, 
of  extreme  excitement,  exa 
hanghty  insolence  of  Doria^ 
bold,  ambitious  thoughts  y 
entered  bis  mind — he  co 
conditions  of  the  Cardinal, 
consented,  ere  be  wished  to 
had  done.  The  Venetian's 
him  hope  that  his  signatni 
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turned,  yet  he  still  vacillated  as  to  the 
course  which  he  should  next  pursue.  His 
mind  wavered  for  a  time,  confused  by  the 
number  of  objects  before  it ;  but  when 
be  determined  upon  the  ground  which  he 
should  adopt,  he  was  of  those  who  know 
not  the  word,  failure,  and  who  mostly 
succeed,  because  they  have  so  determined. 
In  this  emergency,  he  resolved  to  call 
to  his  councils  two  firm  friends  and  zealous 
servants  of  his  house,  Vincent  Calcagno,  of 
Varesa,  and  Raphael  Sacco,.  who  acted 
as  judge  on  his  hereditary  estate.  With 
these  it  was  his  intention  to  include  Ver- 
rina,  to  whom  he  had  made  some  previous 
disclosures  that  placed  him  in  his  power, 
and  aware  that  half  confidence  is  often 
dangerous,  he  resolved  to  make  him  the 
third  of  his  council.  In  addition,  he  be- 
lieved that  the  Venetian,  now  for  years 
resident  in  Grenoa,  and  much  liked  by  that 
part  of  the  nobility,  whom  no  insult  could 
<^isgu8t,  no  haughtiness  rouse  to  pride,— the 
tumble  servants  of  theDorias, — would  divert 


Buapicion,  and  be  a  bond  i 
the  serial  adherents  of  tl 
Acting  under  these  im 
missed  messengen  for  Ca 
requiring  both  to  be  at  hi 
where  he  would  consult 
of  great  moment.  The  hi 
expected  by  Fiesco,  who 
fears  lest  the  Venetian  m 
Fodento,  or  the  latter  re 
the  document.  He  ha< 
no  letter,  no  sign  by 
be  known  as  bis  messeng 
tion  he  thought  that  the 
knowing  the  business  wi 
proof  of  his  instructions. 
bef(x«  the  appointed  tin 
Sacco  were  introduced  to 
•8  the  first  stn^e  of  a  c 
was  heard,  the  sounds  i 
entering  the  coort  of 
an^ble  where  the  three  si 
ever  the  sounds  reached 
to  his  feet,  and  loudly  mii 
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bell  that  lay  on  the  table ;  but  he  had 
scarcely  done  so,  when  the  door  was 
opened,  and  the  Venetian,  wearied  and 
travel-stained,  entered. 

"My  Venrina!"  exclaimed  Fiesco  on 
seeing  him,  and  rushing  forward  as  he 
spoke ;  •*  thou  art  returned.  Hast  seen 
him  ?" 

"  Yes/* 

"  Not  another  word  now.  Ho  1  without 
there.  Bring  wine  and  refreshments  ;**  and 
vfheu  the  servants  had  done  his  bidding, 
he  closed  the  door  and  locked  it,  while  the 
^enetian  took  a  cup  of  wine,  "Now, 
Signor,  thou  may'st  speak.  These  gentle- 
nien  are  friends  of  my  house,  in  whom  I 
have  confidence.  Has  thine  errand  been 
hootless  ?" 

**  There,  my  Lord,"  said  Verrina,  placing 
before  him  a  soiled  and  crumpled  piece  of 
paper,  "  is  your  sign  manual ;  the  Signor 
Foderato  bears  the  document,  though  now 
useless." 

"  I  can  hardly  understand  you,"  replied 
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the  Count  after  a  Iodj 
anxious  exaoaination  of  tb 
the  knave  shown  disresp« 

"  He  tore  it  off,  and  a 
knew  its  own  mind.  It  w 
every  wind  of  opinion." 

"  By  the  saints  I"  exc 
impetuously,  "  he  will 
matter  we  change  but  oi 
we  strike  for  ourselves 
masters.  Our  resolve  is 
move  at  all,  '  Oenova  la 
free,  not  an  appanage  of  1 
he  continued,  seating  h 
of  you  I  have  sent  as  friei 
men  on  whom  I  trust, 
head  otherwise  than  for  h 
when  he  seeks  your  opii 
only  seems,  but  is,  a  haz; 
On  you,  Vincent  Calcagn 
second  father.  Your  ag 
rience — your  character  h 
Sacco  has  had  for  years  my 
no  abuse  has  occurred   1 
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withdraw.  The  Signor  Verrina  is  known 
to  you  both  as  a  cherished  friend.  I  need 
not  state  to  men  of  your  understanding  the 
condition  of  the  Republic.  Your  eyes 
behold  its  slavery ;  your  hearts  mourn  for 
it;  your  councils  and  acts  must  soon 
remove  it.** 

Calcagno  and  Sacco  looked  at  each  other^ 
as  if  they  comprehended  the  speaker,  but 
would  close  their  convictions  against  the 
import  of  his  words.  Verrina  remained 
with  his  eyes  bent  towards  the  bottom  of 
the  silver  drinking-cup,  and  the  Count  con- 
tinued : — 

"  As  for  myself,  I  am  embarked  in  this 
undertaking.  Come  life,  come  death !  I 
will  DO  longer  submit  to  the  insolence  and 
pride  of  Giannetino  Doria.  He  has  bearded 
us  too  long  as  it  is ;  and  if  no  other  hand 
in  Genoa  be  raised  against  him,  mine  shall. 
I  seek  your  opinion,  Signor  Calcagno,  on 
this  crisis.  Speak  freely.  Your  years 
entitle  you  to  my  respectful  attention." 

Minutely  and  calmly  did  Vincent  Cal- 
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eagno  eater  into  the 
presented  to  his  cont 
ireigfat  of  years  had 
uid  the  snow  of  age 
had  |»oduced  experi< 
the  dangers  that  be 
pride  and  heat  of  yi 
conduct  of  Doria,  w 
bim  into  some  dark  s 
prudence  of  iriends 
He  dwelt  upon  the  Ci 
adequacy  of  his  mea 
successful ;  the  neces 
with  his  plans ;  and  t 
a  betrayal  of  his  seer 
to  the  incapacity  of  Fr 
the  little  reliance  ths 
the  Genoese.  The  { 
nobitity  were  adheren 
the  naval  employmei 
bad  the  power  of  co 
the  people  were  too  n 
upon  ;  and  the  Count 
not-  equal  to  such  a 
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He  concluded  by  conjuring  him  to  renounce 
all  ideas  of  the  nature  he  had  mentioned, 
but  to  trust  to  time  and  Providence  for  a 
a  deliverance  from  grievances  of  which  he 
complained.  **  Do  not  expose/'  he  said, 
"  the  honour  and  glory  of  your  name— the 
dearest  heritage  of  a  true  noble — to  the 
danger  of  criminal  revolt.  Guard  your 
possessions  ;  do  not  peril  them  by  opposing 
an  authority  you  cannot  successfully  resist ; 
and  remember,  that  by  persevering  in  the 
course  you  would  now  adopt,  you  make 
Giannetino  Doria  a  public  avenger,  not  a 
private  foe ;  and  that  you  seek  to  raise  on 
vour  own  ruin  monuments  to  his  grandeur 
and  glory.  Be  warned,  my  Lord !  be  ad- 
vised in  time !  If  you  cannot  live  in  the 
State,  leave  it.  Conspiracy  or  revolt  will 
not  better  your  condition."    . 

Fiesco  could  not  conceal  from  himself  the 
impression  these  remarks  were  making  upon 
his  mind.     He  would  have  spoken,  but  the 
Venetian — ^he  saw  their  eflfect — set  himself 
to  remove  it.     With  readiness  and  tact,  he 
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drew  a  picture  c 
noese  Republic, 
but  a  solitary  e 
interest  or  fear 
imposed  on  the; 
exception  was  tl 
lated  his  pride,  i 
his  personal  saf 
tioD,  and  by  the 
qaence,  that  pi 
and  did  not  iri 
exhibition  of  es 
ture,  and  by  dir 
channel  moat  lil 
gradually  efiacec 
had  made.  He 
tino  Doria  am 
ascending  a  thn 
for  such  an  el^v. 
then  passiooatel 
be  would  tolerat 
"No, no!"  63 
"  death !  every 
such  a  disgrace 
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"  Then  in  the  name  of  the  saints,  my 
Lord,  strike  for  Genoa!  A  crown  waits 
your  boldness  I  Be  a  sovereign  or  a  slave  ! 
Signor  Sacco,  your  opinion  ?" 

Raphael  Sacco,  the  third  adviser,  was  dif- 
ferent from  the  other  two.  He  saw  at  once 
the  inclinations  of  the  Count  were  in  accord- 
ance with  the  hold  principles  of  the  Vene- 
tian; and  at  the  same  time,  judging  the 
action  to  be  most  hazardous,  he  neither 
approved  nor  condemned  it,  hut  referred 
himself  solely  to  Fiesco's  will,  ready  to 
follow  his  fortunes.  If  the  scheme  of  a 
revolt  were  absolutely  determined  upon, 
then  he  advised  them  to  seek  for  aid  from 
France. 

"Your  pardon,''  said  Verrina,  "but  in 
this  matter  we  must  stand  or  fall  by  our 
resoarcea.  With  Genoa  in  our  hands  we 
care  not  for  the  power  of  the  empire ;  and 
princes  are  like  rats,  they  desert  a  falling 
house  to  enter  a  thriving  one.  The  Empe- 
ror cannot  afford  to  lose  Genoa ;  and  let 
my  Lord  Fiesco's  power  overtop  th^^t  of 

N  2 
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Andrew  Doria,  and  the  last  will  be  forgot 
ID  a  month,  the  former  remembered  ; 
caressed.  The  force  ia  Genoa  is  sm 
some  two  or  three  hundred  soldiers ; 
Doria  galleys  are  disarmed,  and  we  need 
ToreigQ  aid  to  succeed  against  these, 
us  not  forget,  that  allies  too  often  bec( 
masters." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Fiesco,  after  an  anxi 
pause,  during  which  the  others  had 
offered  to  speak ;  "  be  it  so,  Signors, 
course  is  decided.  We  strike  for  Gei 
You  may  join  us  if  you  will ;  if  not, 
will  pledge  yourselves  to  secrecy.  ^ 
say  you,  Signor  Verrina  ?  You  advise 
to  this  undertaking?" 

"  And  throw  my  own  life  into  the  ric 
replied  the  Venetian  with  earnestness. 

"  And  thou,  Vincent  Calcagno  ?  T 
art  up  in  years  1  Peiil  not  life.  I  ask 
secrecy." 

*'  I  have  lived  too  long  upon  the  bot 
of  your  house,  my  Lord,  to  desert  it  v 
it  claims  services  that  incor  risk." 
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"  Signor  Sacco,  the  law  canDot  lose  its 
interpreter;  assist  us  by  thy  advice,  but 
leave  action  to  others." 

"I  shall  advise,"  said  the  lawyer,  "  until 
there  be  need  for  action.  Then  the  toga 
must  yield  to  the  sword." 

"  Let  this  cup  of  wine  then  be  our  bond 
of  union — this  dagger  our  Bible  !"  and  the 
Count  filled  a  small  silver  tankard  with 
wine,  and  drawing  from  its  sheath,  that 
hung  suspended  from  his  girdle,  a  small 
heautifully.formed  dagger,  evidently  of 
Eastern  origin,  he  tasted  the  wine  first, 
then  handed  it  to  the  others,  who  likewise 
tasted  it,  and  raising  the  dagger  to  his  lips, 
be  pressed  them  to  its  bright  blade. 
'*By  these  I  swear,  that  no  promise  of 
Teward — no  fear  of  torture  shall  compel 
^e  to  disclose  the  secrets  of  this 
meeting." 

*'  And  I  most  solemnly,"  said  the  Vene- 
tian, also  kissing  the  steel,  "  do  take  the 
same  oath.    May  punishment  here  and  in 
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the  world  beyoad  us  vint  nie,  if  I 
late  it  !'* 

"  Amen  I  Thy  prayer,  Signer, 
mine,"  Baid  Vincent  Calcagno,  taking 
dagger. 

"  And  mine  1"  added  Sacco,  also  1 
ingit. 

"  We  are  a  small  beginning  for  a  § 
enterprise,"  obserred  Fiesco,  sbeat 
the  weapon,  "  yet  the  small  and  insig 
cant  cloud  that  lowers  upon  the  hori 
and  foretells  the  coming  storm,  is  ha 

discernible;  but  when  the  temp—* ' 

men  remark  it,  and  remarki 
its  ■  results.  So  with  ub. 
ceed,  men  shaH  stand  ast< 
they  learn  how  fe^ly  w 
great  a  work.  Signers,  yi 
me." 

"  I  must  first  to  my  own 
change  these  soiled  ^armei 
Venetian,  rising.  "Signers 
long  trespass  upon  your   pi 


THB    HALF-BROTHERS. 


271 


bowings  he  was  accompanied  to  the  door 
by  the  Couat,  who  unlocked  it,  and  mount- 
ing his  horse,  he  rode  slowly  through  the 
streets  to  his  own  dwelling.  One  feeling 
filled  his  oiind — it  was  that  of  anticipated 
triumph.  Such  a  connection  as  that  now 
formed  with  Fiesco  placed  him  on  an 
equality  with  the  Count,  Verona  was  a 
bright  reward.  Would  not  success  ohtain 
her? 

The  approach  of  a  horseman  caused  him 
to  look  up,  and  he  met  the  dark,  suspicious 
glance  of  Lpmellino  fixed  upon  him,  and 
scanning  his  appearance  as  if  he  would 
penetrate  the  occasion  of  his  soiled  dress 
and  wearied  steed, 

"Good  day.  Signer!  Thou  hast  been 
early  astir,''  said  Lomellino. 

"Not  so  early.  It  is  now  two  hours 
after  noon,"  replied  Verrina,  carelessly,  and 
spurring  past.  "  Good  day !"  The  other 
rode  on.  "To  remove  thee  will  be  my 
care,"  he  added  to  himself,  as  they 
parted. 
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"Thia  Venetian  I"  mutten 
"  becomes  hourly  more  m; 
would  give  twenty  crowns — n 
but  I  would  ^vefive,  to  know 
been.  Hme  is  rapidly  passin, 
secret  haa  produced  no  g 
to  the  '  White  Cross,' "  and 
horse,  he  proceeded  to  tl 
hostelry. 

Fiesco  schemed  for  ambitic 
his  life   and  fortunes  for  a 
Venetian  had  private  reasons 
for   joining    him ;    and,  ia 
beautiful    Verona    was    a    t< 
could  not  resist.    With  suco 
to  her  as  a  reward  for  his  s 
Vincent  Lomellino,  not  allure' 
designs    the  Count    dared 
avarice    and     ambition    are 
passions,  and  not  aware  that  i 
had   but  elapsed  since  a  rev 
discussed  and  arranged,  had 
views  in  store.    The  progres: 
blunted   his   remembrance    ol 
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warning,  and  now  he  pondered  how  he 
should  best  wring  gold  from  the  Venetian, 
who  was  reputed  wealthy,  for  the  mainte- 
nance of  a  secret.  He  pulled  up  his  horse 
at  the  'White  Cross,'  and  asked  for 
Philip  Calva. 


i«3 
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CHAPTER  XI 

The  day  was  considei 
when  Philip  rose  on  the  mc 
fray  in  the  streets.  He  ha 
with  his  long  ride  of  the  pr 
had  slept  more  soundly  tha 
custom.  When  he  did  at 
could  hardly  believe  himselj 
when  last  in  it  he  had  bee: 
•vant :  DOW,  he  was  his  owi 
past — the  long  past,  that 
leaving  the  city  for  the  1 
recurred  vividly  to  his  mind 
contrasted  his  days  of  m 
toil  in  the  service  of  old 
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with  those  that  he  had  spent  since,  he 
looked  upon  them  with  a  sigh,  for  he  was 
assuredly  happier  then  than  now.  He  had 
acquired  character— had  gained  the  com- 
panionship of  high  names,  yet  at  that 
moment  he  envied  the  contented  lot  of  his 
old  friend,  Jerome  Varras. 

The  adventure  of  the  night  before  was 
the  next  point  to  which  he  directed  his 
attention,  and  it  was  one  that  baffled  his 
comprehension.    Castrucci's  warnings,  his 
own    friendless    situation,    and    Jerome's 
remark  as  to  his  resemblance  to  the  Vene- 
tian, presented  themselves  before  him,  and 
confused  him  while  he  thought.     Inquiries 
as  to  his  own  origin  he  had  never  made, 
taking  old  Antony  Calva's   tale  as  true, 
when  he  told  him,  on  the  authority  of  his 
wild  nephew,  that  he  was  the  son  of  that 
nephew's  sister,  who  most  strangely  had 
borne  his  own  name ;  and  thus  he  received 
the  draper's  appellation  without  any  suspi- 
cion as  to  its  more  than  questionable  use. 
The  old  man  had  been   kind.      His    life 
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li  bim  was  calm  and 

exteroal    cause   bad 

I   play  the  hidden   tra 

«r. 

le   dresBed  himself,  ai 

same  room  which  he 
viouB  nigbt,  and  order 
li  wbicb  to  break  his  i 

only  occppant  of  the 
shed  bis  solitary  meal 
1  thinkiDg  of  waiting 
SCO,  when  be  was  infon 
n  at  the  door  wisbt 
eying  the  message,  he 
iiellino  waiting  bis  arrri 
'  By  the  Virgin,  MasI 
ueltino,  >q  a  gay  tone ; 

thee  sound  in  healtl 
le.  That  Venetian,  th( 
[  well  nigh  spitted  tfa 
lid  have  trussed  thee  i 
bit !" 

'  I  am  indebted  to  yon 
ik,"  replied    Philip,    ' 
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accept  my  thanks.  Poor  soldiers  have 
seldom  much  other  reward !" 

*'  Pooh  !  Never  name  it.  Here,  knaves, 
some  of  you  take  this  bridle,  and  walk  my 
gelding  for  a  while  through  the  court-yard/' 
and  he  threw  his  rein  to  the  first  that 
offered,  and  dismounted.  "  Come,  Master 
Calva,"  he  continued^  taking  Philip's  arm ; 
"we  will  try  the  vintage  of  the  *  White 
Cross,'  since  it  is  much  boasted  of  in 
Genoa." 

**  I—"  said  Philip,  hesitatingly. 

'*  Tut  I  tut  1"  exclaimed  LomelUno !  "  I'll 
lake  no  denial,"  and  he  entered  the  room 
^hich  Philip  had  just  quitted.  "  Here,  my 
pretty  damsel,  let  us  have  a  flask  of  your 
test  Canary,  and  drinking  cups  for  two  ;'* 
and  as  the  maiden  went  out  to  execute  this 
commission,  he  turned  again  to  his  compa- 
nion, '*  Only — 'sdeath,  such  a  likeness  1" 
and  he  gazed  at  Philip  in  a  strange,  earnest 
manner.  "  Humph  !  only  this  Venetian  is 
a  man  of  honour  and  note,  and  could  have 
no  object   to    gain   in  trying  to   make  a 
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target  out  of  your  bod; 
fx>uld  hare  almost  sworn  t 
pass  when  thoa  wert  b 
Larcero  with  the  wish  to '. 
thee.  He  coold  htan  □ 
an  act  ?— Try  the  Canary 

'*  None,"  answered  Ph 
am  aware." 

"  Humph  t  Look  tbei 
the  flask  again.  Here's 
damsel  in  Genoa  1  Fill, 
up  to  the  brim  with  the  11 
toast  that  should  never  bi 
measures.  Here's  to — a 
Calva !" 

A  name  rose  to  Phihp'i 
the  point  of  escaping, 
prudence  than  in  such  : 
lieved  he  possessed,  he 
cUnation. 

"  I  pledge  thee,  Signo 
only  daughter  of  old  Gilt 
wealthy  tanner." 

"  Pshaw  I"  exclaimed 
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rupting  Lim,  and  drinking  a  full  measure 
before  he  proceeded  farther.  "I  thought 
the  bold  hawk  flew  at  the  noblest  game.  A 
tanner's  brat  I  .  Tut !  Thou  art  a  youth  of 
metal,  hast  seen  service,  •  art  well-looking, 
and  might  in  truth  game  higher  than  for 
the  stake  of  a  tanner's  bone.  Faugh  I  I 
smell  bark  as  it  is," 

''  Nay !  She  is  an  honest  maiden,  and 
a  gentle,"  said  Philip,  hesitatingly. 

'*No  doubt,  no  doubt,  my  young  friend  1 
She'll  make  a  thrifty  dame  for  some  leather 
jerkin;  but  for  a  soldier,  a  wearer  of 
golden  spurs  in  prospective,  pooh ! 
Signor,  he  must  fly  higher,  or  not  fly  at  all. 
I  think  you  once  did  the  Lady  Verona 
Cibo  a  service,  for  which  the  Count  of 
Lavagna  attempted  to  reward  you  by  exert- 
mg  his  interest  on  your  behalf  in  the  army 
^^  the  French  King?"  and  Lomellino 
looked  inquringly  in  his  auditor's  face. 

'*It  was  my  fortune,"  replied  Philip, 
with  an  ardour  of  manner,  and  a  warmth 
of  tone  which  did  not  escs^e  his  wily  com- 
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paaion,  "  to  be  of  use  t 
in  a  moment  of  peril 
endaDgered." 

"I  know  it  all.  S 
terms  that  woke  jealoui 
By  the  saints  1  X  had  ' 
since  that  she  has  rej 
some  whispered  that  i 
apprentice  had  created  i 
noble  could  not  remoi 
a  lucky  youth !" 

"  Now  thou  jestest  1" 
to  conceal  the  pleasi 
hearing  the  fact  of  tli 
for  his  heart  was  hop* 
prophesy  want  of  succei 
desire. 

"  JestI"  repeated  ht 
There,  thou  nursest  thi 
indeed  1  Fill  thy  cup,  i 
beautiful  Verona!" 

"The  Lady  Veroni 
thanks  as  a  relative  ol 
said  Philip,  calmly,  and 
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"And  as  nought  else?    But  I  press  thee 
too  hard.    Darest  strike  at  a  noble  prize  \" 
and  LomeUino  leaned  over  the  table,  and 
lowered  his  voice.    "  The  lady  looks  upon 
thee  with  favour.    I  know  it,  for  her  eye 
shioes  brighter,  her  cheeks  glow,  when 
men  mention  in  her  presence  the  reports 
of  the  gaUantry  that  has  won  thee  rank 
and  fame  under  the  banners  of  France. 
Nay,  hear  me  out  I"  for  Philip  was  about 
to  interrupt  him ;  "  I  know  thine  objections. 
One  word  from  me,  and  thou  standest  her 
equal  in  rank,  in  fortune  her  superior.    One 
word,  and  thou  becomest  noble '." 

"Speak  it,  then!"  exclaimed-  Philip, 
passionately.  "  Speak  it  1"  and  he  clutched 
him  by  the  shoulder.  "  Remove  my  doubts, 
silence  my  fears,  and  I  wiU  bless  thee- 
prav  for  thee-hazard  Ufe  and  Umb  for 
thee  I  Oh  1  Signer,  pity  me.  Give  me  the 
shield  of  an  honest  name,  and  the  saints 
will  reward  thee,  if  I  fail !" 

••  Be    cahn !"    said  LomeUino,    quietly 
gazing  at  the  young  man's  agitated  counte- 
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nance.  "  Be  calm, 
when  I  afisert,  that  oe 
make  Uiee  noble — ce 
position  where  with 
claim  the  Lady  Venn: 
with  danger.     Beware 

"  Of  the  Venetiai 
said  Philip,  musingl; 
warning  of  Castnicci.' 

*'  Caatrucd !"  excla 
ingpale.  "The  foul 
is  ever  interfmng  wit 
snlts,  thongh  in  this  ii 
truth.  Thon  mayest  I 
Be  prepared  to  meet  i 

"  I  do  not  fcar  if, 
peril.  Speak  this  Wi 
ghalt  find  me  gratef 
more  than  slave  I"  ai 
upon  Lomellino's 
seemed  calm  and  un 
passions  that  agitate< 
feelings  were  different 
thought  which  filled  t1 
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"  Oh  I  I  would  give  yearB  of  life — couotlesK 
gold,  if  mine,  to  stand  forth  but  half  an 
eqnal,  where  now  I  am  an  inferior  I  Signor, 
pity  me  I" 

"  listen  1"  said  Lomellino  quietly ;  and 
drawing  Biilip  towards  him,  he  poured 
into  his  attentive  ear  the  details  of  some 
strange  narrative ;  for  frequently  he  started 
from  the  other's  grasp,  glared  wildly,  nay, 
even  savagely,  on  his  face,  pressed  his 
hands  closely  together ;  and  as  ever  lured 
to  listen,  by  the  absorbing  interest  the  tale 
appeared  to  possess,  the  increasing  palehess 
of  his  features,  the  motion  of  his  lips,  the 
angry  glance  of  his  dark  eyes,  the  evident 
writhings  of  the  spirit  within  him,  all  testi- 
fied what  an  internal  conflict  the  coramroi- 
cf^on  to  which  he  listened  had  created. 
Lomellino  ceaaed ;  and  now  that  the  narra- 
tion had  been  terminated,  he  turned 
inquiringly  to  Philip. 

"  Mother  I"  murmured  Philip,  pressing 
together  his  hatids,  as  if  in  silent  prayer. 
*'  In  heaven  thou  surely  watchest  over  me ! 
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and  on  earth  I  may  not : 
through  this  man's  villi 
fered  ?  Oh  I  if  at  a 
may  meet  him  face  to 
may  the  remembrance 
direct  me,  since  he  is  c 
Then  pausing,  he  turned 
sat  watching,  in  the  sp 
tion,  the  effect  of  bis  i 
tby  tale  has  somewhat  ui 
go  on.  Thou  hast  pro 
statements  ?" 

"  Strong  and  convinci 
lino.     "  But  there  is  a 
would  serve  our  purpose 
thousand    documents. 
possesses  that  treasure." 

"  How  sayest,  Signor 
can  hare  no  interest  in  i 

"  None,"    replied    L( 
pin's  worth  I    But  thou 
Squire,  Sebastian  Larcer 
but  an  arrant  knave  I 
living  proof— and    on 


THE    HALF-BROTfi£RS.  285 

listen  to  me  for  another  minute,  and  thou 
shalt  learn  how  all  these  details  came  into 
my  hands." 

*'  Go  on !"  exclaimed  Philip,  eagerly. 
"My  desires  for  the  information  will 
outstrip  thy  wishes  to  communicate  it." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Lomellino,  "  some 
seven  years  past,  in  the  winter,  when  the 
Senate  appointed  me  to  the  command  of 
the  City  Companies,  and  ordered  that  a 
night  patrol  should  be  kept  on  duty,  I  was 
in  the  habit  of  visiting  the  stations  myself, 
as  I  did  so,  luckily  for  thee,  last  night. 
During  one  of  these  visits,  I  chanced  to 
pass  a  house,  where  a  stranger,  a  female, 
and  a  Florentine  by  birth,  was  dying !" 

**  A  Florentine!"  remarked  Philip,  thought- 
fully. 

''  So  she  said,"  continued  Lomellino. 
*'  And  she  was  anxious  to  make  some  state- 
uient,  whose  concealment  pressed  upon  her 
conscience,  known  to  the  authorities.  It 
was  made  to  me  and  another,  a  professor 
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of  medicine,  who  drev 
words,  and  put  bis  i 
That  document  contai 
you.  The  first  part  wi 
to  her  by  Sebastian  L 
own.  Of  your  claim 
but  it  appears  that  La 
relied,  and  you  were 
her  care." 

"  There  is  somethi 
remarked  Philip,  "  stei 
for  I  have  a  faint  impn 
my  childhood  having  [ 
city ;  and  the  remembi 
watching  over  me,  sti 
lection  I" 

"  But,"  continued 
Sebastian  Larcero  ren 
care,  and  placed  thee 
teU." 

"  For  more  than  eig] 
"  I  lived  beyond  the 
taught  to  believe  bin 
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and  at  the  end  of  that  time,  he  placed 
me  as  an  apprentice  with  old  Master 
Calva." 

"By  her  statements  I  soon  identified 
thee.  She  had  come  to  Genoa  to  find  thee 
out,  and  make  known  what  I  now  tell 
thee ;  but  death  prevented  her.  The  proofs 
thus  fell  into  my  hands,  where  they  now 
remain.  But  Sebastian  Larcero  is  the 
living  evidence.*' 

"  I  shall  pluck  the  secret  out  of  him, 
even  if  it  flow  with  his  life's  blood  !" 
said  Philip,  bitterly.  '*  There  I  am  free 
to  act ;  and  if  he  speak  not  for  me,  by 
the  Virgin  I  one  of  us  two  shall  remain  for 
ever  dumb  !" 

''  Thy  valour  lacks  prudence/'  observed 
Ix)mellino.  *'  The  man  does  not  fear  steel ; 
and  threats  are  of  less  value  with  him  than 
promises.  No,  my  friend  ;  thy  plan  is  bad. 
Gold  may  buy  his  secret !  It  is  the  only 
metal  he  cares  for.  A  few  thousands  of 
crowns  would  loose  his  tongue." 
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"  Then,"  sighed  Philip 
less !" 

"  Pooh  I  no.  Our  i 
usurers.  Thou  canst  b 
curity.  But,  I  had  forge 
to  give  ?" 

"  My  honour  and  my  h 

"  And  both,  my  friend 
sion  be  it  said,  would  no 
crowns  in  all  Genoa.  S* 
are  bad  security.  Thy  ts 
me  alone  true,  you  wi 
insane,  did  you  dare  to  m 
proof.  The  usurers  are, 
less." 

"  I  am  driven  to  m} 
exclaimed  Philip.  "  I'l 
charge  him  with  the  crii 
trial !" 

"  Thou    art   mad  \" 
shortly,  "  and  talkest  fol 
a  dear  proof.      Give  m' 
with  this  man,  since  my 


TH8    HALF-BROTHERS.  289 

past  must  have  some  weiglit  with  him ;  my 

gold,  some  influence.      In  expectation  of 

this,  I  have  prepared  a  document  for  you 

to  sign.    You  can  see,  it  empowers  me  to  i 

act  in  your  name,    and  charges  a  simple 

interest  for  what  money  I  may  advance 

OQ  your  behalf.    If  we  succeed,  and  nought 

but  death  can  prevent  us,  you  pay  me, 

aocording  to  the  words  of  this  agreement, 

within  the  following  year.     And  if  we  fail, 

the  loss  is  mine  alone.     Can  you  agree  to 

thisr 

"  Yes  1"  said  Philip  eagerly. 

"  Ho,  without  there  I"  called  Lomellino. 
"Here,  mistress,  bring  us  materials  for 
writing,"  and  when  he  received  them,  he 
placed  before  Philip  the  document  of  which 
iie  spoke.  The  latter  signed  it  without 
once  reading  it.  The  man's  readiness  to 
assist  him — his  proffer  of  gold — the  tale  he 
had  related — his  own  youthful  hopes — the 
picture  of  the  beautiful  Verona  now  within 
the  range  of  attainment — ^position,  wealth, 
and  power — these  combined  circumstances 
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presented  to  bis  vie 
dazzling  for  steady 
tensive  for  hurried  r 
continued  lomelUnt 
"  and  we  will  concli 
a  few  words  of  advici 
society  of  Genoa,  in 
and  remember  that 
our  plans.  Be  secr< 
the  humble  youth  o 
further  knowledge 
without  hope,  save  i 
fame.  Be  prudent- 
show  neither  dreac 
tie  has  the  eye  of  a  '. 
a  serpent,  a  ready  ha 
heart." 

"I  shall  attend 
Philip. 

"  Then — "  replied 
paper,  and  conceal 
"  But,  'sdeath,  man  I 
Canary  this  last  h 
steady  thy  bajid  an 
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he  repeated  as  Philip  tasted  the  wine,  "  we 
must  succeed.  Thoa  goest  to  the  Count 
Fiasco's  palace,  I  to  try  the  honesty  of  this 
pretended  uncle." 

Philip,  when  Lomellino  had  departed, 
returned  to  his  chamber.  The  communi- 
cations of  the  morning  had  made  a  great 
change  in  both  his  mind  and  person.  He 
was  convinced  that  there  was  truth  in 
the  narrative  to  which  he  had  listened, 
from  Lomellino's  interest  in  his  behalf, 
and  his  ready  proffer  of  money  and  ser- 
vices. Lomellino's  character  was  known 
to  him.  His  avarice,  his  desire  for  gain, 
these  traits  were  no  secret,  but  then  he 
remembered  that  if  in  his  case  he  gained 
much,  he  would  also  hazard  much.  With 
peculiar  care  he  prepared  himself  to  wait 
upon  the  Count,  to  whom  he  was  also  the 
bearer  of  letters  from  some  French  friends ; 
and  if  vain,  he  had  sufficient  cause  for  the 
display  of  that  quality  in  his  own  personal 
appearance.  The  mistress  of  the  *  White 
Cross,*  a  buxom  widow,  on  the  wrong  side 
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of  thirty,  ga2ed  on  him  in  op 
and  as  he  left  the  bostehy  to 
Count's  palace,  she  stood 
looking  after  his  retreatiag  & 
some  very  particular  inquiriei 
gentleman  was. 

In  the  streets  his  mind 
the  yarioQS  topics  of  the  mo 
much  the  people ;  and  when 
the  gate  of  the  Count  Ftesi 
hardly  observed  the  preset 
person  who  had  arrived  at 
The  latter  turned,  and  FhiU 
upon  the  dark  features  of  th< 

Fate,  fortune,  or  however 
seems  to  preside  over  some 
may  be  designated,  appearec 
Ixtmellino  on  that  morning 
him  into  its  safe  keeping, 
cess  upon  hts  acts,  and  in  i 
golden  hope,  he  sat  his  hi 
twenty  summers,  not  £fty,  1 
his  head. 

There  was  before  him  a  el 
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gain,  for  if  he  succeeded  with  Philip  as  he 
expected,  he  could  coin  gold  out  of  that 
speculation,  first  it  was  his  intention  to 
bargain  with  Verrina,  then  in  turn  to  sell 
tiim.  It  was  a  rare  venture,  most  profitable 
merchandize;  and  he  nourished  the  idea, 
iintil  the  stones  beneath  his  horse's  feet  ap- 
peared to  change  into  gold.  The  air  of  a 
joyful  song,  learned  in  early  youth,  came  to 
Us  recollection,  and  he  began  to  hum  it, 
then  checked  himself ;  and  as  his  prospects 
became  in  every  train  of  thought  still 
brighter,  he  again  continued  to  hum,  and 
in  this  pleasing  mood  he  entered  his  palace. 
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CHAPTER  : 

Aftbb  tiie  firat  determi 
coQBpiracy,  whose  result  i 
coatinuance  of  the  Dona  [ 
had  thus  been  taken,  the 
retired  to  his  cabinet,  whil< 
Calcagno  and  Sacco,  wen 
spects  to  his  wife  and  her 

Fiesco  waited  for  a  cons 
silent  communion  with  hii 
upon  the  best  method  to  I 
at  the  same  time  to  adran 
the  objects  in  view, 
plans  that  appeared  to  hit 
to  secure  these '  two  neces 
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tageous  results,  one  seemed  to  obtain  his 
entire  approbation. 

''  The  rose  I"  he  muttered  to  himself,  and 
lifting  up  his  head,  which  had  previously 
leaned  on  his  hand,  'Uhe  rose  contains 
under  the  cover  of  its  velvet  leaves  sharp 
and  stinging  thorns,  yet  we  admire  the 
flower,  and  hardly  ever  dream  of  its  danger- 
ous attributes.  So  with  us.  Under  the 
'^e  of  pleasure  we  will  couceal  the 
dangers  of  our  designs.  Immersed  in 
seemingly  sensual  and  frivolous  gratifica- 
tions, no  man  will  dream  that  we  are  plot- 
ting the  downfal  of  the  Dona  power  and 
tyranny.  None!  Pleasure  be  our  motto 
then,  the  rose  our  type  !**  and  rising  he  pro- 
ceeded to  another  chamber  to  change  his 
dress, 

Cven  at  this  period  of  the  Count  of  La- 
^agna's  history,  his  reputation  /or  generous 
^nd  magnificent  hospitality  was  broadly 
circulated  through  the  territory  of  Genoa, 
and  daily  his  table  was  open  to  the  higher 
^^^sses,  whilst  the  poor  participated  of  his 
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bounty  with  the  meniab 
hold.  When  the  Signon 
cagno  had  entered  the  a 
Ladies  Leonora  and  Veroni 
Guino  Spioola  gay  and  c 
and  Annibal  Balbi  pale  aa< 

"I would  not  offend," 
in  a  low,  sorrowful  torn 
Verona,  while  Guino  S[ 
and  pitied,  by  eome  Uv( 
aside  Flesco's  wife  and  1 
"I  would  not  ofiend,  but 
do  not  completely  destroj 
me  I    Let  me  live  on  expc 

"  Signor,"  answered 
"  thou  bast  my  friends 
Thou  becamest  a  friend 
change  into  a  lover.  The  li 
Annibal,"  she  added  mon; 
she  spoke,  "  is  but  the 
frivolous  passion ;  the  foi 
affection. " 

"  Yes  1"  said  the  othf 
yet  the  one  is  esteemed  w 
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worse  than  valueless:  nay»  more — where 
it  is  offensive." 

"  Not  so  I"  replied  Verona,  quickly,  "  not 
in  thy  person ;  for  though   I   should  not  ^ 

say  it, — ^Annibal,  we  have  been  long  friends  j, 

—never  enemies  ;    if  I*  were    to    choose  ■ 

among  the  nobles  of  Grenoa,  thou  would'st  * 

have  the  preference  over  all.    Be  satis-  j 

fied."  j 

**  Yet,  Verona,  thou  wilt  love — ^perhaps,  i 

thou  lovest  now  ?"  he  paused^  for  his  fair 
hearer  bent  down  her  head,  he  could  see 
her  hand  tremble,  when  the  door  of  the 
apartment  opened,  and  the  Venetian,  fol-  j 

lowed  by  Philip,  entered ;  but  still  she  had 
not  changed  her  position. 

''Old  Antony  Calva^s  soldier-appren- 
tice!" said  Guino  Spinola  to  himself. 
"  And  a  proper  youth.  How  his  eye 
rests  on  Verona  I  And,  saints  1"  he 
turned  rapidly  to  Raphael  Sacco,  "thou 
would'st  swear  those  two  had  chipped  the  1 

same  egg-shell."  | 

o  3  \ 
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"There  is  certainly  a  m 
resemblance,"  replied  the  1: 
most  intenUr  at  Philip  and 
marvelloQs  resemblance,  tnil 

And  Verrina  seemed  to 
looks,  their  thoughts,  and 
their  words,  for  with  adn 
placed  Philip  so  in  the  sha 
that  neither  of  them  could 
his  features,  then  quick 
Resco's  wife. 

"  Signor  Verrina,"  said 
hope  my  Lord  imposed  n< 
on  yon  last  night.  He  sail 
kind  enough  to  serve  him." 

"  He  has  overrated  my  { 
returned  the  Venetian.  " 
ship's  generosity  is  not  c 
Master  Philip  Calva  is  be: 
him  his  respects  and  gratitu 

"Heret"  exclaimed  Veron 
from  her  seat,  and  speak 
sister  could  reply ;   then  s 
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she  saw  every  eye  directed  towards  her, 
and  she  felt  the  hot  blood  rising  to  her 
brow. 

"  Yes,  lady !"  said  Philip,  advaDcing  to 
her  chair,  **  I  have  come  to  tender  my 
thanks  to  my  Lord  Fiesco  for  his  kindness 
in  my  behalf.  I  am  much  indebted  to 
him." 

"Tushl  my  young  friend!"  exclaimed 
some  one  by  his  side,  and  when  he  turned 
round,  he  saw  the  Count. 

"  My  Lord—" 

*'  Pooh  !  If  I  have  been  able  to  do  thee 
any  service,  the  obligation  rested  on  me, 
since  I  was  thy  debtor,  not  thou  mine. 
Let  the  subject  drop!  I  am  glad  to  see 
thee  in  health.  Fame  has  heralded  thy 
gallantry ;  and  in  welcoming  thee  to  Genoa, 
we  welcome  a  brave  soldier." 

"  My  Lord,  you  are  too  kind." 

"  Well,  well  1  You  dine  with  me  this 
day.  My  Lord  Spinola,  let  me  make 
known  to  you  Signer  Philip  Calva,  a  Cap- 
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tain  of  hone  in  the  service  ol 
France." 

**I  have  pleasure  in  know 
soldier,"  said  Ouioo,  generousl 
his  hand,  for  Philip  had  appr 
some  timidity.  "Signor  Call 
be  better  acquainted,"  and  if  hi 
at  Verona,  he  could  have  i 
approving  glance>  a  rich  reii 
conduct. 

"My  Lord  Balbil"  contiii 
"  let  me  add  another  to  your  ft 

"  Enemies  I"  muttered  Balbi 
teeth;  yet  he  also  recdved 
courtesy,  but  not  the  read; 
evinced  by  the  young  Spinola. 

"Ha!  Verrina I— Thou  the 
turned  so  soon )"  exclaimed 
seeing  the  Venetian,  who  see 
the  shade.     "  No  fatigue,  I  ho] 

"None,  my  Lord  I  The  S 
with  his  clums  on  you,  has  i 
me." 


whispered  Spi- 
red vexed  and 

!"    replied  the 

ntinaed, 

it,  but  for  his 

:  by  this  time 

3.     In  a  street 

m  for  valuable 

riends  for  thee, 
!.  "My  sister 
e  first,  will  not 
on  thy  list  of 

"  that  she  may 
need  such  as- 

'ho  in  the  inter- 
!  had  gradually 
OBure,  and  now 
1  by  no  feeling 
lent,    "  I    most 


302  THl   mLL; 

"  In  all  I"  murmured  6i 

"In  all  I"  Bhe  roplied,  ] 
him.  "  Id  all,  Stgnor,  th; 
personal  safety." 

The  entrance  of  the  sen 
dinner,  interrupted  fartb 
Fiesco  laying  his  hand  n 
c^ino's  arm,  said :-— 

"  [  conugn  to  thee,  m; 
Fiesco ;  and  thou,  Veroi 
will  guard  thee,  for  if  the 
thee,  none  of  these  gallant 
Signors,  follow — I  will  Ice 
he  left  the  apartment,  w! 
Calc^oo  followed,  and 
Verona  and  the  lawyer. 

"  Thou  and  I,  Annibal 
the  young  Balbi. 

"  Your  pardon,  I  join  S 

"  Be  it  80  then,"  said 
rather  pleased  than  othei 
thought  all  illfeeliog  on 
thus  removed,  and  he  tm 
arm  and  followed. 
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"  Signer/'  said  Annibal  Balbi  in  a  low 
tone  to  Philip,  as  with  him  he  quitted  the 
apartment,  **  thou  art  a  soldier — I,  a  noble 
of  Genoa !  We  both  love  the  same  maiden — 
nay,  no  denial ;''  for  Philip  had  paused  and 
faced  him :  '^  our  swords  must  decide  our 
right." 

"  With  pleasure,*'  answered  Philip  calmly 
and  audibly.  '^  My  lodging  is  now  at  the 
*  White  Cross,'  where  I  can  be  easily  found ; 
and  as  I  never  refuse  such  invitations,  I 
shall  accept  yours." 

^'  Before  we  part,  I  can  mention  time  and 
place ;"  and  both  entered  the  apartment  in 
which  the  dinner  had  been  served. 

Every  known  delicacy  that  could  tempt  the 
appetite  was  on  the  Count's  table,  while  the 
inost  costly  description  of  plate,  gold  and 
silver, covered  it.  Fiescoalso  seemed  to  adapt 
himself  to  his  siuests ;  and  all,  whatever  might 
be  their  own  private  feelings,  and  many 
and  diverse  they  were,  responded  to  the 
cheerfulness  of  their  host.  Verona  caught 
the  eye  of  Annibal  Balbi  fixed  upon  hen 
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wheoeyer  she  raiBcd  her  c 
turn  saw,  from  her  quick,  c 
queutly  directed  towards  Pb 
tion  of  his  worst  suspicioi 
Dola  scattered  gaiety  round 
tian  picked  up  the  fragmeii 
useless  from  his  grasp,  ao 
reserve.  It  was  curions  to 
with  perhaps  the  single  ezc 
Spiuola,  strove  to  concea 
disguises  their  own  feeling 
posed  to  the  garb  each  had  i 
them.  Raphael  Sacco  discu 
of  lav  with  Calcagno,  and 
dedsioDs  Fiesco's  wife,  whil 
equally  to  divide  her  attent 
young  members  of  the  o 
scious  that  when  she  addres 
were  a  tenderness  and  hear 
her  voice  that  rang  like  a 
the  hopes  of  Balbi.  She  h 
appeared  so  lovely  as  now 
more  removed  lirom  his  gr 
he  felt  he  could  have  died  i 
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burned  with  furious  jealousy  against  any 
one  who  dared  to  love  her. 

"A  good  soldier/'  said  Verrina  in  an 
under  tone  to  Fiesco,  *'  is  a  valuable  acqui* 
sition.    This  Signor  Calva  must  be  ours." 

'*  Not,  unless  his  own  inclination  prompt 
bim.  Favours  may  induce  compliance; 
mine  shall  never  be  used  to  force  it,"  replied 
tbe  Count. 

"  I  would  not  dream  of  that,"  answered 
the  Venetian,  *'  although  in  this  business 
^e  mast  not  be  too  hasty ;  but  if  without 
touching  on  favours  received,  you  win  him  ; 
^hy  not  use  him  ?" 

''  There  would  be  no  reason  then,"  said 
Fiesco,  who  never  remarked  the  resem- 
blaoce  between  the  two  until  that  moment ; 
''I  think — "  he  paused  and  looked  again  : 
''  by  the  saints,  Signor,  he  has  sat  for  thy 
likeness  I" 

"  Yes !"  said  the  Venetian  calmly,  **  there 
is  a  strange  resemblance.  It  is  a  family 
secret,  or  I  greatly  mistake,  for  I  think  I 
am  on  the  way  to  a  discovery." 
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"  llieD  Ae  name  is 

"  I  could  not,  my  I 
npon  vAat  I  do  not  ki 
tian  ;  aad  they  both  i 
never  afberwards  to  res 

For  some  hours  afl 
bad  taken  Tarious  rang 
admirable  tact  and  pru 
name  of  Giannetino  I 
F^;ret  for  the  past ;  1; 
the  fntnre  not  to  diatn 
private  quarrels  ;  and  1 
method  of  aaSuagiog  t 
Dorias.  Verrina  was 
cagno  and  Sacco  apple 
At  a  late  period  in  tt 
rose  to  depart,  and  he 
inquiries  as  to  Philip's 
and  its  duration. 

"It  much  depends,"  i 
circumstances  this  ti 
control,  and  may  be  k 

"  Then,"  said  Fiesc 
frequent  visitor ;"  and 
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bowed  his  thanks,  he  detected  Balbi's  earnest 
gaze,  half  sad,  half  mocking,  fixed  upon 
him,  and  he  recollected  the  invitation  he 
bad  received  before  dinner.  Nor  did  the 
]ooks  thus  directed,  escape  Verona's  atten- 
tion ;  she  half  read  their  spirit. 

"  Signor/'  she  said,  when  Philip  was 
taking  his  leave  of  her,  "  you  once  perilled 
your  life  to  preserve  mine.  I  would  not  wish 
yours  a  second  time  in  danger.'V 

''  Not  lesd  than  I  would  myself;''  and  as 
he  bent  over  her  hand,  he  thought  he  heard 
her  murmur  some  warning  ;  but  the  words 
were  too  low  and  indistinct,  if  she  had 
spoken,  for  him  to  hear  their  import. 

The  Venetian's  departure  was  marked 
with  the  same  reserve  as  before,  and  Anni- 
bal  Balbi  was  cold  and  distant,  while 
Spinola  kissed  her  hand,  adding  some  gay 
compliment,  at  which  she  smiled,  but  its 
moumfulness  was  not  lost  upon  Guino.  He 
saw  that  something  was  wrong — what,  he 
could  not  then  tell.  Some  servants  waited 
for  the  two  nobles  and  Verrina.    Philip's 
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retiaue  consisted  in  his  bv 
all  parted  at  the  Count's 
towards  the  '  White  Cross 

"  Thou  rememberest  7" 
before  they  parted,  in  app 
shaking  his  hand. 

"  Signer,  such  matters 

When  the  Venetian  r 
home,  a  variety  of  diffei 
before  him.  I%Uip  was  g 
— Lomellino — a  letter  wi 
hand,  which  altered  the 
thoughts.  He  read  it  on 
then  a  third  time,  while  hi 
his  bronzed  cheek  grew  as 
on  his  forehead  swelled  inl 
his  hands  and  limbs  tremi 
shaken  by  the  winter's  st 
from  bis  seat,  and  paced 
all  the  fury  of  passion. 

"  The  insolent  villain 
exclaimed.  "  He  knowf 
traffic  in  his  knowledge 
crowns  for  the  documents 
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irneBS — ^Wait  my 
— oh  I  how  kind  1 
ire  to  the  proper 
I  an  accomnioda- 
Eim  beset  OQ  all 
saming  his  seat ; 
iny.  The  Signer 
a  me  and  safety, 
ish  1   Be  it  BO.     I 
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d,  though  anti^oms^c  pas- 
kindred  in  their  workings, 
r  suddenness,  and  their  dura- 
idy  hate  and  love  also  at 
tien  in  the  drcumstanoes  of 
hack  upon  these  instinctive 
aind,  we  often  find  that  the 
ment  has  directed  us  in  our 
Is  to  that  coDclu^on  most 
xirrecdon  of  experience,  and 
a    aAer-interests.      Verona's 


beauties,  the  graces  < 
gentleness  of  her  dis 
stances  that  first  led 
tended  to  impress  hi 
young  scddier's  affectio 
more  intensely  becaus 
unlikely,  but  almost 
her  memory,  when  & 
by  the  seductions  of 
she  was  with  him,  am 
clothed  in  the  mystei 
ever  at  his  side. 

The  train  of  circur 
PhiUp's  return  to  d 
startling — tlut  lost  id 
confused  by  the  ambij 
position,  he  remained 
returned  from  Flescc 
to  the  course  he  ^u>i 
with  the  fialbi  was  U 
pleasure ;  and  when 
)>artmg  words,  he  si 
some  enmity  subsist 
fiised  with  conflicting 


leep,  waking  in 
ed,  and  finding 
r  his   position 

ng  his  appear- 
ience  to  whom 
ross"  had  de- 
lity  and  some 
mental  qualifi- 
did  the  worthy 
tements,  since 
of  their  truth, 
I  whenever  she 
peak  correctly, 
ssity  for  such 

exclaimed  Je- 
k  his  proffered 
ou,  for  as  you 
I  could  hardly 
it  this  worthy 
cupied   all   the 

Jerome  1  But 
B  2 


□ow  I'm  at  your  service,  and 
your  good  dame." 

"  Body  o'me,"  laughed  Jen 
blood  will  be  on  fire  walking 
poor  draper  1  Yet  come,  tin 
usefiil  inend,"  and  they  q 
Cross,  and  directed  their  step 
residence.  On  the  way,  Phil 
zealous  friend  the  strange  na; 
Vincent  Lomellino. 

"  Said  I  not  so  ?"  exclaims 
not  tell  you  that — " 

"  Tush  !"  mtemipted  Phfli] 
Jerome,  all  your  conjectures ; 
this  tale  bears  out  at  least  on 
must  proceed  cautiously,  for 
tool  in  this  man's  hands — ai 
ment  to  work  out  some  deaj 
not  conscious.  Care  and 
mottoes." 

"  And  properiy  too.  Yet — i 
Balbi  is  crossing  towards  us : 
And  Jerome  drew  back,  whiL 
magnificently  dressed,   and 
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1i3ip,  who  as  smilmgly  returned  them 
lira  tunied  towardB  Un  Doria  palaoe, 
erome  and  the  young  soldier  prooeeded 
mner'a  dwelling.  Fhifip  concealed  fiw 
[impatuoD  the  purport  of  the  conversalioQ 
ad  passed  between  him  and  Balbi ;  and 
aey  readied  Jerome's  reeidenoe,  thejr  fou] 
bop  thronged  with  customen,  and  saw  btt 
low  stofA,  her  fice  turned  towards  the  li 
le  window,  and  Mistress  Varras  hol&ig 
er  a  small  box  containing  some  rich  siU 
Ady  Verona  Cibo.  For  the  moment, 
[itrance,  owing  to  the  throng  o(  businet 
le  position  of  the  parties,  had  been  unob« 
hOip  stood  near  enough  to  hear  tiieir  con 
on,  not  inclined  to  disturb  them. 

"  Your  husband,  dame,"  said  Verona,  U 
rer  a  piece  of  silk,  *'  was  his  fdlow-ap[»i 
think." 

"  Yes,  my  liady,  they  were  n 

"  Indeed  I— Ah  1  I  like  thi 
reen  ground  and  the  flowers 
lide  for  me."  And  as  Mistref 
le  continued,  "  Do  tiiey  speak 
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"  I  ^am  ever  ready  to  obey  you 
^ilip ;  "  and  am  most  happy  i 
ittend  to  your  wishes." 

"  ListCD,"  whispered  Dame  Vt 
0  whom  in  the  meantime  she 
listen.  I  dedare  he  plays  tl 
he  best  of  them." 

"Yes,"  amiled  Jerome,  app 
uming,  he  continued  to  serve  hi 

"  So  fiir,  Signer,"  answered  V 
'  as  perhaps  my  will  may  jump 
iJo  fiirther,  I  fear  me." 

"There  thou  wrongest  me.  ] 
Qore  than  will  to  thee."  Yeroni 
lis  iace.  He  paused.  "Pard 
inxious  to  recdve  thy  commandi 

"I  know  not,"  said  Veron 
hould  speak  on  this  matter  at  al 

"  Nay,  dear  Lady,  do  not  rais 
□stantly  banish  it.  Speak,  I  pi 
t  be  aught  that  my  poor  sen 
hey  are  at  your  disposal." 

"  It  is  not  that,  Signor ;  my 
le  paid,  before  I  can  venture  mi 
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ter  is  personal  to  yourself-^is,"  she  stopped  and 
blushed,  for  the  thought  crossed  her  mind  that 
she  was  taking  too  much  open  interest  in  her 
companion,  yet  her  generous  feelings  combated 
it,  and  she  continued  :  "  Thou  knowest  my 
Lord  Annibal  Balbi  ?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Philip,  readily,  while  for- 
mer  suspicions  were  confirmed  by  her  question, 
"  Yesterday,  at  my  Lord  Fiesco's  palace,  for  the 
first  time  I  gained  his  acquaintance  " 

"I  can  lay  no  commands  upon  you,"  she 
continued ;  "  but  a  brave  soldier,  who  has 
gained  distinction  by  his  own  exertions,  cannot 
increase  his  reputation  by  the  fame  of  the 
dueDo.  Thou  understandest  me.  Signer;  be 
advised,  and  let  not  my  Lord  Annibal  Balbi 
provoke  thee." 

"  Dear  Lady,"  said  Philip,  speaking  in  a  very 
low  tone, "  thy  commands  would  be  my  pleasure, 
but  m  this  matter,  while  I  would  provoke  no 
man,  I  must  not  suffer  insult.  My  position  in 
Genoa  must  be  supported  by  myself  or  I  fall. 
I  am  no  recognised  noble,  who  can  refuse  to 
draw  a  weapon  in  defence  of  his  honour  with 
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ooe  bdow  him.  He  might  ref 
yet  I  dare  Dot  refuse  to  meet  bin 
Lord  Balbi  should  chaDaage 
ped  and  added  with  worthy 
"  he  could  not  dream  of  doioj 
since  I  have  never  ^ven  him  can 
"  I  know  that,"  observed  ' 
his  reasons  also ;  and  whUi 
that  nothing  of  the  kind  hi 
time  may  come,  when  thou 
advice.  Remember  it.  We  sh 
thee  often  at  my  Lord  Fiesco's  ] 
will  rejoice  to  see  thee." 

"And  thyself,"  rose  to  Phi 
durst  not  g^ve  it  utterance ;  and 
having  made  up  the  parcels  wh 
bought,  they  were  entrusted  t 
and  Verona,  accompanied  by 
draper's  shop.  Philip  stood  fo 
after  her  retreating  figure,  imme 
in  anxiety,  nay  almost  (eax ;  f 
seem  to  him  so  well  worth  presi 
time,  when  in  a  few  hours  afte 
mortal  conflict  with  one  whoc 
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ing  out  of  thy  senses.  Cc 
lip,  thus  pressed,  obeyed,  a 
>roe's  litde  sitting-room,  whi 
J  was  already  prepared, 
itation  on  the  soldier's  part,  i 
b^an  to  partake  of  it  J< 
gaie^  as  before.  His  wi 
rowing  from  her  husband 
contagious  humour  aSecte 
nd  himself  laughmg  and  t 
1  a  lease  of  life  for  the  SU' 
ome  told  jokes  of  nobles,  m 
he  was  so  discreet  in  his  i 
loy  Philip  by  even  the  simp] 
) ;  tmd  he  drank  a  glassof  v 
the  beautiM  Verona,  simj: 
t  supporters.  His  wife  ac 
d  and  gentle  course,  and  il 
iculty,  that  Philip  could  i 
mission  to  depart, 
rhe  evening  was  rapidly  sett 
ing  soldier  returned  to  the 
<re  than  once  he  could  h 
irds  and  the  cries  of  men 


er  his  heariog 
Bstoo  muchoc 
heed  any  thin; 
hostelry,  one 
the   Signor  I 


e  some  arrangt 
penning  a  shoi 
;  left  ready  for 
dividual,  he  i 
ten  minutes  i 
id  his  course  ti 
ridge  of  Carigt 
hrough  which  I 
ipt  in  the  mo: 
rere  extinguish 
it,  and  not  a 
°ss  and  tranqui 
silence  his  ow 
le  turned  to 
iv  him,  but  n< 
t  Carignano  a[ 
f  w&Qs  frownet 
nitered  on  the 
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CHAPTER  II. 

.  soft  moonbeams  were  bathi 
f  pure,  ^Ivesy  light,  tiie  tops  of 
>nned  the  wood  at  the  foot  of  tb 
)  Flulip  approached  it,  he  cou 
.  a  muffled  figure  advancing  tows 
LS  somewhat  taller  than  Annib 
lifting  round  his  sword-hilt,  so  a 
apon  ready  at  hand  in  case  of  ac 
ity,  he  drew  the  folds  of  his  do 
y,  and  proceeded.  The  man  was  t 
;ure  fuller  than  that  of  the  youi 
»r  a  moment  suspitnoo  of  treacher 
's  mind.  Balbi  might  have  im 
a,  and  not  hims 
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suspidoD  crossed  his  mind  foi 
the  man  came  forward,  he  i 
shmi  detection  as  if  he  fear 
when  oppodte  to  Philip,  he 
claimed : 

"  Oh  I  Master  Calva,  what' 
Philip  stopped,  and  firmly  i 
without,  however,  replying,  t 
knew  the  voice. 

"  Pshaw !  youngster,   put 

Your  uncle  would  rather  die 

than  be  spitted  by  such  a  i 

fence    as    his    hopeful    and 

nephew.     You're  late  out.     V 

"  Business  of  my  own,  Sigi 

"  Well,   i'    God's  name, 

said  Larcero  carelessly.     "  I 

and  as  be  approadied  nearer,  ] 

as  if  instinctively  afraid  of  d 

persona!  contact,  atiU  kept  on 

continued  Larcero,    "  have 

occasion  to  speak  with  you, 

you  to  guard  against  Battista  ' 

"  The  Venetian  again  1"    i 


20  THE  WILL;   ORj 

"  No,  Signor,  it  may  not  be  so.  I 
your  motives,  know  yoiir  bravery,  but 
madly — ^foolishly.  My  &te  is  on  me. 
reject  my  proposals,  and  we  cannot  botl 

"  Lead  on,  then,  my  Lord.  I  hav 
desire  for  this  meeting,  yet  the  sooner  it 
over,  tbe  better  for  both  of  us." 

"  True,"  muttered  Bslbi,  and  they  b 
to^  the  wood. 

The  silvery  beams  of  the  moon*! 
streamed  down  upon  them,  and  coloia 
dying  leaves  of  the  trees,  gleaming  u] 
underwood,  and  polishing  with  their  dear 
ness  the  green  sward  on  which  they  troi 
almost  imparted  to  the  place  a  brillian 
the  rays  of  tbe  sun.  Small  dumps  c 
were  scattered  round  them,  leaving  open 
in  tbe  intervening  ground.  Balbi  stop 
one,  which  seemed  likely  to  answer  the 
pose,  though  it  was  still  shaded  from  tb 
by  the  thickness  of  the  foliage  over  it 

"  We  may  pause  here,"  he  said  to 
who  stood  gazing  at  the  quiet  beauties 
scene,  as  if  he  had  forgotten  the  puT| 
their  presence  there. 


idiile  Balbi,  his  first  fury 
Philip's  coolaesa,  observe 
conaderably  changed  his 
light  fell  at  first  in  fitfiil  g 
to  emerge  fi^^m  the  darl 
pressed  round  it,  then 
became  more  powerful,  i 
last  fell  brilliant  and  stt 
space,  where  the  two  stc 
brightness  the  trunks  oi 
deeper  green  their  leaves 
and  mellow  upon  the  faces 

"  IVaise  to  the  moon 
Balbl  "  We  have  been  i 
but  DOW  light  will  aid  us  i 
gje.     A  wen  timed  thrust, 

"  And  ably  parried,  m; 
who  with  the  first  full  ligl 
to  disarm  his  opponent. 

"  Oh  I  what  in  Satan's 
shouted  in  a  voice  PhiUj 
"  Up  with  your  Uades,  | 
dashing  at  each  other  like 
Up  mih  tiiem,  I  say,"  an 
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"  Wefl,  the  chicken's  a  game  one  i 
rejoined  Larcero.  "  Hither,  my  men 
Baibi  stood  almost  horror-strickeD  at  t 
insolent  behaviour,  two  men  dresse 
uniform  of  the  city  companies,  advan 
bidding.  "  You  see,  my  head,  tfaa 
three  to  two." 

"  Signor  Calra,"  said  Balbi,  tun 
haughty  disregard  from  Larcero  towai 
"  our  quarrd  stands  for  the  present  i 
Some  other  time  we  will  decade  it." 

"  In  such  a  matter,  I  hope  I  sha 
prepared." 

"  There  are  two  words  to  that  pro 
terrupted  Larcero,  "  for  I  must  be 
when  next  you  take  to  a  tilting  mi 
bluster,  nephew,  and  keep  your  hand 

"  Nephew !"  muttered  Philip. 

"  Ay,  nephew  I  I  8tq>pose  your  stoi 
against  the  rdationship,  but  no  matter 
you  both  stand  guilty  of  contempt  a 
Republic  in  drawing  arms  within  the 
Genoa.  Here,  my  men,  attend  to 
Balbi.    This  other  youngster  wifl  be 
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rous ;"  and  he  added  as  if  to  1 
and  generosity  will  outbid  botl 
in  her  eyes.  Signer,"  he  co 
am  thankM  for  this  unexped 
"  Young  blood  runs  si 
laughed  Larcero.  "  Not  a  m 
couldn't  draw  your  weapon; 
enmity,  and  now  you  woul( 
would  save  you  from  cutting 
But,  no  matter.  My  Lord  I 
this  affur  to  the  magistral 
honour  is  my  guarantee  foi 
when  called  upon.  You  are  ai 
and  as  for  you,'  nephew  mi 
few  minutes'  converse  witi 
part." 

"  We  separate  here  thi 
Balbi  to  Philip,  adding,  as  he 
"  to  meet  when  time  and 
coDvenience  ?" 

"  Be  it  so,   my  Lord," 
when  the  two  had  parted,  Bi 
his  head  to  Larcero's   pfu*tii 
turned  towards  .the  city. 


Larcet 
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condition,  I  fear  I  shall  not  be  mudi  in  p 
or  gain  .any  new  tep^tation.'' 

"  Mora  ihaa  you  imagine,"  contiotK 
other,  "  and  you  viust  pledge  me  that  yc 
never  draw  a  blade  until  that  time  is  pas 
as  I  before.said,  your  life  is  (lvalue." 
"  I  may  be  insulted,  set  upon—" 
"  I  don't  see  much  cause  to  dread  ' 
Walk  peaceably,  and  you  need  not  fear  i 
and  few  will  set  upon  you  in  Genoa, 
Sebastian  Larcpro  says  hell  defend  you  : 
mark  me — Stand  stiU  farther  back,  my 
ters,"  for.  during  the  conversation  the  i 
&e  guard  had  ^proaohed  nearer  than  be) 
"  We  shall  walk  towards  the  White 
iSark  me  and  listen  attentively,  for  I  am 
relating  a  tale,  which  should  be  of  some  L 
to  you ;"  and  aa  Philip  bent  his  ear  to  lij 
his  companion's  words,  he  heard  without 
variation  the  same  account  that  LomeDii 
[HKviously  given  him  of  a  matter  most  pc 
to  himscdt  "  I  have  been  an  actor  i 
scene,  youngster,"   he  contiuued,   when 
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exdaimed  with  an  oath,  "  then  1 
throat !" 

"  You  must  remember — "  t 
nished. 

"  I  remember  nothing,"  cot 
interruptuig  him,  "  but  my  own 
interests  may  be  served  while  I 
Refiise  to  join  me,  and  you  rem 

"  I  am  thine,"  answered  Ph 
he  resolved  to  obey  b  one  instan 
detennined  to  judge  and  act 
another.  *'  I  am  thine,  and 
required  promise." 

"  You  are  under  my  proteoti 
Larcero.  "  Sleep  soundly,  for  i 
the  man  that  dares  to  harm  you. 
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long,  beautifuUy  rounded  fii 
cealed  in  the  tresses  of  her  lu 
ported  her  head.  The  furnit 
meot,  its  nchcess  and  grao 
subdued  light,  that  entered  ti 
of  stained  glass,  which  wen 
narrow  windows  opposite  to 
quiet,  almost  unchanged  pos 
place  an  air  of  dreamy  luzi 
consecrated  to  the  sweetest 
past,  or  hallowed  by  the  mos 
plations  of  the  future.  Yet  ^ 
troubled  and  uneasy.  Nen 
wakened  in  her  heart,  and  n 
more  developed  before  her  an: 
ing  eyes.  The  events  of  the 
and  an  occurrence  of  that  mon 
the  Venetian,  had  filled  her 
surmises. 

Venina     in     his     viat 
preached  what  was   almost 
before  bad  he  complimented 
the  changes  upon  her  elegano 
this  morning  he  had  spoken  ! 
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her  mind.  The  Venetiao  she 
she  even  feared  him ;  and  wh 
the  strange  resemblance  b 
Philip,  she  was  confused  by  co 
ing  to  account  for  it.  As  to 
himself,  she  could  not  di^i 
heart  the  deep  impressioo  bf 
She  could  not  forget  tiiat  wl 
asked  her  in  marriage,  it  wt 
Philip  that  most  operated  upc 
his  offer.  She  could  not  hid< 
pleasure  in  hearing  of  his  ga 
prize ;  and  often,  in  the  secre( 
had  she  prayed  for  his  safety 
perils  of  war.  Absorbed  in  tl 
did  not  hear  a  quick  step  appr 
ment;  and  scarcdy  did  she  : 
bound  with  which  the  door  sp 
joyous  in  itself,  as  if  the  ins 
become  animated,  and  partool 
of  the  being  that  touched  it 

'-Hal  Verona!  such  ne' 
news  !"  was  said  in  the  clei 
tones  of  Flesco's  young  wife,  a 


ler  countenance  bear 
tidpated  gmety.     "  £ 

it  sister  ?"  asked  Ver 
imated  looks  and 
r  her  happiness.     "  V 

'e  DO  more  quarrels. 

streets.     Lui^    and 

lUt  an  hour  past  in  1 

Luigi   spoke    to 

Verona,  slowly,  for  : 
oud  Count  of  Lavi 
}us ;  and  she  had  h 
previous  negodation 

eoQora ;  "  aod  then  C 
i,  and  they  soon  be( 
:  so  says  the  Signor 
!  a  few  minutes  ago, 
Liord  Dona  is  conung 
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"  You  amaze  m 
Verona.     "  This  nei 

"Hushi"  raclmn 
her.  "  I  hear  horst 
she  listened  for  a  in 
doD:  "  Luigi's  voice 

She  had  stated  b 
moroiiig ;  for,  in  on 
of  tiieir  combination 
the  Count  should  g 
the  Derias,  and  h 
friendship.  Giannet 
but  Fiesco  had  so 
deeply  lamented  ttu 
estranged  two  Buch ; 
it  might  be  prejvMlicii 
public,  that  Doria  co 
tion  thus  tendered, 
became  seemingly  i 
his  heart,  a  moment 
and  Fiesco  a  more  j: 
fulness  of  their  appai 
asked  Doria  to  his  ] 
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;  direction,  greeted  as 
loud  scclamatioDS  of 
they  saw  future  peace 

lued  the  other,  whea 
lount  had  announced 
ce,  "  wear  thy  mosi 
lust  throw  DO  cloud 

I  wish,  for  thy  sake, 
;  wedded." 

M^ed  Verona ;  "  but, 
rt  of  mate  I  should 

He  has  more  pride 

ind  thou  thiokest  thai 
iults  out  of  his  perfeo 
ungle,  thou  mightesl 
irtues,"  said  Leonora 

er  ^ter  with  a  smile 
arriage  as  to  take  thi 

was  refiased,"  observec 
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"  And  I  will  add  with  pa 
"  for  I  bve  Annibal  too  m 
wish  to  hurt  his  feelings  w 
lover." 

"  The  Signor  Verrina  con 
will  be  refused." 

"  When  he  asks,  he  sha 
anticipate  that  honour,"  said 
decided  tone. 

"  And,  somehow,"  smiled 
iie  who  would  best  succeed 
ask." 

"  What  mean  you,  Leonoi 
though  her  changing  colour, 
and  agitation,  betrayed  the  ii 
tion,  and  seemed  to  prove 
understood  the  purport  of 
"  What  mean  you  ?" 

"  Ah,  Verona,  no  pretende 
the  Doria." 

Verona  rose  trembling  t 
her  seat,  while  Leonora  stoo 
her  visitors,  and  the  rustUn 
the  noise  of  spurs  and  swon 
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lowly  opened,  and 
takmg  Gianoetlno 
his  wife.  Quickly 
e'  apartment.  Its 
eared  to  have  re- 
fer it  required  a 
0  give  to  his  coun- 
cordance  with  his 
ing  low  over  the 
3nceal  his  face,  he 
lips.  But  the  ex- 
ot  escaped  Verona. 
0  herself,  "  is  but 
,ts  prevent  its  lead- 
Leonora,  "  since  we 
that  it  is  too  long 
f  seeing  you  in  my 
ir  visits  win  be  more 
turning  to  Verona, 
'  Verona,"  and  he 
time  will  still  closer 
e,"  he  added-  with  a 
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smfle,  "  your  brother  Julius 
accompanied  by  my  Lord  E 
gayer  than  the  summons 
more  mournful  than  the  sc 
know  the  cause  ?" 

"  In  truth,  oa,"  answen 
sister,  who  remamed  sQent. 

"  Methinka,"  said  Ffe* 
touchest  upon  dangerous 
welcome !  My  Lord  Dcnia, 
a  noble  of  Venice  !" 

"  We  have  met  before,'' 
teously,  "  though  it  is  long  : 
were  both  guests  of  Signor  I 

"The  Signor's  suppers  i 
months,"  said  fresco,  gaily. 

"  It  was  a  slrange  n^ht,* 
after  a  pause,  for  not  one  o: 
inclined  to  mention  it  a 
^oomy  ;  the  Venetian  pale 
and  Fresco's  smile  disappeai 
stories  that  appeared  incredil 

"  Yes,"  said  Kesco,  quid 
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live  on  air,  and  men  of  I 
turn  chariatans." 

"  There  might  be  reaa 
Signor,"  said  Verona,  aS 
Sons  of  state,  or — " 

"  Love,  thou  wouldst 
Fiesco,  intemiplang  her, 
thee  I  but  it  is  wonderfi 
always  turns  to  this  most 
ing  topic" 

"  Thou  art  a  most  sea 
said  his  wife,  tapping  hie 
on  the  cheek,  "  and  dese 
Xiord  Doria,  and  Signo 
cue  I" 

"  Through  a  tbousi 
Doria,  laying  his  hand  ot 

"And  1,"  added  the 
arms,  "have  but  to  be 
The  Lady  Verona's  cause 

"  Well,  feir  damsel," 
to  find  that  thou  canst  si 
fmd  I  retract  my  lib^ou 
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Lord  Anmbal  Baibi  drew  his  sword  last  nigbt 
in  the  duello  within  the  boimds  of  the  dty." 

'*  Yes/'  replied  the  Venetiaa,  speaking  slowly 
and  fiziiig  his  eyes  resohtdy  upon  Vorona's 
face ;  ^*  it  is  reported  that  he  and  a  young 
soldier,  named  Philip  Calva — ^tny  Lord  Fiesco 
knows  him-^ught  last  night  in  the  wood 
above  the  Ohureh  di  Garigiiaiio.''  He  remored 
his  eyes  from  Verona's  countenance,  far  what- 
ever her  feelings  might  be,  by  ndther  word  wr 
gesture  did  she  reveal  them ;  but  calm  and  on- 
moved  did  she  listen  to  him,  tike  any  statue, 
and  foiled  he  turned  towards  Fiesco. 

'*  Why  should  they  quarrel  ?"  asked  tk 
latter. 

"  I  can  assign  no  better  reason  for  it,"  con- 
tinued Venrixia^  ^'  it  is  a  foolidi  custom.'' 

*'And  must  be  stopped,"  said  Doria.  "I 
shaS  see  into  it.  The  Balfais  .  are  powerful 
their  interest  is  commanding,  and  Annibal  safe. 
But  this  soldier  ?" 

**  Should  be  also  safe,"  replied  VoDna, 
speaking  in  a  hoarse,  tremulous  voice.     '^Jus- 
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he  action,  not 

t  slight  sneer 
i^w  back,  pale 
Buch  noticing 
it.  His  nife 
lave  trespassed 
s,"  continued 
on  Monday  I 


irriiia,"  said  a 
took  it  in  his 
is  frame  shook 
;reat  effort  he 
irelessly  gUnc- 
turned  to  take 
Flesco's  palace, 
Doria  to  wait 
to  visit  Signer 

tome  to  receive 
)Id,  dark  apart- 
passed  most  of 
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his  leisure  hours.  The  st 
a  number  of  documents,  1 
apparently  signed  and  attest 
slowly  dodng  the  box,  he  {d 
them  out,  read  them  leis 
deliberately,  and  when  the  ^ 
ed,  by  some  strange  or  vul 
him  to  be  introduced  to  him 
step,  he  quickly  gathered  u[ 
them  in  a  drawer  that  o 
and  drawing  over  to  hu 
account^book,  he  waited 
Venetian  strode  haughti 
ment. 

"  Signer,  these  letters — 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  Lomel 
"  Signer  VOTrina,  I  am  g 
seated,  .there  is  a  chair.     I 

"  Pshaw  !"  said  Verrina 
this  foUy.  What  mean  tl 
I  received  this  day  ?" 

"  Yes,  about  an  hour 
meaning ;  are  you  ready 
ditions  of  the  first  ?" 
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jfit  be  mad!" 
paper,"  and  he 
mtteo.  "  It  will 
nd." 

If  of  your  foUy," 
documeat,  and 
tugh  prepared  for 
he  other's  power 
i  sti^ered  and 
fore  him.  His 
9me  hoarse  and 
characters,  and 
e  of  his  position 
h.  "Thus,"  he 
im  bis  seat,  and 
hes  this  record !" 
>ieces. 

nly,  "  1  suspected 
i  useless  though, 
hve  I" 

the  excitement  of 
the  spring,  drew 
p  the  documents 
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to  the  Venetian.  "See; 
These  do  not  share  the 
They  are  my  proofe." 

"  Well,"  replied  Verrioa 
ag^  placed  them  in  the  d 
did  the  Venetian  watch  h 
ment,  and  look  out  from  thi 
its  posituHL  "  Wen,  yO' 
wrong,  but  now  I  cannot  o 
In  a  week — say  a  week  ?" 

"  That  is  like  huainess," 
glee^y  rubbing  hia  hands 
f<H-  the  sum,  and  I  remit  t] 
time. 

"  Write,  and  I  shall  e 
and  whilst  Lomellino  dre 
instrument,  the  Venetian  i 
if  buried  in  thought,  an 
was  presented  to  him,  he 
Rising,  he  approached  th 
Lord  Elesco  asked  you  to 
day  next?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Lomd 


the  day  after ;  aod 
ble  the  sum  for  those 

iter  coDsideratioti," 
ifty  smile. 
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CHAPTERS 

Philip  had  durii^  his  res 
and  since  his  return  from  the 
with  the  Count.  The  more 
him,  the  more  he  felt  indined 
found  him  sincere  and  genero 
had  ohtained  him  rank  anc 
Spinola's  frsok  nature  as»mila 
Annibal  Balbi  seemed  to  h 
hostile  intentions,  and  by  thi 
friends,  the  breach  of  law  aga 
hushed ;  though  the  cause  of 
imknown,  many  surmised  it^ 
touched  the  truth.  Yet  amic 
and  the  noble  society  which  F 


IS,  nor  turned  his 
ming  of  Monday, 
30  palace,  he  pro- 

Eumed  the  worthy 
jumping  over  his 

>,  "  I  will  have 
ir,  indeed  I   I  am 

s,  "  I  won't  quar- 
w  did  the  velvet 
Longst  the  fittings 
!  more  becoming. 

thee." 

take  from  thee," 

she?" 

IS  ever,"  replied 
ittle  door  that  led 
room,  "  and  there 

the  young  dame, 
d  him,  for  he  can 
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talk  for   both  ( 
boot." 

"True,  Mistn 
her  hand.     "  Dc 
not  forgotten  it 
to  death  with 
revel?" 

"No,  indeed, 
enough,  but  the 
as  they  once  ' 
and  there  are  nc 
ago.  I  hope  th 
"Why,"  ans 
yet  I  have  har^ 
more  importanl 
tion,  and,  not 
these  two  days  ] 
svje  moment." 
"  Yesterday  i 
Mistress  Vairai 
rather  pale.  S! 
this  evening's 
the  Lady  Mileti 
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bo.  There  will  be 
the  palace.  AH 
ight  were  sold  yes- 

Dg  a  good  share  of 
and  where  I  can 

0  want  of  good  in- 
■ay  to  the  White 
»    see    how    you 

'  sdd  Jerome,  pop- 
ifter  serving  a  cus- 
id  Mistress  Varras 
,  haunch  of  venison 

1  her  brother,  who 
-what  would  you 
lughed  gaily  at  his 

give  for  the  com- 
f  horse  ?  you  churL 
)au8ed.  "  Heigho, 
e  been  happier,  had 

said  Varras.  "  Not 


54  THE  WILL;   OR, 

happier,  Phil !  Your  spirit  was  not  moulded  for 
tapes  and  buckram,  sarcenet  and  kersey.  No, 
no,  stop  and  tiy  the  venison." 

"  I  must  refuse  to-day,  Jerome,  for  several 
other  matters  claim  my  attention ;  and  I  shall  be 
hard  worked  to  have  all  prepared  before  I  may 
go  to  the  Count's  palace." 

"  Well,  weD,  it  can't  be  helped.  Venison  is 
the  better  for  being  a  day  or  so  old  ;  and  this 
win  keep,  since  I'm  determined  that  you  taste 
it." 

"Agreed,"  said  Philip  frankly.  "On  the 
morrow  111  look  in,  and  we'll  settle  the  day," 
and  bidding  both  good  morning,  he  proceeded 
to  the  hostehy  of  the  "  White  Cross."  On  the 
way  he  met  Guino  Spinola  and  the  VenetiaiL 
The  latter  was  pale  and  haggard — ^almost  wfld 
looking;  while  it  would  seem  from  Guino's 
laugh,  that  he  was  amusmg  him  by  some  tale  of 
the  day.  At  his  own  lodging,  he  encountered  the 
Signer  Lomellino,  but  they  met  and  separated 
again  without  much  conversation. 

Most  of  the  church  clocks  had  tolled  seven, 
when  Philip  dressed  in  the  suit  of  velvet  which 


66  TH>  WD 

Philip  threaded  his  wa 
through  the  tumult  an^ 
horses,  and  as  he  appr 
palace,  there  ^as  a  shot 
room  for  my  Lord  Dorii 
the  silken  curtains  drat 
driven  rapidly  forward,  i 
netino  Doris  sprung  out 
be  was  greeted  by  the  c 
I%ifip  thought  that  he 
worn.  As  Dona's  doal 
back  when  he  was  assis 
out  of  the  cartiage,  he  t> 
his  sword  was  slightly  c 
some  stir  behind  and  pui 
pike-men,  who  guarded  t 
avffliue  for  the  guests  fa 
to  alarm  him,  for  he  iost 
poD,  and  looked  eagerly 
him.  In  a  few  minute: 
the  carriage  drove  away, 
followed  by  nmning  fool 
nizance  of  the  Durazzo  & 
drew  back  in  the  crowd. 


re  of 
A  mi 
not  b 
,  and 
lentf 
nddi 
w  an 
exti  I 
ilesa 
near  1 
ofthf 
For  B 
din  I 
[daced 
wab 

d  tore 

was  I 

jutioi 
d  on 
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do  not  block  up  the  way," 
sddier  pressed  forward  dlsr^ 
the  speaker  laid  his  hand  roug 
der. 

"You  mistake,"  said  Phi 
my  wish  to  go  forward." 

'*Ay,  ay,"  was  uttered  ii 
voice  of  Larcero.  "  Hands 
let  the  Signor  pass,"  and  then 
tone,  he  continued  :  "  No 
since  you  see  I'm  at  your  bac 
roan  having  instantly  obeyed  '. 
palace-yard. 

A  thousand  lights  gleamt 
dens  of  the  palace,  while  the 
the  ground  to  the  roof  see 
with  the  splendour  of  the  u 
portico  supported  by  Corin 
purest  marble,  was  wreathe 
then  m  bloom,  and  numbt 
varic^ted  in  colour,  were  1 
leaves  of  the  flowers,  emittin 
able  light  that  strongly  conti 
above  it.     Liveried  lackeys. 
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ith  the  arms  of  the 
;he  entrance  to  receive 
passage  to  the  foot  of 
id  to  the  rooms  where 
led  for  their  company, 
ens,  Philip  could  see 
gaily  coloured  dresses 
Dended  from  the  trees 
musical  laugh  of  fair 
red  by  the  more  bois- 
le  companions.     The 

and  pleasure.  The 
iople  that  were  spread 
calm  serene  beauty  of 
colours  here  and  there 
;  the  lovely  strains  of 
the  immediate  vicinity 
the  softer,  more  mel- 
ire  distant,  all  these 
ng  presented  to  him  a 
liich  his  previous  exis- 
entures  had  up  to  this 
e  turned  from  its  pre- 

ascended  the  marble 
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stuTcasc.  In  a  small  ant 
higher  domestics  of  the 
gorgcousDess  of  livery  ths 
traYBgancy.  One  of  them 
doak,  and  while  Philip  thoi 
to  him,  he  could  not  hdp, 
marldng  that  there  was  s 
and  repulsive  in  its  expresi 
and  the  circumstance  then  < 
The  door  of  the  aparti 
approached  was  thrown  opi 
himself,  and  exhibited  to 
navel  and  imposing.  It  v 
with  the  highest  tamilies  of  i 
ber  statesmen,  her  high  a 
ven  all  represented  m  th) 
greatest  names  of  their  si 
amongst  them  all  there  wa: 
personal  appearance  to  th 
celling  the  modest  diffidenc 
his  wife,  or  the  quiet,  mau 
her  sister.  Flumes  waved, 
\rith  gold  and  jewels,  for  thi 
the  skill  of  the  artizan,  the 
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sought  and  laviehed  in 
present  The  Count 
rounded  by  a  glittering 
nators;  but  on  seeing 
ely  turned  towards  him, 

nt  Captaio.  My  Lord 
/alva  I  My  Lord  Leone, 
y  friend,"  and  catching 
!  instantly  added,  "  Cap- 
>  more  powerful  patron 

ia  to  himself,  while  he 
!  soldier,  "  a  more  im- 
;  aloud,  "  Signor,  you 
xs  as  the  friend  of  the 

ressed  his  thanks.  The 
his  conversation ;  the 
into  its  previous  atti- 
lalled  to  Verona,  and 
Mid,  led  him   towards 

va  will  need  thy  assist- 
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ance.  He  is  among  new  £ 
join  this  dance  with  the  L: 
Philip  assented,  Fiesco  tun 
leaving  them  both  together. 

The  first  few  seconds  wer 
and  half-expressed  greeting: 
□ot  conceal  from  himself  th 
Dance  looked  more  animated, 
had  ever  before  noticed  it. 
her  complexion  changed ; 
ask  himself  the  cause.  Th 
came  more  animated ;  their  < 
met;  and  soon  they  began 
hrance  of  others  in  the  mt 
they  were  both  roused  by  1 
almost  a  groan,  uttered  be 
they  turned  in  the  direction  ( 
plunged  quickly  into  the  oe 
so  quickly  as  to  conceal  the 
Balbi     Verona's  eye  met  Fi 

"  Signor,  we  wiD  join  the 
moving  forward  ;  and  Philip 
did  so.     Her  hand  rested 
cation  of  the  moment,  the  be 
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music,  a  strange  feeling  of  daring  ■ 
TOSS  his  heart,  all  combined  to  tempt 
oldier  on  to  his  fate ;  and  slightly  pres; 
d  he  held,  he  murmured, 
rona !" 

clung  heavily  to  his  hand,  loo 
iy  in  his  Jace  for  a  second,  then  tun 
ices  on  the  floor,  she  answered  by  rep 
3wn  name. 

lave  dared,"  said  Philip  quickly,  "  d; 

pardon.     But  I  caa  prove  my  dcs< 

myself  not  unworthy — " 

an  hope,"  interrupted  Verona  in  a 

nd  both  felt  that  to  pursue  the  sul 

was   needless.     In  their  hearts   e 

as  treasured ;  and  the  surest  link  < 

;  was  the  anticipation  of  the  future. 

dance  was  finished,  and  Philip  led  hi 

;.     He  felt  the  room  warm  and  si 

anA  TW>rhnnR  it  was  a  reUef  to  boti 

moment,   for  one  of 

Verona    entered 

m,   she  soon  became 

id  Philip  passing  out,  i 
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to  the  gardens,  now  not  so  d 
when  he  first  arrived.  He  soi 
separating  bimsdf  from  thoae 
avenues,  he  struck  into  a  little 
to  a  small  Roman  temple, 
artificial  lake,  and  entering  it, 
into  n  niched  seat,  whose  shac 
cealed  his  person,  while  it  ga 
those  who  passed,  or  entered 
of  the  p^,  its  calm  seclu 
feverish  feelings  of  his  mind, 
oing  to  look  steadfastly  upon 
tion,  when  the  gentle  fall  ol 
roused  him,  and  before  he  cou 
entered  the  building.  The  li 
lamp  streamed  down  upon  th 
instantly  recognized  Giannetu 
domestic  whose  forlndding 
attracted  his  attention,  when 
palace  he  had  delivered  him  hi 
not  indioed  to  pry  into  secret 
strange  combination  of  peisoi 
heard  Doria's  voice,  as  he  s\ 
abruptly,  and  remembered  bis 
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CHAPTER 

Suppers  have  been  eatei 
haps  they  afford  the  most  a 
hmnanily  —  perhaps  the 
rather  later  than  it  was  tw< 
for  their  enjoyment ;  perhaj 
upon  more  as  a  pleasure  tti 
sity,  incline  mankind  to  < 
moat  delightful  of  all  me 
matter  of  necessity  ;  dinner 
a  pleasant  re-union.  But  a 
he  lives  unless  he  dines.  1 
qua  turn  repast,  a  oecess 
e  superfluity. 


loi 


It 

ich 


lie 
nbi 
at 
M 
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In  this  survey  he  saw  the  glai 
was  leading  his  wife  and  sis 
raent,  turned  rapidly  and  sei 
servant  to  another,  then  fallii 
the  table  that  61Ied  the  centn 
Fiesco  placed  Duia  at  one  si 
The  other  was  occupied  by  thi 
the  remaining  nobles  range* 
rank  and  age  they  were  ent 
to  the  dames  and  m^deos,  n 
into  the  apartment.  The  Li 
sister  were  placed  near  the  C 
to  Riilip  sat  Yerrina,  besid 
He  bad  seen  little  of  the  \ 
evening,  and  now  could  not  i 
himself  the  deep  paleness  ol 
and  the  restless  uneasiness  ( 
eye  was  never  turned  towards 
seined  to  experience  some  pi 
it  iomiediately  dropped  hefon 
(xAouT  became  paler  or  hei, 
so. 

In  a  few  minutes  all  we 
Spinota  and  Annibal  Baibi  v 
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"  My  Lord  Doria  says,  thou  art  privi 
observed  LomeOino  with  a  forced  laugh, 
added  in  an  under  tone,  "  thou  art 
dangerous." 

"  It  will  be  in  the  LomeDino  palace,"  m 
Verrina. 

Philip  paid  little  attention  to  what  was 
ing  in  his  immediate  vicinity,  for  his  th 
were  more  occupied  with  the  remembra 
the  few  words  Verona  had  spoken,  and  h 
more  intent  on  the  magnificent  scene  befbi 
The  room  was  the  most  splendid  in  the 
of  the  Count  of  Lavi^na.  Its  ceiling 
master-piece  upon  which  the  genius  and  1 
of  the  painter  and  sculptor  had  lavish* 
beauties  of  art  and  the  treasures  of  min 
series  of  all^orical  paintings  represente 
courtship  of  ^neas  and  Dido,  and  rou 
sides  were  cut  in  marble  the  heads  of  th< 
distinguished  ancestors  of  the  &mi]y  i 
Fieschi,  while  the  walls,  instead  of  being  c 
with  arras,  were  encrusted  with  thin  sli 
variously  coloured  marbles,  the  shades 
two  next  each  other  b^g  alike,  and  a 
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moulding,  richly  gilded,  ran  along  the  sides  of 
the  room,  both  above  and  below.  Pictures, 
fortunes  in  themselves  even  then,  hung  from 
the  walk.  Statues,  when  the  art  was  progress- 
ing from  infancy  to  a  vigorous  manhood,  were 
placed  throughout  the  apartment,  and  all  the 
refinements  and  luxuries  of  the  age  found  a 
place  in  it.  Genoa  was  then  famed  for  female 
beauty,  and  Philip's  eye  wandered  from  coxmte- 
nance  to  countenance,  at  last  to  rest  upon  the 
features  of  Verona,  for  in  all  the  varied  loveli- 
ness of  the  scene,  none  appeared  to  him  to  have 
the  charms  of  face  she  possessed.  Once  he 
caught  her  eye ;  its  expression  was  sad,  though 
still  kind. 

"  She  repents  of  the  past !"  he  muttered  to 
himself,  then  as  he  turned  away,  he  met  the 
glance  of  the  Venetian  bent  angrily  upon 
him. 

"  Methinks,"  said  Verrina  slowly,"  Captain, 
that  the  fair  Lady  Beatrice  Durazzo  has  charmed 
thy  heart,"  and  he  spoke  loud  enough  to  at- 
tract Leone's,  her  brother's  attention. 

"  Soldiers  without  fortune  or  rank  are  low 

£  2 
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suitors  for  high  horn  dames,"  answerei 
promptly.    ■ 

"  There,"  ^d  Durazao  generousfy, 
errest.  The  sword  nnkes  now  both  r 
fortune.     I  drink  to  thee,  Signor  Calva 

"  My  Lord,"  answered  Fhihp  much 
"  you  claim  my  thonla  ;  and  perhaps  : 
times  I  may  show  that  I  am  grateful." 

Verrina  bit  his  lips.  "  I  shall  ser 
campaign  under  the  FVench  King.  A 
war  is  the  best  teacher  of  politeness. 
Calva,  wilt  impart  the  benefit  of  th 
rience  ?" 

"  To  be  thi-own  away !"  saJd  Soinola 
laugh. 

"  Or  improved  upon,"  addei 
drunken  gravity. 

"  Rather  to  he  misused,"  sal 

"  The  Count  Resco's  table  i 
for  stolen  jests,"  observed  ^ 
sternly  at  Phihp,  and  the  conv 

Another  subject  attracted  i 
those  above  Lomellino,  who  h 
time  in  drinking  to  such  adv 


THE  WILL  ;   OB 

''  To  the  dance  1"  ezdaimef 

rancing  towards  the  door. 

"  The  dance !"  muttered  D 

rd.     "  Mileta,  my  Lord  D 

id ;  wife,  thou  sbalt  find  a  < 

rd  Balbi.     The  Lady  Ilesco 

r  suit." 

"  And  the  £ajr  Verona,"  sa: 

»  mine." 

"  Signor  Ca!va,"  exclaimed 

!  young  soldier  advance,  " 

Mirtner." 

"  I  seek  speech  with  thee, 

d    Philip,    placing   his    hai 

Speech  with  thee  on  a  mattei 

tl    his  earnest  manner  inst 

lunt's  attention. 

"  Come   hither,   my    friend 

SCO,  drawing  Plulip  toward 

all  cabinet,    that  opened   t 

im.    "  Now  speak.    We  ai 

interruption." 

Philip  took  the  small  hoi 

idote,  and  placed  it  in  th 
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work  thy  nun  ;  my  plans  n 
come ;  model  tliy  behaviour 
poisoner,  as  thou  seest  me 
together  left  the  cabinet,  FhUi[ 
compliance  with  his  request. 

FiGSco  passed  through  the  gr 
who  stiU  thronged  the  varioi 
corridors^  until  he  came  to  tl 
which  they  were  dandng.  He 
jest,  a  remark  for  all.  The  sc 
the  merchant,  all  received  his  i 

"  Signor,"  he  said,  address: 
care-worn  looking  man,  whose 
been  thirty,  but  he  looked  moi 
in  his  bright  eye,  his  high,  int 
the  restless  glance,  that  i 
motions,  was  the  evidence  of 
genius, — "  the  school  of  rhe 
rhy  fame  has  travelled  to  Romi 

"  Thaaks,  my  Lord,"  re] 
colouring  like  an  infant,  "  I  an 
pur  kindness  would  even  make 

"  No,  no,"  rephed  Fiesco, 
mother,  who  leaned  against  th' 


as  Fiesco  walked  to  the  doc 
alive  with  dancers,  and  toi 
shoulder  a  large,  powerful 
up  the  passage.  His  dres£ 
material,  yet  in  the  matmei 
was  a  something  which  ix 
necessity,  not  iDcUoation  hi 
sumptuous  attire.  His  iaa 
of  that  look  of  intelligence 
tenances  of  the  rhetoricia 
mirrored  the  presence  of  ge 
had  m  its  movements  no: 
which  marked  the  carriagi 
present. 

"  Signor  Gombroni,"  s 
him  on  die  shoulder,  for  < 
the  head  of  the  merchs 
wealth  almost  boundless,  1 
class  most  extensive.  "  Si 
thee  on  success.  It  is  said 
been  a  mine  of  gold  to  thee 

"  Lucky,  very  lucky,  n 
the  other  shortly. 

"  I  rejoice  at  it,"  was 
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uncommon  occurrence  in 
LomelliDo,  and  now,  as 
passed  unnoticed  by  most 
there  was  more  than  ctu 
positive  design  in  the  « 
tiao. 

"  Drink,"  said  the  latter 
It  best  is  but  a  dull  realit 
society.  Drink  !  it  banish 
lope." 

"  Yes,  ye-ye-yes,"  muttt 
Irunken  gravity.  "  Soci< 
ife  without  society  ?" 

"  Or  wine,"  re-echoed  V 

"  Ay,  wine— wine  is  1 
tie — the  what,  Signor  ?" 

"  The  charm  that  soothes 
le  gold  that — " 

"  Gold — gold,  what  of  it 
ao.  His  thoughts  wande 
Jkest  of  the  bond — " 

"  Tuah  I"  said  Verrina  ha 
safe.     When  dost  go  bom 

"  Shortly  now," 
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Philip.  The  lamps  that  wi 
the  trees  still  threw  a  pale 
and  faintly  illumined  the  com 
seamed  and  furrowed  as  it  w 
of  his  passion. 

"  Thou  art  a  soldier,  Si{ 
terly,  addressing  I^lip,  "  i 
that  insults  are  settled  by  tl 
per,  thy  language  was  not  o^ 

"  Nor,"  answered  Philip  t 
own." 

"  Then,"  added  Verrina, 
faint  light  of  the  lamps, 
ghastly,  "  we  have  both  insul 
and  creditor  on  either  side 
this  place  will  be  free  from  in 
.  "  No,"  said  Philip  slowl; 
sword  of  mine  shall  be  dravi 
one  of  thy  name  and  family.' 

"  It  is  a  strange  desire  foi 
rephed  Verrina  sneeringly. 
reason?" 

Philip  whispered  in  his  eai 

"  Fool !"  exclaimed  the 
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advise  him."  Some  sweet  i 
seemed  to  operate  oa  his. 
from  Verrina,  he  calmly  saic 
Signor.     Good  night !" 

"  Stay,"  shouted  the  V 
heedless  passed  on,  and  thef( 
as  it  were  to  the  place  he  occ 
muttered  to  himself,  ,"  km 
thickens  ;  the  danger  increas 
child  has  been  strangely  spi 
grow  to  manhood,  and  beco: 
fice.  We  cannot  both  live- 
ns two  must  perish.  Ay,  ] 
after  a  short  pause,  while  a  g 
his  features.  "  This  week  ( 
one  of  us,"  and  he  slowly  qui 


I  VI. 

*s  guests  b^an  to 
lagged  ;  the  music 
'  heavy;  the  strongest 
i  half  an  hour  after 
ed  to  exhibit  them- 
leir  departure.  The 
;h  lights ;  the  heavy 
o  receive  their  load, 
to  make  room  for 
delight  were  bursting 
iure  they  had  enjoyed 
,  the  Count  stood 
^tulations,  and  with 
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deep    insight    repaying 
value. 

"  Remember  your  proi 
Doria.    "  To-moiTow,  y( 

"  It  is  a  pleasure  I  ! 
swered  Resco  with  a  s 
Giaonetino  warmly  shoo 
himself,  "  and  a  dangei 
agunst,"  then  he  contina 
Durazzo,  good  night 
dressing  the  young  Ball 
years  older  since  thou 
evening.  There  is  love 
Beware — the  ddty  is  not 

"  Nor  even  enticed,"  s 
'  For  each  on  his  depart 
The  scholar  received  a  se 
painter,  a  whispered  invil 
works  of  reputation  in  th 
chant  was  pleased  by  a 
lina  and  Lomellino  w( 
PhiUp  had  left  the  palace 

The  Venetian's  servant 
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d  and  as  they  passed 
d  to  Verrina,  "  I 
e  on  the  morrow  at 
it  Andrew  Doria  at 

of  a  minute,"  said 

i  appearance  of  a 
ed  the  remains  of  a 
inged  in  it.  Horses 
a«  were  the  dying 
the  failing  echo  of 
oise  of  contention. 
Lomellino  between 
gardly  to  keep  a 
leir  master  walked 

miuntain  a  conver- 
leDino's  incoherent 

the  utter  impossi- 
h^  arrived  at  the 
iw  him  safely  depo- 
and  then  proceeded 
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The  night  was  unu 
ihout '  two  hours  afte 
Couot's  guests.  A  b1 
raio  had  deBcended,  a 
dark  clouds  over  the  (n 
louDgers  from  the  str 
beauty  of  the  sky  hat 
heavy  dustoing  masses 
and  the  wind  echoed 
over  the  roofs  of  the 
the  mouhtainB  and  cr 
speot  the  last  remains  < 
A  bell  would  sometin 
night  prayers,  or  stril 
and  save  this  interru}: 
howlmg  of  the  wind, 
lonely — forbidding  and 
this  ooDtention  of  dar 
might  be  seen  passin 
streets,  and  when  it  ; 
closed  the  front  of  t 
paused.  The  Sgure  v 
was  masked  and  dlsgi 
be  surmised,  from  the 
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e  paused  for  ft  few 
;ned  attentively,  and 
18  dress,  for  he  wore 
le  end  of  which  was 
ig  it  over  the  wall ; 
ddenjerk.  TTiehook 
wall,  then  straining 
vn  weight,  as  if  to 
id  satisfied  with  it, 
land,  made  a  deter- 
toments  had  reached 
i  the  hook,  reversed 

and  noiselessly  into 
Taking  the  end  of  ' 
am  the  bottom,  and 
«,  as  he  could  easily 

it,  and  marking  the 

a  jutting  portion  of 
:rept  forward   to   a 

a  confined  garden, 
tously. 
.  ear.     He  tried  the 

luttered  to  himself. 


"  Course,  and  success  is 
he  pushed  the  door.  I 
with  one  quick  effort  be 
to  admit  his  person,  and 
to  listen,  but  all  was  silei 

Quickly  crossii^  the  li 
at  a  window  about  six  I 
It  was  a  small  window, 
and  crusted  with  hard  di 
defied  rain  or  storm  to  E 
man  or  woman  was  no 
ployed  in  removing  it.  i 
placed  about  its  centre,  r 
top,  but  the  wood  was  w 
the  rust,  the  iron  itsel 
The  man  anxiously  exam 
his  hand,  for  he  could  ree 
panes ;  he  groped  about 
firmly  the  iron  bar,  he  ga 
and  rusted  and  worn  by 
storm,  it  yielded  to  the  v 
the  ground.  Again  he 
ear  to  catch  a  sound,  but 

"Ten  minutes   more. 
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Q  the  bar.  "  All 
up  his  hand,  he 
st  with  a  diamond 
his,  be  struck  the 
[lis  shut  hand,  and 
s  nay  before  his 
substance  within, 
he  listened  most 

med  almost  aloud, 
iov  for  my  last 
back,  he  made  a 
the  «des  of  the 
sence  of  the  glass 
is  hands  were  cut 
remaining  in  the 
moment,  but  the 
bent  and  yielded; 
se,  like  the  fibres 
(  thrown  back  on 
from  its  situation, 
on  the  top  of  him. 
id.  The  next  he 
ither  paused,   nor 
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listened,  but  with  one  furious  boujid,  exclaiming : 
**  I  must  succeed  or  die  I*'  he  dashed  through 
the  extensive  openings  now  made,  and  fell  on 
the  floor  of  the  apartment 

All    was    darkness   round    and    near  him. 
He     was    overpowered     with    his     exertions, 
and    though     neither    stunned     by    the    fall 
nor   hurt,  he   became   weak  ;    a   sweat  broke 
out    over    his    body,     but    a    distant    noise 
like  an  opening   door  recalled  him   at  once. 
In  an  instant  he  was  on  his  feet.     A  small  box 
was  drawn  from  his  breast ;   it  contained  flint 
and  steel.     He  ignited  a  match  and  lighted  the 
lamp  which  hung  from  the  ceiling.     Glanciog 
his  eye  quickly  roimd  the  apartment,  it  settled 
upon  a  small  space  in  the  wall.     He  accurately 
examined  it,  compared  it  with  a  huge  iron  boi 
that  occupied   one  end  of  the  room,  and  then 
taking  his  dagger  frt>m  its  sheath,  be  began  to 
pick  and  feel  the  wall.     The  point  sunk  into  a 
small  hole,  a  little  opening  was  made,  and  then 
slowly  the  wall  began  to  open.     He  still  presses! 
the  dagger's  point,  but  the  distant  souDds  of 
some  person  moving  stopped  him.     A  step  was 
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CHAPTER  V 

Vincent  Lomellino,  by  tbi 
had  been  laid  upon  his  bed,  tl 
iatoxicatioa  that  prevented  bin 
whose  bands  he  had  been  indt 
and  important  service.  Hl 
limited  in  number,  for  one  fe 
a  man,  now  absent  from  the 
tuted,  when  assembled,  his  he 
in  disposition  he  never  secoi 
gance  in  retinue  or  attendance, 
of  other  Genoese  nobles  mcli 
port,  and  their  luxury  made 
indispensable  necessaries.     Thi 
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ul  gusts  over  the 
iway  in  the  dis- 
er  on  their  lips, 
ay  a  fresh  blast, 
Deeded  by  others. 
I  OD  his  couch, 
him,  but  this 
:e  him  instantly. 
'  the  apartment 
I  there  was  a  Ml 
was  hushed ;  not 
led  bis  ear. 
ig  bis  hand  on  his 
I  his  bnun,  which 

of  the  wine,  "  I 
«d,  for  as  be  bad 
window,  and  od 
omer  oppodte  be 
tit  J  H(dy  Virgin! 
rowing  his  doak 
id  up  bis  sword, 
r  in  a  table  before 

opened  his  door, 
iposite  ude,  and 
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of  youE  cnxde  ?  Yidd 
'er  of  airild,  enraged 
mbd  ia  the  Venetian's 
that  the  &st  shock  of 
d.  passed,  fbOed  his 
into  a  comer;  where 
tpi  tmd  with  a  vkleat 
fhis  jriatols. 
>  muttered ;  and  life  or 

Di  LomeHiiw  was  the 
E!^htier  maD,  and  the 
ii^er,  with  more  elastie 
nore  powerful  passions 
opponent.  Chanlcter, 
ling  hopes,  were  all  at 
IB  mored  by  thebcksest, 
It  effedive  prioeiple  of 
!;  Their  e^m  glared 
ther.  Nflithw  spoke. 
)  too  &r  distamt  to  hear 
yet,  to  render  justice  to 
B  had  but  one  oppcnenti 
hoiitlng  for  asustance. 
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Verrina  drew  his  breath  \ 
tbey  stood  in  each  oth 
glandng  obliquely  at  the 
then  he  made  a  powerful  i 
the  Venetian  threw  himsel 
stni^le  began.  Seizing  e 
attempted  to  draw  thsar 
prevented  the  other,  and  1 
sudden  effort,  clasped  his  i 
tian,  and  had  almost  boi 
window,  when  his  foot  slip] 
reded  and  fell  with  the  oti 
shock  loosened  his  hold,  a 
an  effort  strengthened  by  ( 
the  bared  and  naked  throat 

"  Help  1"  shouted  Lom 
word  was  all  he  could  utter 

"  Shout  again,"  said  t 
his»ag  tones,  "and  thou 
two;  the  one  cannot  pro 
Let  the  papers  be  peace 
lirest.  Reftise,  and  thy  de 
my  dishonour." 

"  Never  1"    exdaimed 
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Id,  for  his  hand  had 
i  whilst  he  spoke. 
'  and  with  one  effort, 
sprung  towards  the 
lis  hand,  exdaiming, 

his  side.  Lomellino 
Ihe  papers  dropped 
id  he  fell,  with  a  low 
urmnring,  "Saviour 
loment  of  fearful  ex- 
had  passed  through 

etian,  steadfastly  re- 
lanoe  as  it  lay  before 
imp.  "  Fate  has  so 
U  the  ener^es  of  his 
ch  any  distant  sound, 
Ele  then  gathered  up 
xotnined  his  dress, 
e  clothes  of  the  dead 
n  him  to  leave  the 
)f  a  curiously-formed 
lay  on  one  ^de  of 
r  3 
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Lomellino's  body,  having  dropped  from  his  pocket 
in  his  fall  He  lifted  it  up,  regarded  it  anxiously 
for  a  few  moments,  then  applied  it  to  the  lock 
of  the  iron  box  that '  occupied  one  end  of  the 
apartment.  The  lock  yielded,  stowly  it  opened, 
and  the  Venetian  lifted  the  top  of  the  box,  and 
almost  started  with  amazemeht  at  the  sight  of 
the  treasure  it  contained.  Small  canvas  bags, 
jBUed  with  gold  or  sibr&r  coins,  w^e  heaped 
one  on  the  other,  and  several  diamonds  glittered 
•as  they  lay  in  open  leather  cases,  for  it  was 
Lomellino's  wont  to  sit  down  and  gloat  over  his 
treasure ;  and  sometimes,  in  the  huny  of  the 
moment,  fearful  of  being  (Usturbed,  he  was 
compelled  to  leave  this  apartment  without  ar- 
ranging everything  in  its  usual  order. 

Verrina  made  up  his  mind  in  an  instant. 
Loading  himself  with  as  much  gold  as  he  could 
well  bestow  about  his  person,  and  all  the 
diamonds  he  could  see,  he  carefully  dosed  the 
chest,  then  going  over  to  the  dead  body,  he 
took  Lomellino's  own  dagger,  savagely  drove  ft 
into  the  wound,  and  placing  his  hand  so  that 
it  seemed  to  have  just  fallen  from  the  weapon, 
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id.  the  light,  and 
open  window  oq 
;,  be  paused  here 
if  thfflre  might  be 
irbed  him.  The 
1  still ;  the  night 
<  now  calm  and 
dowly  proceeded 
:  garden,  reached 
le  rope,  and  after 

top  of  the  wall. 
le,  not  a  step  or 

himself  over  he 
first  tied  one  end 

to  be  able,  when 

a  sudden  jerk  to 

3  or  seeing  any 
bis  own  residence, 
i  small  gate,  and 
'n  bed-chamber, 
ained  the  papers, 
a  young  girl  who 
ere  witnessed  by 
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Adrasto  &  Vltelli,  and  \ 
rhey  proved  the  existence 
ffhich  the  Venetian  dreaded. 
"  Adrasto  di  Vitelli !"  he 
over  the  name.  "  Who  is 
Livin};  or  dead,  or  where 
questions  seemed  more  to  dii 
event  of  the  evening.  The  m 
rose  before  him  a  phantom  1 
^emed  that  a  witness  still 
powerful  witness.  His  crim' 
rasto  di  Vitelli  was  in  tb( 
access.  Even  another  copy 
might  be  in  his  power  and  p 
these  thoughts  passed  rapidi; 
be  examined  the  gold  and 
was  great  —  the  jewels,  as  fen 
precious.  His  hands  were  ( 
pouring  water  inta  a  basin 
itnd  threw  the  water  on  a 
under  his  chamber  window 
slight  remorse  gradually  ste 
began  to  undress  him.  A  su 
his  mind — his  ring  was  not 


CHAPTER 

Never  having  possessed 
party  with  whom  he  always 
Lomellino's  death  had  made 
upon  his  order  in  Genoa;  8 
succeeding  its  annouocemrai 
sister  were  sitting  in  the 
making  preparation  for  an 
which  had  been  planned  the 
rona's  attention  seemed  no 
the  anticipated  pleasure  of 
event,  and  her  sister  was  e 
The  thoughts  of  both  were 
than  with  any  of  the  objed 
by  a  strange  coincidence,  the 


<rm  HALF-SROTOERS.  Ill 

iqned  thor  attention — both  thoagfat  of 
lip  Calra.  Verona  could  not  hide  from  her- 
',  that  the  young  s(ddier  had  made  an  im- 
eion  which  she  couldnot  eSace,  nor  did  ahe, 
r  the  few  wordfi  spoken  by  them  at  the  revel, 
ch  were  iur  encomrtgement,  wish  to  do  so ; 
lODgh  she  fetu^d,  that  the  h(^  which  would 
mise  success  to  her  indinations,  was  but  a 
eless  vi^on.  She  never  hid  &om  her  own 
rt  her  affection;  nor  did' she  attempt  to 
ceal  the  difficulties  that  beset  its  consum- 
JOD.  niilip  had  spoken  to  her  of  wealth 
.  rank,  and  she  knew  that  with  these  acces- 
es  to  power,  her  family  would  never  refuse 

alliance.     Yet    he    might    decave  her — 
jht— 

'  No,  no  I"  she  murmured  to  herself,  with 
the  reUanoe  of  her  own  guileless  nature  upon 
eart  which  she  conceived  equally  pure.  "  No — 
!  he  would  g^  nothing  by  such  baseness. 

d»v>ivf>  m*^  wil]  not  benefit  him,  and  he 
any  proud  name  in  Genoa — 
d,  for  Leonora  had  dropped 
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her  book,  and  was  intent 
fiice. 

"  Well,  sister  mine,  whs 
thoughts  ?  rn  bet  this  je* 
to  a  rare  diamond  ring  whi 
ducat,  that  thou  thinkest  of 

"Of whom?"  Verona  1 
Countess  had  paused. 

"  Nay,  no  blushes ;  they 
of  guilt.  But,  come,  I  an 
keep  no  damsed  in  the  mo 
curiosity.  Thou  thinkest  i 
soldier,  Philip  Calva." 

"  He  piteserved  my  life  1" 
while  neck  and  bosom  glow 
in  a  moment  after  grew 
nora  — " 

"  One  word,  dearest  sisb 
farther.  I  know  thy  sea 
known  it ;  nor  do  I  blame  t 
possesses  no  ordinary  claims 
I  will  be  bold,  and  even  say. 
Yet,  Verona,  methinks  it  n 
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his  pasnon  than  to 

id  Verona,  as  she 
!  to  deceiTe,  for  she 
ster,  rising,  pushed 
s,  then  seating  her- 
and  gently  smiling, 


ired  Verona,  falling 
"  and  she  hurst  into 
1  from  her  cheeks, 
ly.- 

lord  on  the  score  of 
ess,  "  since  now  we 
' ;  and  if  thy  words 
in  went  down,  thy 
3t  contradict  them ; 
Imly  upon  this  sub- 
)me  suitors  as  it  is, 
kse  will  prefer  Philip 
as  he  is,  to  the  hmr 
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"  I  never  could  dream  that  they  wouM/'  said 
Verona  mournfully. 

^'Then,  deur  sister,  believe  me,  for  if  this 
matter  rested  with  me,  no  fooli^  scruples  of 
mine  should  bar  thy  happiness,  since  I  highly 
respect  this  young  soldi^ ;  bat  believe  me,  that 
I  say  with  regret^  this  union  would  not  please 
our  family.  They  will  sedc  a  connexion  with 
some  noble." 

"He  is  noble-" 

^'  Noble  1"  esdaimed  Leonora,  with  manifest 
siirprise.  -  *^  Then  why  thia  masquerading  ?  An 
apprentice  to  a  draper  1  a  soldier  of  fortune  next ! 
They  are  odd  dresses  for  nobility.  Of  what 
famify  or  rank  is  he  ?" 

^*  I  know  not,"  said  Verona ;  "  but  his  own 
declaration-^" 

''Indeed!"  and  as  Leondra  thus  abruptly  in- 
terrupted her  sister,  she  paused  and  gazed  fixedly 
upon  her  varying  features.  "I  did  not  think 
this  matter  had  gone  so  fiso*,  or  that  his  bolder 
would  have  been  equal  to  the  task  of  thus  pro- 
claiming his  love.  Yet,  sister,  I  interrupl  thee. 
What  said  he  ?" 
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explained  and  related 
had  occurred  between 
reniog  but  ooe  pre- 
words,  her  own  brief 
sister  read  in  her 
these  circumstances, 
bar  suspicnons.  She 
y  loved  the    young 

e  at  length  asked, 
the  other,  as  if  even 
tld  offend  her  by  its 
II  not?" 
ent,    &nd    seemingly 

Frath  with  me,"  con- 
iect  I  strove  and 
passion ;  endeavoured 
ny  efforts  have  been 
have  recoiled  on  my- 
iployed  in  learning  to 
lore  deeply  impressed 
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"  He  said  he  was  noble  ?' 
if  she  had  not  heard  her  ^tt 

"  Yes,  yes,  such  was  his  i 

"And  the  Venetian,  \ 
famil;,"  continued  Leonora, 
says  hb  ancestry  trace  bacL 
Eorico  Dandolo,  the  blind  D 
stormed  Constantinople.  A 
encourages  merchants  amoQ] 
the  elder  Verrina  increased  h 
gold  of  commerce." 

"But  what  reference  hi 
Calvar 

"  Nought,  nought,  in  truth 
the  air  of  one  who  thought  i 
could  hut  well  explain  how. 
Verona — dost   thou  credit 
ment  ?" 

"  Firmly,  I  do." 

"  And  I  also,"  said  Leoi 
"  I  also  believe  it ;  yet,  like 
credited  by  me,  I  can  giv 
belief.    But,  dearest  sister, 
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not  to  retract  one  word  which  thou  hast 

!D,  nor  yet  to  disguise  thy  kindly  feelings 

tis  this  young  captain.     He  may  be  noble — 

ble." 

^ow  may  God   bless  thee!"  said  Verona 

itly,  and  at   the  same  time  affectionately 

aang  her,      "  Thou  removest    from    my 

a  heavy  load  by  this  undoubted  reliance 

his  truth ;  nor  may  I  conceal  from  thee 
be  is  loved  more  by  me  than  I  perhaps  by 

yet  methinks  I  sometimes  read  affectioD 
( eye." 

*for  doubt  it,"  replied  her  sister.  "Yet 
I  advise  caution.     The  Venetian  watches 

and  might  stir  our  family  against  this 
^  man ;  while  Annibal  Baibi,  who  is  too 

for  that,  would  willingly  peril  his  life  in 
ueQo  to  remove  a  rival." 
'■  think  that  was  the  cause  of  their  former 
inter,"  said  Verona,  after  a  moment's  hesi- 
1. 

ifo  unlikely  supposition,"  observed  the 
itess.  "  But  now,  Verona,  that  this  mat- 
s  expluned,  and  we  understand  each  other, 
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let  me  still  impress  upon  thee  the  necessity  of 
prudence.  Come,  I  hear  the  tread  of  horses, 
and  I  think  our  company  is  assembling.  Dost 
see  how  Luigi  is  up  to  the  lips  in  pleasure  ?  To- 
morrow, we  go  tO;  the  mountains ;  on  the  next 
day,  the  noble  Durazzo  will  turn  his  palace  into 
a  banqueting  hall;  and  the  Signer  Verrina 
takes  us  in  hand  on  Monday.'' 

"I  go  not  there,"  said  Verona,  emphati- 
caDy. 

"  How  ?  Dost  dread  the  supple  Venetian  ?" 
asked  her  sister,  with  a  smile.  *^  Or  art  thou 
in  fear,  lest  his  accomplishments  should  diange 
thy  heart  ?  Methinks^  his  odd  likeness  to  this 


<  adventurous  soldier   would  rather   confirm  its 


I 


feelings." 

"  I  do  not  like  the  man — ^rather  fear 
him." 

"  The  same  feeling  has  often  taken  possession 
of  myself,"  said  Leonora,  sighing,  *'and  now 
that  he  appears  almost  to  rule  the  Count,  for 
Luigi  neither  speaks  nor  acts  unless  through 
him,  I  make  companion  of  one,  for  whom  I 
have  little  regard.     But,  a  truce  to  this  now. 
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ursioa  on  the  bay," 

9  yi»y  out  of  the 
the.  Count's  voice, 
he  Venetiaa,  mixed 
touteraos  souAils-  of 

parttnent  to.prepfwi 
sipn,  Bad  U>  devut^ 
s  hewlf  frooi'  tiW' 
le  more  she  pon- 
I  positioD,  the  tofo^ 

10  hopes  <  to  rise  in 
iotluc^  him  'to  be» 
im  mth  any  de|;nie 
f»U  ^|it  hid  paa»-< 
-; .  she'  ^oidld  not, 
ntice  had  long  pofr- 
1  th^  vvipth  iwas. 
lengthened  by  his 
by  the  interest  at^ 
sterious  condition, 
tie  desire  to  conceal 
istaoces  had  made 
ff  charmed  with  her 
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ready  zeal  in  her  cause,  \ 
ment  of  all  selfish  consk 
played  in  the  hopes  of 
aess. 

"  Would,"  murmured 
she  heard  the  loud  merri 
impatience  of  the  guests, 
aire  of  their  feelings  of 
ear,  "  would  that  this  un 
entered  on,  or  that  m 
would  shelter  me  from  i 
and  she  stood  listless  an 
small  plumed  hat  that  1 
when  the  tones  of  anc 
ear.  She  started  up,  n 
paused,  and  listened ;  thi 
audible,  Uushing  and 
quitted  the  apartment 


i^alva !"  exdaimed 
he  will  erect  a 
LDt  of  the  night- 
race,  survive  him ; 
«  and  good  looks 

'ering  humanity  1" 

I  when  wanted," 
It  thou,  Captain? 
[  am  ready  to  task 

lodestly,  "  that  in 
Lord  Baibi  would 
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"  No  \"  exdaimed  Balbi,  generously, 
all  bis  iaults,  and  the  Btrange  passion  t 
his  heart,  he  had  too  much  real  Dobl 
disposition  to  take  from  Philip  e 
smallest  particle  of  the  merit  due  to 
yield  readily  to  your  superior  skill ;  nay 
your  greater  generosity." 

"  I'Vom  tilting  to'  oomfdiments  ai 
aeain,"  said  Spinola,  "  is  mostly  thee 
our  gallaota.  But  hush.  Signers  1  1 
nistling  of  silks,  and  the  jingling  of  a.  \ 
and  if  I  mistake  not,  the  tones  of  i 
Doris's  voice,"  nor  had  he  ceased  i 
when  the  door  was  opened  by  one  of 
vaots,  and  Doria  entered,  leading  in 
his  sister  Mileta,  while  behind  him 
another  noble  in  attendance  upon  I 
They  had  scarcely  entered,  when  the 
of  Lavagna,  beautiful  as  usual,  and  h 
Verona  followed.  Balbi  drew  quiddy 
shade.  I^iUp  felt  somewhfU  confu 
uncertain  of  his  welcome ;  but  Guino 
who  with  all  his  thoughtless  —!-*-  - 
than  what  lay  on  the  surface. 
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Idier  ware  rivals, 
luntess  with  some 
lis  greeting  to  Ve- 
ils side  untQ  her 
turned  with  calm- 
iskilled  as  he  was 
n  her  looks ;  and 
open  show  of  re- 
lom  of  the  friend, 
love. 

1  ^esco,  glandng 
he  party,  after  the 
akea  up  into  little 
r  conversation,  "  is 
to  horse,  for  the 
iOrd  Doria,  I  shall 

tiange,"  said  Dona 

Mileta  waits  thine 
lO,"  for  the  young 
«r  of  the  Durazzo 
not  then  refuse  the 
slowly   approached 
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ertainments  a  system 
!  his  day  not  often 
Tsonal  habits  he  was 
The  city  was  never 
tion  than  now,  when 
•ring  over  the  hidden 
wwers  every  day  were 
ower  orders  loved  the 
re  so  often  exhibited 
hile  the  substantial 
Tests  from  the  trade 
ily  promoting.  Poli> 
ossessed  of  powerful 

course,  which  pre- 
tie  Government,  and 
"oom  for  censure ;  for 
he  never  transgressed 

decorum.  The  Doria 

their  own  tenure  of 
lugh  he  never  forgave 

to  remove  him  from 
>ven  deceived  by  his 

quickly   through    the 
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lop  as  Philip,  and  by  t 
letino's  sister  with  Annit 
u)  were  also  of  the  cor 
nd  the  Doria  with  thi 
succeeding  boat.  Slon 
beautitul  bay,  with  Gen 
lind  them,  its  white  buil 
ocreased,  seemiDg  to  ri 
each  other,  and  the  op 
e  OD  one  side  was  discer 
talian  coast ;  on  the  otb 
D  as  it  rounded  towai 
instructions  tents  had  be 
rt  of  the  coast,  where  t 
>r  retreshments,  and  th 

ich  sat  Philip  and  Veroi 
ced  upon  the  tongues 
"he  Balbi  spc^e  but  at 
letian  hardly  honoured  i 
look,  while  Verona  mind 
injunction,  attempted  to : 
the  same  time  to  give 
Verrina,  whom  she  bej 
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rienoed  traveler.  I  hare  served  under 
anas." 

"  And  art  as  arrant  coward  to  wear  a  sword," 
ispered  Verrina,  leaning  over  to  Riilip,  yet 
aking  so  low,  that  none  but  the  party  ad- 
ssed  heard  his  words  ;  "  a  coward,  who. 
In*  the  fancied  shelter  of  a  lying  tale,  wouldst 
e  thy  miserable  life." 

"  You  cannot  tempt  me  1"  replied  Philip  also 
a  whisper,  while  Balbi,  thinking  that  some- 
ag  of  great  importance  occupied  their  attea- 
1  turned  to  Doria's  sister  and  Verona,  to 
d  in  the  Venetian's  eye  the  purport  of  his 
lech,  but  gracefully  bowing,  he  entered  into 
oe  remarks  relative  to  the  scenery  of  the 
At  by  which  they  were  now  sailing,  pointing 
;  its  most  prominent  features,  and  directing 
entioQ  to  its  most  striking  beauties.  The 
irersation  through  his  ready  tact  became 
lend,  and  although  in  his  remarks  there  was 
netimes  an  alludon  which  Philip  could  under- 
nd,  yet  it  was  so  made,  that  its  point  was 
t  visible  to  the  remainder  of  the  party. 
Q  3 
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Aiter  two  houis'  suliiig  th^  had  m 
small  recess  od  the  coast,  vihich  formed  a 
bay  retiring  from  the  gnat  one  th^ 
Genoa,  while  on  either  side  of  this  in 
two  high  walls  of  rcwk,  straight,  ahnq 
smooth,  without  one  jutting  ^t  on  i 
hird,  mudi  less  a  human  foot  coul 
Through  the  upper  end  of  this  inlet, 
mouDtaio  stream,  increased  by  rain,  t 
down  into  the  haun  of  solid  stone  tbat  laj 
it,  and  then  went  roaring  and  dashin 
fragments  of  rock  and  huge  stones  that 
its  bed,  until  it  emptied  itself  into  tl 
An  easy  path,  winding  round  the  basi 
rock,  led  to  the  top  of  this  ravine,  and 
floated  a  rich  silk  flag  hdding  the  armi 
Count's  house  embroidered  upon  it,  whili 
it  also  were  planted  other  standards  beai 
arms  of  the  Doria,  Durazzo,  and  Spinol 
hes,  thus  representing  the  four  great  ni 
the  Repubhc. 

A  tent  tastefolly  and  richly  decorated 
as  could  then  be  seen,  stretched  along  the 
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top  beside  the  w&terfall ;  and  peonons, 
,  and  streamers  lazily  dapped  in  the  gentle 
e  against  its  sides. 

le  boats  all  stood  into  this  landing  place, 
:he  Count  who  was  the  first  to  get  out, 
ed  Giannetino's  wife  to  land,  and  soon  the 
i  party  began  the  ascent  by  the  path  which 
to  the  tent  Hiilip  assisted  Verona  to 
id,  and  tiie  Venetian  drew  back  to  converse 
Haphad  Sacco,  who  was  of  the  party,  while 
i  proceeded  forward  with  Miteta  Doria. 
Dugh  together  and  almost  alone,  Philip 
I  not  find  courage  to  renew  the  conversation 
cd  into  on  the  evening  of  the  Count's 
,  and  Verona  had  no  wish  then  to  attract 
ition. 

^ey  proceeded  in  silence,  yet  it  was  a  silence 

often  spoke  as  eameatly  as  words  would 

done ;  and  when  they  reached  the  summit 

le  mountain,  which  the  Count  and  his  party 

previoudy  gained,  they  foimd  him  with  the 

ers  standing  on  the  verge 

down   at  the  waters,  as 

•om  stone  to  stone,  they 
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rushed  onward  to  the  sea.  Some  yards  above 
the  place  where  they  stood,  was  the  head  of  the 
waterfall,  and  opposite  to  them  rose  another 
wall  of  rock,  making  a  boundary  which  retained 
the  falling  waters  of  the  cascade. 

"  A  bold  leap  V*  exclaimed  Guino  Spinola, 
glancing  his  eye  from  the  ledge  of  rock  upon 
which  he  stood,  and  pointing  to  the  opposite 
side/ 

"  No  coward's  venture  I"  added  Balbi,  leaning 

forward. 

> 

"  The  deed  would  be  any  man's  reply  to  such 
an  accusation,"  remarked  Philip. 

"  And  thou,"  said  Verrina  in  an  \mder  tone, 
"  wilt  never  make  the  venture.  Thou  darest 
not  risk  life  to  be  esteemed  brave." 

"  Not  with  thee  since ;  I  neither  desire  to  fall 
by  thy  hand,  nor  to  have  thy  death  laid  to  my 
charge." 

"  Pooh !  pooh  !"  exclaimed  Verrina  aloud,  as 
if  he  did  not  hear  what  Philip  had  said.  "  Never 
mind  the  leap,  Signer.  Prudence,  prudence 
before  courage!  Tush!  thou  knowest  thou 
darest  not  make  the  attempt." 


J 


r&ther  live  a 
rrina.  "  On, 
leap,"  and  he 

,  "  thou  art 
1  my  life  be 
I  an  utterer  of 
drill  try    this 

ately.  "  Thou 
e  spoke,  both 
pidly  towards 
ad  manner  a 
the  one,  and 
:  of  the  other, 
atand  branded 

iier  who  has 
well  bear  any 
his  couii^ 
would    only 

ie  safely  away 
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upon  the  assumption,"  sneored  the  Venetian. 
^*  Yet  I  do  not  jest.  The  leap  is  a  test  of  valour 
he  will  not  encounter." 

"  I  have  but  little,  Lady,"  said  Philip,  "  but 
my  sword  and  my  reputation  for  my  passage 
through  this  world,  and  in  the  presence  of  two 
nobles  of  Genoa,  I  shall  never  be  branded  as 
coward,  did  my  life  answer  as  forfeit  to  my 
attempt  to  remove  the  charge.  Signers,  your 
pardon  !  My  Lord  Spinola,  a  little  to  the  other 
side !    I  win  try  this  leap." 

"  No,"  said  Guino  resolutely.  "  I  see  the 
Count  fresco  and  some  others  of  our  party  mark 
our  delay.  They  are  approaching  us.  Come, 
Signers,  we  join  them,  and  let  this  foolish  busi- 
ness drop.  The  Signer  Verrina,  after  all,  but 
jests." 

"  Surely,"  added  Balbi,  "  he  never  could 
think  that  thou  wouldst  rush  so  deliberately  upon 
death.  Signer  Calva,  the  Lady  Verona  waiU^ 
thine  escort,"  and  Balbi  spoke  with  an  effort 
'*  Come,  Guino,  thou  and  I  shall  assist  the  Lady 
Mileta  to  ascend  See,  the  Count  waves  his 
hand.     Ho !  a  trumpet !"  and  as  he  spoke  the 
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B  rocks,  whOe 
BSBent  to  the 
ing  to  Hiilip, 

hey  found  the 
id  the  youDg 
ords,  turning 
on  Verona  it 
believed  the 

ent  care  had 
1  sat  down  to 
imulated  cod- 
moming  was 
p,  the  Vene- 
»me  wanned 

circulated, 
tie  first  pause 
Count  Resco 

for  a  short 
his  departure 
ilings,  when  I 
turn.  Come, 
the  wine  cup. 


My  Lords  Fiesco,  I  pledj 
happy  return." 

"  You  do  me  high  hone 
drank  the  pledge ;  "  high 
you  all  I  am  grateful ;  to 
specially  grateful;"  and 
scene,  first  puzzled,  then 
laughter,  for  he  could  nc 
mind  the  conviction  that 
hollow,  faitiiless  show  of 
exist 

Two  hours  more  passe 
Doria  signified  his  desire 
night  approached  too  i 
suffident  light  to  enter  ( 
make  any  opposition,  anc 
boats,  to  which  they  pr 
same  order  they  had  as( 
place  where  they  were  t 
foot  of  the  small  bay,  w 
for  the  waterfall ;  and  i 
rock  made  a  natural  <]i 
could  easily  receive  thei 
water  was  deep  in  front 
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;  stood  here  assisting  all  to  embark,  and 
«ts,  with  the  exception  of  their  own,  had 
1  off,  when  Flesco  handed  in  Giaonetino's 

and  as  Doria  was  assisting  Leonora  to 
be  missed  his  foot,  the  boat  was  pushed 
ily  away  by  the  motion,  and  he  plunged 
le  water,  falling  on  the  side  of  the  cascade, 
carried  him  by  its  force  several  yards  from 
xA  where  he  had  fallen.  He  stni^led 
second  with  the   current,  but  unable  to 

was  rapidly  yielding  to  it,  when  a  loud 

awakened  Flesco  to  bb  condition,  and 
at  containing  his  wife  was  turned  quickly 
to  his  assistance,  as  the  Count  plunged 

into  the  stream,  and,  a  skilfid  swimmo*. 
Itched  at  and  hdd  him  above  water  until 
lat  came  to  the  tud  of  both, 
owe  you  my  life,  my  Lord,"  wctc  Doria's 
'ords,  while  the  other  boats  clustered  round 
and  that  one  containing  the  Venetian  was 
bt  along  side ;  "  life,  my  Lord ;  I  never  can 
I  grateftd." 
hou  sbouldst  have  strangled  the  serpent, 
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!l 


or  left  it  to  its  fete/'  muttered  Verrina  in 
Fiesco's  ear. 

**  No/'  answered  the  Count  in  a  whisper,  "  I 
should  then  only  destroy  a  tyrant,  not  gain  a 
crown.  My  Lohi  Doria,  not  a  word  of  thanks, 
I  have  done  for  thee  no  more  than  any  oth^ 
man  would.  Come,  men,  to  your  oars.  Let's 
reach  Genoa,  for  a  wet  doublet  and  hose  are 
no  pleasant  travelling  companions.  On  now ;" 
and  plying  their  oars,  the  boatmen  pro- 
ceeded to  fulfil  his  orders,  for  as  both  wind  and 
tide  were  now  in  their  favour,*  they  n^idly  ap- 
proached Genoa;  and  yet  the  darimess  was 
covering  the  city  before  they  entered  the  harbour. 
Horses  and  litters  waited  their  airival ;  and  as 
Doria  and  Fiesco  parted,  the  former,  under  the 
excuse  of  changing  his  wet  garments,  the  Vene- 
tian again  whispered  in  the  Count's  ear  : 

"  Thou  hast  made  a  more  deadly  enemy  than 


ever. 


9) 


"  I  know  it !  yet  were  the  deed  t6  be  done 
again ;  it  should  be  done.  To  the  palace  /'  and 
the  party  proceeded  according  to  his  directions. 
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Verona's  side;  aod 
le  court-yard,  he  as- 
[e  stood  for  a  second 
she  had  adjusted  her 
med  to  lead  her  into 
■tian's  glance  of  stem 
It  he  passed  on.  His 
»m  for  dread  of  future 

muttered  the  Veoe- 
iter  them. 
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I  I 


variegated  marble,  was  covered  with  dried  fruits, 
and  some  curiously-cut  flasks,  and  tall  Venetian 
glasses ;  while  carelessly  thrown  among  the  fruits 
were  two  or  three  silver  knives,  their  handles 
richly  set  in  pearl.  The  only  occupant  of  the 
apartment  was  the  Venetian.  He  had  thrown 
over  his  person  a  silk  robe,  loose  at  the  neck 
and  bound  round  the  waist  with  a  silken  cord, 
while  his  feet  were  covered  with  curiouslv- 
finished  Eastern  slippers,  and  he  leaned  upon 
a  pile  of  cushions,  slowly  sipping  his  wine.  His 
countenance  was  calm,  though  pale,  and  his 
manner  was  quiet  and  subdued. 

"Would,"  he  said  slowly,  and  raising  the 
tall  wine-glass  between  his  eye  and  the  light  as 
he  spoke,  "would  I  could  manage  this  affair 
for  myself !  I  hate  proxies  in  such  matters ;  and 
once  deceived — ay,  that's  it — once  deceived,  I 
dread  error  or  villany  again.  Yet  it  must  be 
done — must,"  and  he  rang  a  small  hand-beil 
that  lay  on  the  table;  and  when  the  serrant 
answered  the  summons,  he  continued  aloud, 
"  Mascardi,  a  stranger  from  Venice  wiD  wait  on 
me  here  in  about  an  hour.     His  message  is  im- 
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and  unique, 
never  had  a 
eemed  to  be 
moved  as  if 

tain  party,  be 
ary  of  a  man 
rid  as  a  vast 
the  reality 
room  was  a 
ling  and  walls 
length  like- 
and  glowingly 
13  so  arranged 


cs  were  filled 
s,  and  heavy 
'ere  festooned 


'ed  light  into 
es,  filled  with 
>r  the  window, 
jme  upon  the 
of  beautifiilly- 
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that  ministered  to  his  existence.  The  thoughts 
the  other's  glance  thus  provoked,  stimulated 
his  desire  to  preserve  these  splendid  adjuncts  of 
his  position.  He  filled  one  of  the  wine-glasses, 
and  presented  it  to  him.  "  Thou  canst  serve 
me,  Signor." 

''  And  you  me/'  said  the  other  draining  his 
glass.  '*  Our  advantages  are  mutuaL  Your 
commands,  Signor  ?" 

"  That  is  business — "  rejoined  Verrina,  "  a 
bargain  struck  on  the  Rialto  and  paid  under  it ! 
Thou  understandest  ?"  and  he  seemed  to  like 
the  brief,  laconic  style  of  his  visitor.  "  Drink— 
the  flask  stands  with  thee." 

"The  price?" 

"  Five  hundred  pieces." 

"  And  the  victim  ?" 

"  Shall  be  shown  to  thee.  Is  there  aught 
else?" 

"  The  security." 

"  I  am  of  Venice,"  said  Verrina  carelessly. 
"  That  is  a  debt  never  foi^tten." 

' "  Enough ;"  and  this  bargain  thus  shortly  aiid 
strangely  stated  was  closed ;  while  the  Venetian 
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«d  with  it,  gav 
necessary  for  i( 
he  g;&yest  circle 
and  f^est,  di 
)r  with  more  c 
hour  or  moi 
t  again  rang  th 

;  and  the  Dc^ 
Frenchman  wi 
jest.  Good  da; 
ut  to  leave,  d 
isits.  Mascard 
la  repeated  hi 
■'  A  man  of  fe' 
f.  "Keen,  ur 
I  then,  I  Stan 
ispiracy  and  il 
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nas,  and  true  to  his 

the  'White  Cross,' 
lis  eng^ement.  Id 
I,  but  he  passed  him 
or  bad  foigotten  him, 
ieved  by  this  o^lect 
le  of  master  Varras, 
itizeu  busy  with  his 
those  with  whom  he 
laint  jest ;  or  making 

of  a  higher  station, 
uned  to  his  wife  with 
tise  of  the  young  sol- 
.  suspicions,  be  could 
lis  commendations  <^ 

wife.  Philip  warmly 
ipd  ^dating  the  young 
quiet  litde  apartment 
i<day  meal  was  already 
his  coming. 
,"  said  Jerome,  when 
peedy  blessing,  he  had 

venisoQ,  and  held  the 
cut,  "  so  thou  art  now 

H    2 
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as  deep  in  pleasure  as  ever  thou  hast  been  in  war. 
Where  shall  I  cut  for  thee  ?" 

"  Mistress  Varras  might  first   task  thy  gal- 
lantry," laughed  Philip. 

"  She,  tut !  no.  We  don't  many  to  be  always 
courting.     Her  day  for  the  first  cut's  gone  by." 

"  Never  to  come  back  again." 

"  Never,  wife — don't  sigh — never  !"  and  Je- 
rome, after  this  decision,  with  great  resolution 
began  to  cut  the  venison  ;  while  his  dame  in- 
sisted on  helping  her  guest  first.  "  We  had," 
continued  the  draper,  "  the  Lady  Mileta  Doria 
and  her  sister-in-law  that  will  shortly  be,  both 
here  yesterday ;  and  I  think  the  Lady  Verona 
would  be  a  bride  as  willingly  as  she." 

"  My  Lord  Balbi  would  give  a  hand  for  her 
consent,  and  the  Signer  Verrina." 

"  She  doesn't  like  the  Venetian,"  said  Jerome 
shortly.  "  His  name  was  mentioned  ^yesterday, 
and  I  knew  by  her  look  he  was  no  fevourite. 
He'll  never  call  her  bride.  Thou  goest,  Phil,  to 
my  Lord  Durazzo's  ?" 

"  To-night,"  said  Philip. 

"  He's  a  gay  old  noble,  but  haughty  enough. 
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looks  at  a  poor  buigher  or  a  rich  one  with 
rinkle  in  his  Up,  as  if  we  were  not  made  of 
same  stuff.  It  will  be  a  grand  revel  any  how. 
it  see  how  my  Lord  Fiesco  takes  to  pleasure  ?" 
'Surely  that's  better  than  tilting  it  with 
Doria,"  said  Philip.  *'  They're  now  intimate, 
rly  sworn  brothers,  and  the  city  is  at  peace, 
le  its  commerce  improves." 
' Yet  I  think,"  remarked  Jerome,  "it  is  a 
ow  peace ;  and  though  the  Count's  ambition 
J  slumbers,  it  may  soon  awake.  These  nobles 

not  to  be  depeaded  on.  Still  things  pro- 
le  weQ,  and  my  Lord  Fiesco's  designs  are  for 

present  gone." 

'  True,"repKed  Philip,  while  Mistress  Varras 
1  nothing ;  and  Ja\)me's  opinion,  the  opinion 
his  class,  showed  how  secretly  and  securely 
:  conspiracy,  which  now  numbered  in  the  city 
Jiy  adherents,    was  ripening  into   maturity ; 

Jotime  in  the  very  bosom  of  it  never  ima- 
led  its  existence. 

With  such  conversation,  gay  and  grave  re- 
irks  from  Jerome,  who  couM  now  and  then 
ly  "  Sir  Orade,"  was  the  Tenison  seasoned. 
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■  a  nd  after  the  repast  was  finished,  Ciody  biwight 

in  the  wine-flask,  and  the  draper  proposed  sun- 

diy  toasts,  and  even  proposed  the  Lady  Verona's 
;  health,  with  a  sly  wink  at  Philip,  who  laughingly 

;  *^ 't'    He  was  about  to  add  something  about 

her  matrimonial  prospects,  when  he  was  intcN 
rupted  by  the  entrance  of  two  customers  into  the 
shop,  and  instantly  rose  to  serve  them. 

"  Business,  master  Phil  !--thou  knowesC  the 
adage." 

I  "  Suroly,"  said  Philip,  «  it's  something  about 

thriving ;"  but  Jerome  had  left  the  apartment 
and  in  his  huny  had  only  half  ctosed  the  dooi^ 

,  ^^K  »t  open  enough  for  those  within  to  see 

and  be  seed,  and  to  hear  the  conversation  in  the 
shop. 

"Masksr  said  Jerome,   produdng   a  box. 

Why.  here's  nearly  the  last  m  Genoa.     You 

see  their  whole  lengths  too,  and  not  your  demi- 

covers  that  show  a  young  dame's  white  teetb  ; 

but  won't  conceal  full-grown  moustaches." 

"  I  see,  my  master,"  said  the  man  who  asktxl 
for  them.  « thou  canst  push  thy  wares  with 
the  best  of  them.      Hast  been  to  Paris  yet  ?» 
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Store  for  me." 
st  learned  the  trick 

to  sell  gay  velvet 
ha&t  a  rosy  cheeked 

will  andwer.     The 

oouam,   or — eh?" 

lerome.  "  He's  an 
r  too,  cme  Captain 
i,    as  if  he  lughly 

"  Captain  Calva 
' — good  day,"  and 
Philip  percdred  that 
I  upon  his  fiue,  and 
1  was  gone, 
ned  JoroBoe,  *'  *hat 
masks  ?  No  one  11 
,  di^oias  tbemselTes 
like  a  pair  of  rascally 

red  JiCstresB  Varras, 
peech." 
FluUp,  "  nrither  of 
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them  looks  too  honest.  But,  Jerome,  I  must 
be  off.  Mistress  Varras  will  excuse  me.  To- 
morrow thou  shalt  hear  all  of  the  reveL'*  And 
now  as  the  day  was  wearing  into  evening,  some 
customers  began  to  drop  in,  and  Philip  returned 
to  the  '  White  Cross.' 

At  the  door  of  the  inn  he  saw  the  same  men 
who  had  been  in  Jerome's  shop,  but  now  they 
never  noticed  him,  more  than  they  might  have 
done  any  other  stranger,  and  all  remembrance 
of  the  previous  incident  had  vanished,  for  Phi- 
lip's thoughts  were  too  deeply  occupied  with  the 
picture  of  Verona,  to  dwell  on  aught  else. 

The  party  at  the  palace  of  the  Durazzo  was 
different  in  tone  and  the  character  of  the  sodety 
from  that  at  the  Count  Fiesco's.     It  was  of  the 
highest  names  in  Genoa,  but  rank  was  the  pass 
word  to  its  exclusive  enjoyment.     Neither  rich 
merchant,  nor  painter,  nor  poet  was  there,  for 
the  old  noble  thought  his  own  order  contained 
all  that  was  great  and  excellent,  and  that  the 
.crime,  the  worthlessness,   the  dross  of  society 
were  all  exhibited  in  another  and  lower  dass. 
It  did  not  appear  to  have  elicited  much  popular 
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curiosity,  and  in  this 
[iStes,  for  crowds  on 
vund  his  gates,  and 
it  his  inrited  guests ; 
cached  the  Durazzo 
e,  and  none  of  that 
lessed  at  the  Count's, 
rvitors  in  rich  liveries 

Toom,  which  opened 
cent  apartments,  he 
lelf,  and  beside  him 
hilip   had   made   his 

[Captain  Calva,"  said 
1,  the  Count  fresco, 
ny  son  here  shall  find 
I  he  had  said  enough, 

to  aaoth^  guest, 
signed  to  me,"  said 
n  cordiality  to  rub  oS 
t's  rather  terse  recep- 
,  Guino  Spinola,  the 

and  fancy  the  shade 

H  3 
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'*  Lomdlino  I"  muttered  the  Venetian,  roused 
by  the  name,  and  turning  rapidly  round  to  the 
speaker-     "  Eh  ?     Well,  my  Lord  ?" 

"  Oh  1"  cried  Guino,  "  oxa  gallant  Captain. 
My  Lord  Balbi,  Captain  Calva." 

**  True/*  $aid  Annibal ;  but  his  look  was 
moody  and  distracted,  while  in  the  distance 
Philip  could  see  Verona  talking  with  the  younger 
Doria,  and  as  his  eye  sparkled  when  he  saw  her, 
he  found  Balbi's  glance  fixed  on  his  fece,  stem 
and  hostile.  '*  True,  no  man  now  mistakes 
the  Signer  Calva." 

"  Few,  I  hope,"  replied  Philip,  "  have 
cause — " 

"  None,"  said  the  Venetian,  darkly. 

"  Here,  then,"  continued  Leone,  "  we  are 
well  met,  and  if,  as  I  was  about  to  say,  the 
Signer  Lomellino  were  in  the  flesh,  our  party 
would  be  complete.  What  say  you,  Signors! 
the  dance,  or  what  ?" 

"  The  dice,"  whispered  Spinola. 

"  Ay,  the  dice,"  added  the  Venetian. 

''  The  noble  Balbi  does  not  play  ?"  hesiUted 
Durazzo. 
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'  To-night,  he  would  for  a  loDgdom,  if  he 
it,"  saidBalbl 

A  good  spirit  I"  laughed  Onlno.     "  I  have 
Bsofjouyet.     Come,  Signora !     This  way. 
tain,  go  on." 
I—"  aaid  HiiKp. 

Tut !"  remariced  Balbi,  eagerly.  "  Poor 
«r,  I  know  what  thou  wouldat  say.  But 
and  I  shall  be  partners.  Le^,  Leone,  we 
w,"  and  grasping  Philip  by  the  arm,  he  led 
away  from  the  apartment,  nor  was  he  long 
aderstanding  his  motive,  for  he  had  hardly 
ed,  when  Verona  entered,  and  he  found 
lelf,  by  Balbi's  sudden  taste  for  gaming 
lie  to  approach  her.  He  thought  he  read 
}pointment  in  her  looks  at  their  departure, 
his  own  glance  at  Balbi  was  not  one   of 

Thou  wouldat  rather  dance,  Signer?" 
in  his  companion.  "  Perchance  the  fair 
?  Verona  ? — " 

Not  now,"  sud  Phifip,  interrapting  him. 
ihall  watdi  yom-  luck,  my  Lord."    And  the 
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party   entered   another  chamber,    where  there 
were  dice  and  other  aids  for  gaming. 

''  Ho  V*  shouted  Guino,  shaking  his  purse 
at  the  Venetian.     ''  Fifty  pieces  on  the  main !" 

"  With  thee,  dear  Guino,"  answered  the 
other  taking  the  dice  box.  **  How  much,  my 
LordBalbi?" 

"  A  hundred !"  answered  Annibal,  rubbing 
his  hands. 

"  And  thou,  my  Leone  ?"  for  Verrina  seemed 
in  great  gaiety,  and  spoke  with  his  smoothest 
accent. 

Fifty,  ako.     I  can*t  afford  a  hundred.** 
The  Signer    Calva,"    continued  Verrina, 
and  his  speech  suddenly  grew  short,  and  his 
manner  changed,  "  will  now  say  ten." 

"  He  will  make  no  bet,"  said  Philip  firmly. 
''  His  pay  will  not  afford  gambling." 

"  But  I — "  interrupted  Balbi,  "  my  purse—" 

"  I  never  game,  my  Lord,  I  will  to  the 
dance." 

"  So  shall  we  both,  then,"  said  Balbi. 
"  Guino,  Fm  in  thy  debt,  if  thou  winnest ;  if 
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t,    the  Signor  Verrina    counts    the    score. 

ire,  Ci^tain,  I  shall  play  the   usher  to  the 

II  room,"  and  taking  Philip's  arrti,  he  led  him 

im  the  apartment. 

"  Is  my  Lord    Balbi  mad  ?"    asked  Leone 

irazzo. 

"  A  summer  macUiess  1"  said  Guino.     "  He's 

love.    Throw,  Signor,"  for  Verrina  still  held 

i  dice  box  in  his  hand, 

"  In  love  ?     They  are  rivals  then,"  remarked 

e  Veaetian,  stQl  holding  the  box. 

"  lUvals !"  edioed  Guino.  "  All  Genoa  knows 

"  They  went  out  together — might  fight. 
1  ?  The  Balbi  is  improved  in  fence.  Signers, 
)  had  better  see  to  it." 

"  Tut!"  shouted  Guino.  "  FoUy — throw," 
id  as  the  Venetian  threw  high,  he  smiled,  and 
uttering  to  himself,  said : 

**  Hiis  supposition  aids  me,"  adding  aloud, 
Now,  my  Guino,  fortune  is  thine." 

Annibal  Balbi  led  PhUip  to  the  dance.  He 
ung  to  him  like  his  shadow,  and  ever  as  his 
fe  turned  towards  Verona,  and  his  step  inclined 
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that  way,  he  bad  some  excuse  to  draw  him  to 
another  place.     Here  it  was  my  Lord  Doria, 
now  the  Cdunt,    again  Augustine  Spinola,  a 
brave  commander,  whose  commendation  was  a 
step  to  fortune ;  then  some  fair  dame,  a  sister  of 
the  Durazzo,  or  some  other  noble  of  the  dty, 
and  soon  Philip  found  himself  a  prisoner,  wheo 
most  he  desired  to  be  free.     "VS^th  a  jealousy, 
unaccountable  in  a  noble  nature  like  that  of 
Annibal  Balbi,    Philip  found  himself  so  com- 
pletely checked,  that  unless  he  adopted  some 
course  that  might  expose  either  himself  to  ridi- 
cule or  Verona  to  suspicion,  he  could  not  shake 
off  his  companion,  who  had  contrived  to  keep 
him  out  of  the  way  of  her  whom  he  had  oome 
there  to  see,  even  bowing  before  the  old  Lord 
Durazzo's  careless  welcome,    in    the  h(^  of 
meeting  his  reward  in  her  company.    Vexed,  be 
joined  the  Coimt. 

"  Captain,"  exclaimed  Fiesco,  *'  thou  art  just 
in  time.  Wife,  I  have  found  thee  a  partner; 
and,  Annibal  1"  for  Balbi  had  still  foUoM 
''  here,  Verona,  my  Lord  Balbi  vriU  danoe  with 
thee/' 
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[  un  btigued,"  murmured  Verona. 

rhe  Couot  mistakes,"  said  Baibi  in  a  low 
"  He  means  thee  for  Captain    Calra," 

le  looked  darkly  on  her  flushed  fiice. 

ii  troth,  yes,  he  errs,"  she  replied  laugh- 
"  An  hour  auce,  I  promised  my  Lord 

.    Tliou  rememberest,  Signor?" 

'■  never  fot^  such    engagements,"    an- 

d  Doria.     "  My  Lord  Balbi,  find  another 

er.      Come,     Signers,"    and     Giannetino 

d  in  high  spirits. 

'■  will  not  dance  to-night,"  said  BaIbi  with 

eas. 

Hiou    art    changed,    Annibal,"    remarked 

J.     "  What  ails  thee  ?" 

folly — arrant  folly  \"  muttered  BaIbi,  leav- 

\k  room. 

le  dance  w&s  formed,  uid  never  had  Philip 

Verona  look  so  beautiful.     Her  slight  and 

led  figure  floated  before  his  eyes  like  a 
it  an  earthly  form,  while 
iy  flushed  by  the  exercise, 
i  sparkling,  and  her  rich 
shoulders  in  thick  curls, 
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presented  to  his  ardent  gaze^  a  portrait  of  exqui- 
site beauty.  Frequently  tKeir  eyes  met,  and  in 
every  glance  he  read  encouragement  and  hope. 
Once  he  stood  for  sonie  seconds  by  her  side. 

''  Let  us  hear  no  more  of  moonlight  meetings 
at  the  church  of  Carignano/'  she  said  in  an 
under  tone. 

"  Not  if  they  can  be  avoided.  Lady,"  replied 
Philip ;  "  for  the  life  then  hardly  worth  pre- 
serving is  now,  by  your  favour,    a   rich  trea- 


sure. 


if 


"  Preserve  it  then,"  said  Verona,  with  her 
sweetest  smile,  and  they  were  again  separated, 
while  the  dance  was  soon  finished,  and  Doria's 
wife  expressing  a  desire  to  retire  to  her  own 
home,  the  party  began  to  break  up,  and  the 
rooms  to  grow  thin. 

Philip  had  no  further  opportunity  of  conversing 
with  her  for  that  evening,  but  he  felt  a  pleasing 
satisfaction,  when  he  remembered  the  few  words 
that  had  passed  between  them,  and  he  forgot 
all  Balbi's  uneasiness  and  conduct  previously 
The  party  also  now  entered  from  the  chamber 
where  they  had  been  gaming.     Guino  Spinola's 


BDPtian  was  ca]m  and 
Durazzo  a  picture  of 

'errina  of  Durazzo, 
bi  ?"  and  as  the  other 
3,  and  found  he  was 
sd,     "    Remember,    I 

half  cTosaly.     "The 
izious.*' 

id  the  other,  smiling 
low  quitted  the  apart- 
lay  see  them  both  in 
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Philip  was  almost  the  last  to  leave  the  room 
wha%  Verona  had  been.  Her  parting  adieus 
were  stiU  mounding  in  his  hearing,  her  touch  was 
on  his  hand,  her  figure  before  his  eyes.  The 
Venetian  had  gone.  Guino  Spinola,  a  heavy 
loser  at  the  dice  for  that  evening,  was  also  gone, 
and  the  old  Lord  Durazzo  had  retired  aft^  the 
departure  of  his  more  distinguished  guests, 
leaving  the  others  to  Leone,  of  whom  Philip 
now  also  took  his  leave. 

It  was  a  cahn,  dose  night,  dark,  and  misty, 
when  wrapping  his  doak  tightly  round  him,  be 
entered  the  stre^  on  his  return  to  his  lodging  at 
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ad  was  full  of  pleasant 
x^d  hope  for  hiniBclf. 
1  was  heavily  felt  as  a 
isession  of  r^htt,  to 
intiiled,  yet  Sebastian 

0  bad  omens  in  his 

1  thought  of  his  early 
ire  he  came  to  Genoa, 
s  more  than  design  m 
id  h^ard — that  there 

ise  thoughts,  and  his 
'ona's  almost  avowed 
Hind  himself,  as  some 
iond  bow  afta*  mid- 
n  the  '  White  Cross.' 
lent  and  dark,  for  the 
them,  exdoded,  in  a 
UDceitua  light  from 
tare  of  the  State,  nor 
individuals  had  as  yet 
to  guide  a  wayfarer 
of  the  streets.  The 
most  of  the  burghers 


ERS.  1 65 

A  light  breath 
[h  the  mountuns, 
ing  him  opposite 
ted  hb  cloak,  and 
almost  fronted  it. 
(orway  caused  him 
le  did   so,  a  well- 


cond  rapidly  deli- 
er  himself,  hurled 
lent. 

tupor  produced  by 
himself  lying  upon 
ent,  and  his  body 
d  been  brought  to 
ery  gentle  handlingi 
shy  brought  here, 
ire  reac^y  ask  him- 
;  minutes  after  con- 
lay  in  wlence,  listen- 
'  sound  that  might 
;  but  all  round  him 
igth,  he  fanded  he 
intly  washing  ^wnst 


LOTHBRS.  167 

calm  sdDnefls  of  the 
IS  hardly  auditde. 

said  with  bitterness. 

let  it  not  be  in  the 
to  act  or  what  to  do, 
tie  sounds  of  v(»ces  in 

loudly  for  aid.  But 
without,  and  he  could 

below  him,  and  then 
d  almost  immediately 
■  were  drawn,  and  two 

room,  throwing  the 
lamps  upon  his  still 
ted  at  his  sword-hilt, 
re  gone,  and  alone  and 
lower. 

them,  p(nnting  to  the 
d, "  follow.  Giuseppe, 
or  attempt  to  escape, 

and  PhUip,  thus  ad- 
sllowed  hia  conductor 
e  to  lum  behind.  At 
was  a  small  lobby,  and 
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here  two   other  men  waited  to  receive  them. 
One  had  a  mask,  the  other  a  doak. 

"  Your  pardon,  Signor !     This  mask  is  in- 
tended for  you,  also  this  doak ;''  and  seeing  the 
present  inutility  of  dispute,  he  allowed  himself, 
to  be  cloaked  and  masked ;  and  then  two  of  them 
seizing  him,  one  on  each  side,  they  extinguished 
the  lamps,  and  in  darkness  proceeded  along  a 
hall,  and  opening  a  door  at  its  end,   he  now 
found  himself  in  the  street.     The  motion,  and 
the  air  which  then  played  freely  on  his  person, 
began  to  remove  the  stunning  eflfects  of  the  attack 
previously  made  on  him ;  and  he  also  mentally 
calculated  the  odds  against  him — four  to  one ; 
and  reflected  on  his  ignorance  as  to  the  locality. 
Where  he  was  he  had  no  means  of  asoertabing, 
for  in  the  general  darkness  he  could  perceive  no 
point  that  would  bring  to  his  recollection  any 
knowledge   of  his   situation.     The    men  kept 
close  round   him,  neither  speaking  themselves 
nor  suffering  him  to  speak ;  and  they  proceeded 
thus   silent   and  attentive   through   many  bye- 
streets,  not  one  of  which   Philip,  though  weD 
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ould  recognizer  imtil 
bere  a  light  was  kept 
rible  at  the  other  end 
»reeze  blowing  off  the 
r  turned  out  of  the 
Bside  the  quays,  and 
m  the  Mole, 
aent  we  reach  her," 
)  another  who  walked 
>e  the  leader  on  the 

!"  replied  the  other 
luld  hear  the  noise  of 
"  Hist !  there  is 
he  last  words  were 
tng  his  eyes  towards 
of  the  harbour,  saw 
through  one  of  Its 
he  could  accurately 
naind  how  he  should 
'  Signer,  life  or  death 
bey  us ;  death  if  you 

?    My  life  is  in  your 


170 


THE  WILL;  OR, 


hands.  You  are  foiir,  and  I  one,  and  to  boot 
unarmed?"  asked  Philip,  now  eagerly  looking 
towards  the  Mole,  and  beginning  to  compreheDd 
his  position,  while  he  gathered  up  his  energies 
for  an  attempt  at  escape.  "  What  would 
you  ?" 

"Be  silent,  and  enter  the  boat.'\  And  now 
the  shouts  of  wild,  drunken  revelry  were  heard 
as  they  issued  from  the  building  before  them, 
while  one  voice  rose  above  all  the  others,  and 
Philip  believed  he  knew  its  tones.  "Come, 
Signor— quick !" 

"  Never ! — ho !  help !  ho  !**  and  with  a  violent 
effort,  and  loud  shouts  for  assistance,  he  sprung 
out  of  their  hands,  while  their  da^ers  were 
plunged  into  the  skirts  of  his  cloak,  and  rushing 
forward,  he  made  towards  the  light;  but  the 
quickness  of  the  action,  and  some  old  timber 
lying  in  his  way,  which  in  the  darkness  he  could 
not  see,  he  tripped  and  fell  heavily  over  it.  The 
fall  saved  his  life,  as  striking  at  him  in  the  dark, 
the  others'  weapons  again  missed  him. 

"  Ho,  knaves  !  what's  the  clamour  ?  Here, 
my  masters,  this  way  1"  was  said  in  the  loud 
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i,  h&lf  druak,  his 
;hted  torch  in  the 
building.     "Hoi 


ilaladetto !  Our 
AH  the  SigDor's 
1"  and  they  again 
ijid  as  Philip  now 
ce,  the  blows  were 
ro  and  some  half 
,  and  thdr' lighted 
I  his  position. 
"  shouted  Larcero, 
still  law  in  Genoa. 
i  the  word  I  Ho  ! 
ad  fled  when  they 
Larcero,  sweeping 
lilip  lying  where  he 
ve  we  here  ?  Ah  I 
<f  the  mass,  you're 
w  is  this?"  And 
discovered  his  face 
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covered    with    blood.      "Wounded   to   boot! 
What's  it  an  about,  eh,  nephew  mine  f 

"  I  cannot  tell  you/'  said  Philip,  striving  to 
stop  the  blood  which  flowed  from  a  slight  woimd 
in  his  shoulder,  dealt  in  the  hurry  of  the  struggle. 
**  In  leaving  my  Lord  Durazzo's  I  was  set  on," 

"  Enough !"  said  Laroero  shorfly.  "  Here, 
you  knaves,  carry  your  lights  before  us ;"  and 
leading  Philip,  he  returned  to  the  Mole,  where 
there  were  all  the  signs  of  late  revelry.  "Now, 
my  masters,"  said  Larcero,  shutting  the  door, 
"  let  one  of  you  bring  water,  and  get  the  gen- 
tleman^s  wound  dressed,  and  then  to  your  roosts 
for  the  night.  By  the  mass,  theyH  attack  me 
in  the  streets  next ;  and  only  they  know  steeFs 
the  only  metal  I  carry,  my  throat  might  have 
been  cut  long  ago.     Haste  ye,  knaves  !" 

Philip's  wound  was  washed  and  bound  up, 
and  being  in  the  fleshy  part  of  his  shoulder,  was 
of  little  consequence,  while  Larcero  tended  it 
with  a  care  that  would  almost  have  made  the 
patient  feel  that  there  was  some  of  the  sympathy 
of  a  relative  in  his  zeal ;  only  now  and  then, 
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inflamed  by  a  carousal, 
n^tis&ction  that  seemed 
feelings  ttian  mere  regard 
/ben  he  saw  all  was  right 
still  lingered  near,  he  re- 
lem  to  retire. 
uiareB,  take  fast  to  your 

up  by  cock-crow,  as  my 
eo  afloat;  and,  yes,  bring 
ad  when  his  orders  were 

to  Philip, "  Now,  nephew 

>D  to  conceal  anything  of 
sucdijctly  related  every 
r ;  he  watched  Lurero's 
led  more  intent  upon  the 

le  asked,  after  a  pause 
;  and  as  the  othec  replied 
idded,    "  Whom  do  you 

my  Lml  Balbi's  conduct 
as  strange,  yet  be  is  too 
such  a  vile  trick." 
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'*  Tut  1"  exclaimed  Larcero,  *^  the  Balbi  would 
cut  his  own  throat  first  No,  nephew  mine. 
Think  again.     Well,  what  say'st  thou  ?" 

•*  There  is  but  the  Venetian/* 

"  The  man  !"  shouted  Laroero,  draining  the 
wine-cup.  *'  The  man,  or  he's  not  in  Genoa,  and 
with  my  old  luck  he's  still  in  my  grasp.  You 
gone,  and  what's  to  keep  him  fix)m  taking  his 
rest  soundly  ?  Nothing  1  for  then  it's  the  proud 
Signor  Vecrina  against  Sebastian  Laroero— 
a  noble  against  a  poor  rascal.  Nephew,  Battista's 
hand  was  in  it,"  and  Philip  seeing  every  thing 
confirmatory  of  this  suspicion,  did  not  contradict 
him.  ^^  You  must,"  he  continued,  *^  get  home 
to  yoiu*  lodging,  and  keep  this  business  quiet. 
Not  a  wopd  of  it ;  and  as  to  my  own  knaves  here, 
they  daren't  whisper  when  I  say  nay.  So  now 
put  on  your  doak,  and  I'll  see  you  to  the  *  White 
Cross.'  Here  take  this  blade — ^we're  two  now 
against  all  comers." 

The  streets  were  now,  however,  completely 
silent  and  deserted,  and  the  first  blush  of  the 
coming  mom  was  lighting  up  the  sky  and  &iDtIy 
relieving  the  darkness  that  had  previoxisly  hung 


BEOTHEBS.  1 75 

)  reached  his  lodging  in 

,"  was  Larcero's  parting 
I  flesco  holds  a  levee  oi 
early  to-morrow  before 

0  the  mountains.     You 
an,  and  mark  his  man- 
;  the  tapster's  not  stir- 
Good    night,  nephew 

rather  the  same  mom- 
md  getting  his  wound 
;  was  so  slight  as  not  to 
Iresaing  himself  he  pre- 
.evee,  anxious  to  shew 

1  before  he  left  Genoa, 
le  balance.     Fiesco  had 

being  absent  for  some 
would  be  obliged  to 
n  his  behalf  in  Genoa, 
he  French  army.  He 
lien  he  reached  the  pa- 
Count's  retainers  andl 
}f    the    better  class    o 
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burghers,  while  as  he  entered  the  hall,  he  saw 
several  gentlemen  of  his  party,  who  had  bid 
him  farewell.  He  paused  at  the  door  of  the 
apartment  where  Fiesco  was,  when  the  seryant 
opened  it,  and  announced  his  name. 

''  Many  thanks  to  thee,  Philip,''  said  Fiesco, 
kindly  pressing  his  hand  as  he  spoke.  '^Lastnigbt's 
revel  has  not  made  thee  forget  thy  fiiends,"  and 
Philip  peroeiving  him  engaged  in  conversation 
with  Giannetino  Doria,  moved  onwards,  for  Vero- 
na  and  his  wife  were  standing  at  the  window,  and 
round  them  a  group  of  young  nobles,  amongst 
whom  was  the  Venetian  who  stood  with  bis 
back  turned  to  the  door.  The  Countess  saw 
the  young  soldier  approaching. 

"  Thou  art  welcome,  Captsun  Calva/' 
"  'Sdeath  !"  muttered  Verrina,  facing  round, 
and  his  features  grew  deadly  pale ;  but  with  a 
powerful  mastery  over  himself,  he  bowed  to  the 
other,  and  not  one,  save  Philip,  now  certain  of 
his  suspicions,  and  Verona,  who  knew  not  the 
cause,  marked  the  alteration  of  his  manner. 
Philip  bowed  as  low,  then  as  tlieir  eyes  met,  he 
thought  the  Venetian   slightly    trembled;  but 
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)D  aD  the  effects  produced  by  his  appear- 
«  had  vanished,  and  the  conversation  flowed 

0  its  previous  channel.  The  Count,  after 
tiog  with  Doria,  and  some  other  nobles, 
led  the  circle,  and  Uie  conversation  turned 
iQ  his  journey ;  but  as  the  time  for  bis  de- 
ture  was  rapidly  ^)proachiag  all  now  began  to 
e  their  leave,  and  Philip  amongst  the  rest. 
'  I  shall  see  you  in  GrCDoa  on  my  return," 

1  Fiesco  to  him,  "  and  let  not  my  home 
iplain  of  your  absence,  because  its  master's 
sence  may  be  wanted.  The  Signor  Verriua 
I  be,  I  trust,  oo  unusual  guest." 

'  He  can  promise  that,"  replied  the  Venetian, 
iddng  for  himself,  "  since  though  thou  takest 
ch  attraction  with  thee,  yet  thou  leavest  more 
ind." 

'  The    bett«r    part    of  me,"    said    Fiesco, 

iD  be  in  Genoa!  Now,  adieu,  my  friends. 

Jtain    Calva,  Uiou  wilt  think  of  me  before 

e    extended    bis    hand   to 

,  my  Lord,"  replied  Philip, 
id,  "will  bind  you  to  my 
I  3 
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remembrance,  but   your  absence,    I  trust,  will 
be  short/* 

"  Not  long,  Signor  Verrina ;  thou  remember- 
est  our  late  conversation  ?" 

"  Well.     I  shall  not  fail  in  forwarding  your 
wishes." 

"  Then,  adieu,  Signors.  Be  in  health,  on 
my  return !  Adieu,  again,''  and  both  now  took 
their  leave,  the  Venetian  walking  first  to  the 
door,  and  Philip  slowly  following  him.  They 
did  not  speak,  and  when  Verrina  reached  the 
court-yard,  he  signalled  his  lackeys,  who  waited 
on  him,  while  Philip  alone  proceeded  before  him 
to  his  lodging. 

"  Escaped !"  muttered  Verrina  to  himself,  as 
he  glanced  at  his  retreating  figure.  '^  Escaped 
too  without  a  scratch  \  How  have  the  knaves 
fiuled  ?  Yet  I  deserve  it,  for  in  this  matter  I 
should  have  used  no  hand  but  my  own.  Hired 
daggers  seldom  hit,  and  now  ferewell  to  their 
use.  He  must  perish !  Yet  how  ?  Ah !  I 
have  it.  Law — the  power  of  the  State !  The 
Signor  Lomellino !  By  the  saints,  yes !  and  I 
trust  none  but  myself.     Tut !  it  is  easy.     The 
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lapers  are  proofs.  I  have  it  I  Stupid  that  I 
was — a  dolt  oot  to  reckon  oa  this  hefore  I  It 
wiU  succeed — must ;  and  not  a  flaw  can  tight 
on  my  own  reputation.  I  could  not  stab  him 
mysdf  in  cold  blood,  and  &rewell  to  other 
bands  to  do  that  By  the  saints,  he  is  still 
mine !"  and  smilit^  at  this  new  conception,  he 
lastened  on  to  his  own  home,  while  shortly 
fterwards  the  Count  fresco  left  Genoa. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

On  the  coast  of  the  island  of  C; 
towards  the  shores  of  Greece,  in  a 
natural  loneliness  had  been  increast 
and  taste  of  man,  was  reared  a  smal 
a  happy  medium  between  the  rural 
the   noble's   country  residence.     1 
chasteoess  in  its  ornaments,  a  beaut 
tion,  with  the  deep  blue  wai 
came  murmuring  towards  it 
approached  in  the  violence  of  1 
and  always  gentle  they  flowed 
was  curved,  and  a  small  ha 
the  land,  sheltered  on  one  si 
forest  that  rose  dark  and  thic 
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icks  runniag  out 
secure  from  the 
iry  of  the  ocean, 
ttirbed  its  smooth 
bat  swept  over  it 
n  fled  on  to  hide 
gainst  the  rocks. 

shrabs  and  per- 
as  wound  round 

trained  to  dimb 
with  the  richest 
id  purple,  scarlet 
lying  before  the 

melodious  with 
[radually  ascended 
which  bent  over, 
oth  waters  of  the 
sUence;  not  the 
at,  happy  silence, 
by  nature  andim- 

from  storm  or 
rf  powerful  ram- 
rm  over,  the  feel- 
the  remembrance 
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of  past  misery,  it  deadened  its  poignancy.  The 
inhabitants  of  the  house  were  two  Italians,  and 
their  domestics  taken  from  Rhodes  and  Sdo. 

Who  these  Italians  were  none  knew.  They 
had  rapidly  traversed  Cyprus ;  had  given  much 
occasion  for  conversation  both  on  account  of 
their  extreme  beauty,  the  females  especially ;  the 
liberality  of  her  companion,  and  his  profound 
devotion  to  her ;  his  studied  anticipations  of  her 
smallest  wants.  To  others  he  was  stem  and 
abrupt ;  with  her,  gentle  as  an  injfant.  The  tale 
of  misery  or  suffering  never  was  unheeded  by 
him ;  and  with  an  energy,  a  discrimination  of 
character,  alone  obtained  by  a  powerful  inteDect 
instructed  in  the  world,  he  could  divide  the 
fictitious  from  the  real,  and  assist  the  one  while 
he  condemned  the  other.  In  Scio  he  had  saved 
from  want  three  orphan  girls,  and  while  a  Turk 
bargained  with  them  to  dispose  of  themselves 
for  the  harem  of  the  Egyptian  Pacha,  he  bought 
them  from  the  anticipation  of  worse  than  death, 
and  attached  them  to  his  own  service.  In 
Rhodes,  four  men  were  sentenced  to  death  for 
the  supposed   murder   of  their  master ;  by  a 
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produced  the  real 
I  Cyprus  with  these 

Real  acts  of  wisdom 
I  corresponding  sup- 
han  human ;  but  his 
m  reproach,  because 
I  brilliancy. 
if  Cyprus  where  now 
.  he  was  bailed  as  a 
lad  banished  crime, 
ihed  order.  He  was 
d  as  an  executioner, 
discover  and  punish 
issed  since  he  had 
yprus — two  years  of 
re.  The  third  was 
lisery. 

after  noon,  and  the 
ams  over  the  spot  in 

was  situated.  The 
rlten  silver,  and  the 
tall  trees,  that  rose 
g  immovable  in  the 

The  flovers  reflected 
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back  the  colours  of  the  sky  above,  and  the  rocks, 
stretching  into  the  sea,  seemed  as  if  sheeted  with 
gold.  At  this  hour,  the  door  of  the  house  was 
slowly  opened,  a  man,  with  a  beautiful  woman 
leaning  on  his  arm,  came  out,  and  they  took  the 
di];ection  of  the  beach.  His  figure  was  tall,  his 
&ce  singularly  handson&6 ;  and  she  seemed  too 
beautiful  for  earth,  for  death  was  apparently 
making  rapid  advances  upon'  her.  She  yfdkd 
with  difficulty.  Her  eyes,  desff  andfiill,  were 
bent  down  ;  her  cheek  was  pale,  with  one  small 
red  spot  upon  it ;  and  there  was  that  transparency 
of  colour,  that  dazzling  whiteness  of  complexion, 
the  beautiful  livery  in  which  death j  as  if  he  would 
more  endear  us  to  what  we  are  about  to  lose, 
sometimes  clothes  his  victims. 

''Adrasto,"  she  said  in  a  low,  sweet  tone, 
"  how  faint  and  weary  I  fed !  The  heat  over- 
powers me." 

"  We  will  rest  then,  Giulia,"  said  her  com- 
panion gently.  "  There  is  a  seat  some  few  pact's 
farther  on.  Courage  1  and  we  can  soon  reach  it. 
The  prospect  will  repay  the  exertion ;"  and  thus 
encouraging  and  supporting  her,  th^  proceeded 
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nit  of  the  trunk  of 
1  by  beodiDg  vine> 
ml  retreat  bom  the 

iiil  to  die  &r  away 
iends  I  Thou  art 
'  heart  yearns  after 

iswered  the  other 
sel  leaves  another 
I  shall  to  Rome — 

loumftiUy.     "  She 
hurt  by  my  first 
the  her !" 
isto.     "  Giulia,    is 

er.     But  did  I  go 

"  my  appearance 

ntance!     At  what 


1  i' 
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•*  Some  fifteen  leagues/'  answered  Adrasto 
puzzled  by  her  questioning. 

•'  Then  I  am  for  Rome." 

^'  Thou,  thou,  Giulia !"  said  the  other  rapidly, 
and  gazing  into  her  beautiful  eyes,  he  looked  at 
them  in  silence  for  a  moment,  then  dropped  his 
head  slowly  on  his  breast,  and  sobbed  like  a 
child. 

'^  Adrasto,  best  friend!"  murmured  the  female 
taking  his  hand. 

"  Jily  Giulia,  five  here ! — ^There  is  hope,  in 
thy  scheme  peril." 

"  I  know  thou  art  all-learned  and  wise. 
But,  think ;  the  voyage,  the  change  of  air,  the 
fond  hope  of  seeing  those  I  love  on  earth  next 
best  to  thee ;  might  not  all  these  operate  for 
my  safety?  Think;  I  go  not,  if  thou  sayest 
nay !" 

For  many  moments  he  remained  in  sHeace, 
but  to  this  habit  his  companion  was  accustomed, 
since  when  she  would  in  the  waywardness  of 
sujffering,  make  any  strange  proposition,  it  was 
his  custom,  to  consider  how  to  grant  or  a?oid  it^ 
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her.  Now  she 
nctioQ  of  death 
ot  life,  and  un- 
ild  her  that  on 
ler  death  would 

violent  shock, 
re  yielded  before 
le,  now  mining 
jly  say,  that  in 
panioD,  we  once 
earlier  chapters,' 
ia,  the  victim  of 
hen  on  the  day 

had  been  con- 
it  of  him  who 
itirazzo,  she  im* 
.  guidance.  Her 
e  shock   it  had 

lifeless,  she  ac- 
to  bis  home  in 
jT — unmoved  by 
I  heart,  he  stated 

if  she  was  con- 
lid  she  seek  still 
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farther  proofs  ?  But  she  required  none.  With 
the  convincing  evidence  before  her  she  sought 
no  more,  and  when  Vitelli  told  her  that  bis 
affection  was.  deep  and  strong  as  ever,  that  the 
past  was  to  him  but  the  spur  to  future  love,  she 
threw  herself  into  his  arms,  and  yielded  to  his 
passionate  entreaties.  That  very  night  they 
were  married  by  a  priest  of  Genoa,  who  had 
received  kindnesses  fix>m  Vita's  hands,  and  on 
the  next  morning  they  set  out  for  Rome. 

That  Giulia  had  passionately  loved  Doria, 
her  husband  never  strove  to  oonbeal  fitmi  him- 
self, or  ^or  a  moment  doubted  ;  but  he  believed 
that  it  was  not  the  passion  that  would  stand  the 
test  of  time.  He  believed  that  with  the  know* 
ledge  of  his  perfidy,  with  the  feeling  that  his 
conduct  had  entailed  i^on  her  utt^,  perhaps, 
lasting  wretchedness,  her  mind  would  assume 
another  tone,  and  she  would  banish  him  from 
her  heart's  remembrance  for  ever.  In  this  sup 
position  he  was  right.  Doria's  memory  uros  as 
if  he  had  never  existed.  She  triumphed  over  his 
cruelty  by  forgetting  him,  and  wrought  his 
punishment  by  ceasing  to  love  him.     Adrasto's 
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sible  in  the 
• ;  his  pride 
ter  seemiog 
adopted  the 
a  friendship 
hey  reached 
)i^tteD  be- 
e    Patrician 

.  care  was  to 
1  here  Vitelli 
5  his  former 

parents  did 
ost  together, 
lew  she  had 
and  bdiered 
them  return 
impanion  of 
i     She  was 

of  reconcili- 
IHide  of  her 
1  flowed  in  a 

by  plebeian 
I  shadow  of 
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dishonour.  More  influenced  by  their  haughty 
descent,  than  their  human  affections,  they  refused 
to  be  reconciled.  Adrasto's  prayers  were  un- 
heeded, the  influence  of  his  family  disregarded, 
and  they  quitted  Rome  to  seek  a  home,  where 
they  might  create  their  own  world,  and  live  as 
if  no  kindred  bound  them  to  the  earth. 

They  travelled  through  the  Grecian  isles; 
visited  the  places  famous  in  the  legends  of  Ho- 
mer— ^rich  in  the  poetry  of  Hesiod — and  sweet 
with  the  muse  of  Sappho.  The  scholar  gloiied 
in  the  triumphs  of  mind.  His  enthusiasm  even 
lighted  up  the  pale  cheek  of  his  young  wife,  but 
her  heart  was  broken.  First  torn  and  wounded 
by  the  crime  of  Doria,  when  in  Adrasto's  tender- 
ness, she  might  have  gained  new  life,  the  proud 
cruelty  of  her  family  re-opened  the  wounds, 
and  even  now  she  was  struggling  with  death. 
Adrasto  saw  and  moiurned.  Anxiously  he  watched 
over  her.  His  skill  was  tasked  to  meet  her 
complaint;  but  when  settled  at  Cyprus,  the 
mournful  feeling  was  now  in  his  mind  a  truth, 
that  she  had  but  come  nearer  her  grave. 

For  some  moments  he  remained  silent  aAa^ 
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ture  w&s  beautiful 
ts  calm  waters,  and 
pause  of  the  great 
'eigned  undisturbed, 
so  cloudless;  that 
ao  doud  darkeued, 
3  glorious  beauty  to 
or ;  the  forest,  the 
i  breathed  upon  his 
, — for  in  this  matter 

ingth  after  a  pause, 

I  obey." 

y  and  playfuQy  tap- 
Bt  place  on  my  poor 
dedsion.     Be  it  so, 

to  Rome  !" 

no  support  in  me," 

vessel   sdls  on  the 

instant  preparation, 
.t  money  may  pur> 

more,  and  dearest, 
e,  where  I  can  leave 
may  suffice  for  pro- 


I 
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ceediDg  to  this  vessel,  and  there  making  the 
necessary  engagements  for  our  departure." 

"  May  God  bless  thee  !"  murmured  Giulia, 
leaning  her  head  on  his  bosom.  *'  Thou  art 
ever  gentle,  ever  kind  !  The  saints  reward 
thee  !'* 

'^  Tut !  my  Mr  wife,  thou  makest  me  woman- 
ish. We  shall  homewards  !"  and  slowly  and 
carefully  he  led  her  home,  and  tenderly  kissing 
her,  departed,  attended  by  two  of  his  Greeks, 
for  that  part  of  the  coast,  where  this  vessel 
lay. 


1  making  the  necessary 
Cyprus.  The  vessel 
i,  and  never  since  their 
I,  had  Giulia  worn  so 


>ut  to  return  to  Italy. 
Nicosia  purchased  their 
iodedhy  three  men  and 
J  embarked  for  Rome. 
iiey  quitted  Cyprus  was 
)n  serenity  and  beauty, 
9  appearance,  a  hopeful 
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"  How  weQ  I  fed !"  she  said  to  Adrasto, 
when  she  first  stood  on  the  vessel's  deck.  "  It 
seems  that  I  am  getting  new  in  constitutioiL 
See,  my  hand  is  steady,  my  pulse  beats  more 
regularly  than  thine  own/'  and  she  sm3ed. 

"  The  change  of  scene  may  do  for  thee, 
what  no  skill  could  accomplish/'  replied  Vitelli, 
relieved  and  gratified,  for  at  no  period  during 
all  their  wanderings,  since  last  they  had  quitted 
Rome,  had  he  seen  her  look  so  well;  and  be 
strove  to  keep  up  the  conviction  of  returning 
health,  that  seemed  to  take  possession  of  ber 
mind. 

The  first  day,  their  passage  continued  without 
an  event  that  could  turn  them  from  the  coo- 
templation  of  their  own  designs.  On  the  second 
they  coasted  gently  along  the  shores  of  ancient 
Crete,  and  Vitelli  drew  on  his^  store  of  ancient 
lore  to  amuse  and  gratify  his  companion.  He 
pointed  out  the  famed  Ida,  -  the  tiiroDe  of  the 
mythological  Jove,  and  ever  as  wl  island  or  a 
view  called  up  a  reminisoence  of  the  aDcient 
past,  had  he  a  tale  to  amuse  and  relieve ;  and 
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flat  coast  of  Northern  Africa  on  the  oth^ ; 
before  them  the  ocean  wide  and  stretching, 
behind  them  the  retiring  shores  of  Greece. 
The  dear,  cloudless  sky,  the  strong  light  of  the 
moon,  and  the  calmness  of  the  sea  had  rendered 
distant  objects  visible;  and  as  Giulia  and  Adrasto 
enchanted  with  the  scene,  lingered  on  the  deck 
to  a  later  hour  than  usual,  the  former  pointed 
to  a  small  brilliant  spot  on  the  horizon,  in  the 
direction  of  the  African  coast. 

"  It  is  a  vessel,"  said  Adrasto  in  reply  to  the 
gesture  of  his  wife.  "  Signer  Captain,"  he 
continued,  timiing  to  the  Captain,  who  was 
standing  near  him,  "  what  light  is  that  so  dear 
and  so  steady  in  the  distance  ?" 

"  A  light !"  and  the  latter  sprung  up  the 
vessel's  side.  "  From  the  coast  of  Africa  it 
comes,"  he  said  as  if  to  himself,  but  loud 
enough  for  Adrasto  to  hear  him.  "  May  the 
saints  protect  us  from  Haseen  Aga  !" 

"  Thou  speakest  of  the  Algerine,"  observed 
Adrasto  alarmed ;  and  sinking  his  voice,  he 
asked,  *'  Is  there  any  danger  ?*' 

"  From   him  aU  danger.     Signor,  take  the 
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asked  VitdlL    *^  It  comes  nearer.    A  sail!    It 
is  a  vessel     Eh,  Signor?" 

*^  Yes,"  whispered  the  other.  "  I  know  how 
they  carry  their  lights.  You,  Signer,  are  a 
man  of  courage,  and  I  do  not  &ar  to  hint,  thai 
this  is  like  one  oi  that  infidel  dog  Haseen  Aga's 
cruisers — ^perhaps  himself  in  person ;  then  woe 
tousalir 

"  We  shall  fight  to  the  last  drop  of  our 
blood,**  said  ViteDi  determinedly.  "  My  Greeks 
can  be  depended  upon.  They  have  a  natural 
antipathy  towards  this  people.  What  say  you 
for  your  own  men  ?* 

^*  But  litde.  Time  only  can  determine  how 
we  may  fere.  Signor,  not  a  smtence  of  alarm !" 

''  trust  me,**  said  Adtwto.  <*  Ltfe,  and 
more  than  life,  ay  more,  for  her  fate  would  be 
ten  times  more  horrible  than  instant  death, — 
depend  upon  ou^  safety.  Rdy  upon  me  now. 
You  may  trust  me.** 

The  light  steadfly  advanced.  Soon  the  masts 
of  a  vessel  were  discernible,  and  the  Captain's 
countenance  became  more  agitated,  fbr  now  no 
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loubt  renuuned  od  his  mind.  The  Algerine 
ras  on  them.  The  SEulors  saw  t^e  fattl  light, 
lieir  hearts  grew  dead  with '  fear,  and  the 
'aptiun  placed  a  hand  upon  ^^t^^  shodder. 

"  It  is  the  Algerioe  I"  He  -  paused  for  a 
econd.  The  tight  fell  ftill  upon  the  masts  and 
i^Vig  of  the  distant  vessel,  exposiog  the-  &it 
nd  htsad  of  b^  sdls ;  the  deck  was  alive  with 
Den,  and  a  flag  flapping  against  the  mast,  from 
rhich  was  suspended  the  light.  "  Virgin  aiid 
^ts,  'tis  Haseen's  self  1  Signor,  I  dare  not 
!ven  hope."  .:  i.  -  ', 

"  We  must  die  tiiea,"  said  .Adrasto  Roomily. 

Commotion  and  dismay  logned  on:  board  the 
vessel  Her  men  ran  up  and  down  l^e  deck, 
'^ardless  of  aught  but  their  lives ;  while  the 
'^vfisaa,  after  a  moment's  attempt  to  stimulate 
'hoQ  to  resistance,  abandoned  it  in  despair,  and 
^drasto  called  his  Greeks  to  his  ^de,  determined 
b)  make  a  stand. 

"  Si^oF,"  said  the  CaptaiI^  "  you  would  do 
^  without  even  the  pro^iect  of  advantage, 
^^xasperate  these  infidels,  and  then  adieu  hope  ! 
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Bribe  them  if  thou  hast  the  means.     For  me, 
my  all  is  in  their  hands." 

"  Bribe  them  1"  repeated  Vitelli. 

'^  Yes.  Haseen  plunders  for  gold.  Offer, 
for  ransom  of  thyself  and  the  lady,  a  sum  which 
may  equal  his  expectations ;  give  him  an  order 
on  a  banker,  and  he  can  easily  obtain  the  money, 
for  he  has  always  correspondents  in  the  great 
towns,  in  Naples,  in  Venice,  Rome,  and 
Genoa." 

"  Genoa  1"  muttered  VitellL  "  That  name  is 
the  dark  spot  on  my  memory." 

"  Even  Genoa.  His  cruisers  do  not  go  so 
far  up,  since  Giannetino  Dona  defeated  Drs^t 
in  Corsica." 

'^  Curses  on  him  !"  said  Adrasto  bitterly. 

"  May  the  saints  never  meet  him !"  added 
the  Captain.  "  But,  Signer — merciful  Virgin ! 
they  are  alongside  us,"  and  true  enough,  the 
Algerine  now  floated  slowly  forward.  The  omi- 
nous light  was  lowered,  revealing  some  mystic 
signs  upon  the  dark  flag,  as  its  rays  in  passing 
fell  upon  it.     The  Captain  turned  to  his  crew. 
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''  Hush,  Signor !  Let  us  have  no  resstance. 
They  will  bring  the  lady  to  the  Dey,  for  no  man 
amongst  them,  until  his  pleasure  be  known,  dares 
insult  her  by  a  word.  Death  or  captivity  is 
before  us ;  but  be  thou  prudent,  for  with  wealth 
thou  mayest  be  successfid.  For  me — be  calm— 
they  are  taking  prisoners." 

Before  Adrasto  could  reply,  he  saw  the  Alge- 
rines  seize  some  of  the  men  who  stood  on  the 
deck,  and  immediately  after  he  was  taken  him- 
self. Yielding  without  resistance,  in  a  moment 
his  hands  were  bound,  and  he  with  the  Captain 
were  the  first  passed  over  the  side  to  the  Cor- 
sair's galley. 

Giulia  had  long  before  retired  to  rest,  for  it 
was  frequently  her  companion's  habit  to  return 
to  the  deck  after  she  had  gone  below,  and  spend 
some  time  in  conversation  with  the  Captain,  who 
was  a  Neapolitan,  and  a  pleasing  associate. 
This  night,  the  beauty  of  the  weather,  the  ex- 
citing reminiscences  connected  with  the  scenes 
through  which  they  had  sailed,  the  prospect  of 
soon  reaching  Italy,  all  combined  in  keeping  her 
longer  up  than  usual ;  and  when  she  sunk  into 
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Glancing  wild  and  terrified  upon  the  scene  now 
presenting  itself  to  her  eyes — the  Algerines  and 
their  African  attire — the  dark  countenances  that 
gazed  on  her — the  piles  of  merchandize  that 
covered  the  deck,  and  the  various  other  circum- 
stances rendering  the  scene  so  different  from 
what  she  had  last  witnessed,  she  turned  towards 
another  side  of  the  galley,  and  there,  in  the  midst 
of  the  Afiicans,  she  beheld  Vitelli.  "  Adrasto," 
and  she  sprung  fit)m  the  hands  that  held  her, 
"  save  me  !"  But  before  she  could  reach  him 
she  called,  he  had  heard  her  voice.  With  one 
violent  effort  he  burst  his  bonds,  passed  through 
the  drawn  blades  and  glittering  scimitars  of  the 
Corsairs ;  and  as  she  rushed  towards  him,  he 
caught  her  in  his  arms,  and  raised  his  hand  to  make 
a  sign  to  the  men  who  pressed  upon  him.  The 
gesture  was  mistaken  for  resistance,  there  was 
the  sharp,  sudden  report  of  a  pistol,  and  Giulia 
bounded  from  his  arms,  stood  for  an  instant  like 
a  statue,  calm  and  motionless,  then,  without  a 
word,  even  the  slightest  murmur,  she  dropped  at 
his  feet.  Her  pure  soul  was  before  its  Creator ! 
"  Merciful    God  !''    shrieked  Adrasto,  in  a 
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Uood.  Quiddy  he  folded  her  to  his  heart, 
and  turning  round  upon  the  Corsairs  who  had 
approached  still  closer  to  him,  he  rushed  fiiri- 
ously  upon  the  nearest,  and  wrenching  his 
scimitar  from  his  hand,  whirled  it  wildly  over 
his  head,  and,  carrying  the  lifeless  body  vvith 
him,  dashed  amongst  them.  The  conflict  \sas 
but  momentary.  They  swarmed  round  him  like 
clustering  bees,  and  a  second  time  disarmed  him; 
he  was  about  being  bound,  when  a  voice  deep- 
toned,  loud,  and  dear,  issued  from  a  space  be- 
hind, and  the  two  words,  "  Peace,  obey  T'  were 
uttered. 

The  Algerines  turned  with  lowly  saluta- 
tions in  the  direction  of  the  sound.  Even 
Adrasto,  still  holding  Giulia  to  his  heart, 
did  as  the  others  ;  and  when  the  pirates  hiid 
receded,  he  stood  face  to  face  with  a  little 
withered-looking  old  man,  who  sat  upon  a 
raised  space  between  the  masts,  reclining  upon 
a  rich  and  curiously  flowered  carpet.  It  wis 
Haseen  Aga,  Barbarossa's  Dey  of  Algiers.  He 
was  an  old  man ;  his  skin  dark,  dry,  and 
wrinkled ;  the  cheek-bones  prominent ;  the  nose 
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He  gazed  on  him  for  a  moment,,  then  exclaimed 
bitterly,  pointing  to  the  dead  Giulia  as  he  spoke, 

"  Infidel,  behold  thy  work !" 

A  hundred  scimitars  flashed  as  he  spoke. 

"  Peace  1"  again  said  the  Dey,  and  all  were 
silent.     ^'  She  is  dead  1" 

"  Oh !  terrible  truth !"  exclaimed  Adrasto, 
passionately.  "Giulia,  my  loved  one!  My 
light  of  life !  my  hope  1  Oh  Heaven  I  strike 
me,  if  thou  wiliest !  The  beauty  of  life  has 
departed  from  me ;  its  bitterness  only  remains ! 
Infidel,  thy  dogs  have  murdered  her  1" 

A  gloomy  shade  passed  over  the  Algerine's 
dark,  hard  features.  He  glanced  steadfastly  at 
the  countenance  of  Adrasto.  His  grief  seemed 
to  make  some  impression  on  his  stem  nature, 
and  clapping  his  hands  thrice,  an  attendant 
instantly  waited  on  him.  They  conversed  for  a 
few  seconds  in  whispers,  when  Haseen  A^ra 
turned  to  Vitelli, 

"  Go !  Thou  art  fiw." 
"  Whither  ?"    asked   Adrasto,    not  valuing 
much     the     permission.      "  Whither  ?     To 
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e  oow  all  life  is  a  blank.  To  Algiers  or 
ilyF" 

"  Haseeo  Aga  seldom  rdents,"  said,  the  Dey 
rshly.  "  The  Christian  dogs  spare  none ; 
ly  stoidd  they  be  saved  ?  But  I  have  vowed 
make  no  prisoner,  to  take  no  life  this  day. 
le  servant  of  AQah  keeps  his  vow.  Thy  crew 
free.  Go.  In  an  hour  my  vow  is  past,  and 
ou — beware  I" 

Adiasto,  unconscdous  of  what  he  did,  was 
me  on  board  the  Italian  vessel.  Her  people 
d  Captain  rejoiced  in  their  release  &om  death 
slavery;  and  hut  few  minutes  had  passed  from 
sir  having  obtained  permission  to  depart, 
ten  all  were  on  board.  The  Corsair's  galley 
)Ted  slowly  from  them,  the  brilliant  light  was 
un  raised  to  the  top  of  her  mast,  her  dark 
Q  gradually  disappeared  and  melted  away  ia 
:  distance,  and  a  favouring  wind  carried  them 
ntly  round  the  north  of  Siraly. 
ViteQi's  grief  had  been  respected.  When  the 
Qund  himself  lying  on 
occupied  since  they  lefl; 
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Cyprus.  His  senses  Were  wandering,  for  me- 
mqry  had  not  yet  related  to  his  waking  reason 
the  €vmi»  of  the  preceding  night.  Gradually 
he  became  conscious.  A  horrible  ibi^eam  seemed 
to  oppress  him;  something  he  ooold  not,  dared 
not  believe,  flitted  before  his  mind^  momentarily 
clothing  itself  in  all  the  forms  of  a  dread 
reality.  At  last  he  awcike  to  'the  full  sense  of 
his  misery.  He  now  remembered  every  thing— 
GiuIia'S'  deathy'  and  in  that  word  was  compre- 
hended all^  The  Captain  visited  him,  soothed, 
and  attempted  to  ^comfort  him,  but  for  days  dii& 
that  dismal  night  there  was  no  prospect  of  peace 
before  him. 

They  landed  safely  at  Naples.  His  generosit}' 
made  some  compensation  for  what  the  Captain 
had  lost ;  and  then  he  proceeded  to  Reoie  with 
Giulia's  body;  She  liad  often,  when  in  life, 
spoken  of  her  desire  to  rest  in  the  Eternal  City 
after  death,  and  then  Vitcffi  thought  every  wish 
a  sacred  conrniand.  She  was  buried  by  the  side 
of  her  kindred ;  and  after  Yitelli  had  anxiously 
performed  every  duty  incumbent  upon  him,  be 
departed  again  from  Rome.     His  friends  made 
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my  inquiries  as  to  his  designs,  but  they  were 
litless,  for  whither  he  had  gone,  none  knew. 
'en  the  time  t^  his  departure  was  uncertain, 
the  had  made  such  arrangemeDts  aa  promised 
ong  absence,  and  in  some  months  all  but  a 
V  had  forgotten  even  to  mention  his  name,  or 
guire  for  his  return. 
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tempt  at  moderation  or  enmdment.  He 
Jiered  himself  by  position  so  far  removed  abon» 
eir  level,  that  the  semblance  of  courtesy  would 
injurious  to  his  dignity ;  and  most  of  them  in 
eir  turn  hated  him  with  a  hatred  the  more 
werfiil,  becaiise  by  necessity  concealed. 
Amongst  the  nobles  he  had  also  made  power- 
enemies.  Many  of  them  would  not  tolerate 
i  pride  ;  and  it  was  remarked  that  since  his 
onciliation  with  the  Count  Hesco,  he  had 
»me  to  others  more  arrc^;aQt  than  ever,  as  if 
would  revenge  on  them  the  restraint  which 
practised  towards  the  former.  Resco  was 
'efiil  not  to  give  the  slightest  cause  for  com- 
int  His  covat  towards  both  Giannetino  and 
great  unde,  Andrew  Doria,  was  assiduous  and 
mingly  most  sincere.  In  raanners  and  oon- 
sation  he  exceUed  any  noble  in  the  State ; 
1  he  used  both  a  frankness  that  never  looked 
£  dis^mulation,  and  all  the  resources  of  his 
fferful  mind  to  strengthen  this  inclination  in 
&vour,  which  both  the  Dorias  appeared 
entertain.  He  seemed  lost  in  pleasure. 
1   serious   business    formed,   in  the  eyes    of 
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any  with  whom  he  casually  associatedi  an  obstacle 
to  gaiety  or  amusement;  and  whilst  a  word,  a  sign, 
might  reveal  the  deep  design  hatched  against 
the  Republic,  its  chief  plotter  joined  revel  after 
revel — ^led  to  all  appearances  a  life  of  confirmed 
pleasure — and  lulled  suspicions  by  a  carelessness 
of  existence  that  disarmed  hostility  and  silencfd 
fear. 

In  all  his  gaiety  there  was  a  plan.  His 
profuseness  attached  to  him  the  lower  orders, 
to  whom  it  yielded  a  large  source  of  employ- 
ment ;  and  though  they  had  nev^  heard  even 
a  whisper  referring  to  the  conspkacy,  yet  from 
a  previous  favourable  disposition,  they  were 
counted  upon  as  certain  in  the  execution  of 
his  projects;  and  the  event  justified  his  pre- 
dictions. His  bounty  to  the  silk  spinners,  a 
considerable  body  of  the  inhabitanta  of  Genoa. 
and  who  at  that  time  suffered  extreme  misery 
from  the  depression  of  trade  caused  by  the 
late  wars,  gained  him  strong  supporters  and 
numerous  friends  amongst  the  people.  In  this 
instance  his  charity  was  the  more  generous, 
because  offered  in  secrecy,  for  he  applied  to  their 
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Qsul,  and  privately  distributed  money  to  those 
lODg  them,  who  on  his  recommendatioD 
[uired  it.      Pursuing  the  artful  course  which 

had  marked  out  for  himself,  he  mixed  much 
h  the  more  con^derable  of  the  middle  classes, 
:  substantial  burghers,  who  bad  something  to 
a,  and  who  in  a  revolution  would  also  lisk 
ich.  He  insinuated  in  oonTersation  with  tbem, 
t  though  a  noble,  he  sympathized  with  the 
iDgs  of  the  people,  and  meotioiied  his  hopes, 
t  some  event  while  it  preserved  the  real  rights 
all,  would  confer  on  them  then*  just  privileges. 

means  were  a^ected  to  secure  success  in  his 
empts. 
The  murder  of  Vincent  Lomellino  was  a  tale, 

public  estimation,  now  some  years  old,  for 
lu^  not  more  than  a  few  weeks  had  occurred 
ce  its  p^petration,  it  was  well  nigh  forgott^ 

the  multitude.  A  distant  relative  clfumed 
i  obtained  bis  property  ;  and  a  doud  of  mys- 
y  had  so  shrouded  the  whole  transaction,  that 
ne  knew  whom  to  suspect.  In  the  interval 
ice  the  occurrence  of  that  transaction,  Verrina 
I  an  amdous,  agitated  liie.    He  feared  detec- 
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tion.  The  loss  of  his  ring  could  not  be  forgotten, 
and  though  he  had  a  ready  tale  invented  to  account 
for  its  disappearance,  and  had  mentioned  casual!) 
in  the  Count's  palace,  that  it  was  lost,  accurately 
describing  it,  and  offering  rewards  for  its  discoven, 
he  never  could  free  his  mind  from  apprehensions, 
imagining  a  thousand  things  which  might  occur 
to  clear  up  much  of  the  mystery  that  surrounded 
this,  to  all  but  him,  inexplicable  afiair.  The 
incubus  of  conscious  guilt  sat  upon  his  mind, 
and  he  could  not  shake  it  off. 

With  Philip  he  had  now  become  more  silent 
and  distant  than  ever,  for  though  the  Count's 
great  kindness  to  the  young  soldier  kept  him 
almost  constantly  about  him,  Verrina's  policy 
towards  him  was  changed.  His  reserve  increased 
with  Fiesco*s  kindness,  since  the  night  of  their 
singular  meeting  in  the  palace  gardens.  Both 
had  preserved  a  marked  silence  with  reference  to 
that  event.  They  had  mentioned  it  to  none,— 
had  never  renewed  it  between  themselves, — and 
as  Philip  studied  Verrina,  and  adopted  towards 
him  the  same  course  of  conduct  which  the  latter 
was  pursuing,  a  silent  salutation  had  now  for 
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le  dajrs  been  the  only  sign  of  iotinuu^  pass- 
between  tficm. 

[lius  Btood  the  parties  in  Genoa,  ranee  FWco, 
tated,  bad  quitted  that  city  for  his  territories 
IB3  the  moiintains,  under  the  pretence  of 
dng  preparations  to  resist  the  Duke  of  Pla- 
da,  but  in  reality  to  inspect  his  vassals  pre- 
isly  to  making  a  selection  out  of  them  of  those 
;t  fitted  for  warlike  service,  that  they  might 
'eady  to  advance,  and  cany  out  his  views  on 
Repubhc.  He  was  to  return  on  a  certdn 
it  to  Genoa.  The  Lady  Leonora  had  been 
iiUy  ailing,  and  flesco  passionately  attached 
lis  wife,  lost  no  time  in  fiaishing  his  bura- 
;,  and  was  rapidly  hurrying  to  the  city.  By 
lous  arrangement  he  was  to  rest  at  a  sort  of 
intain  inn,  about  fifteen  leagues  from  Genoa, 
night  before  his  return, 
n  a  small  room  of  a  low  house  of  entertain- 
It  situated  m  one  of  the  narrow  streets  lead- 
down  to  the  port  fix)m  the  Strada  S.  Fran- 
co— a  house  much  frequented  by  foreign 
>rs,  by  the  refuse  of  the  city,  escaped  crimi- 
;,  and  the  bandits  who  frequently  visited  the 
rOL.  II.  L 
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neighbouring  mountaihs-^was  assembled  a  com- 
pany of  five  individuals.  They  all  seemed  of 
that  dass  which  mostly  values  a  man's  purse 
more  than,  his  life,  and  i^  ruled  by  a  sort  (^ 
conventiKHial  doctrine  r^arding  the  rights  (^ 
meum  and  twuim  which  transposes  the  tuum  into 
meumt  and  keeps  the  latter  always  within  their 
own  power.  None  of  thejn  looked  like  honest  men. 
They  sat  at  a  table  well  furnished  with  drinkiiig 
cups  and  a  large  flagon  of  good  wine,  and  al 
appeared  ready  for  a  journey. 

One  man  was  in  appearance  superior  to  the 
rest,  and  beside  him  was  placed  a  bandit  of  the 
Abruzzi  with  two  of  his  band,  and  a  sailor  from 
Leghorn  who  had  taken  refiige  in  Genoa.  The 
bandit  was  dressed  in  all  the  picturesque  costume 
of  his  cbss.  His  high  crowned  hat  was  orna- 
mented with  gay  ribands,  and  a  small  leaden 
figure  of  San  Pietro  was  placed  in  firont  of  it. 
His  velvet  jacket  was  loaded  with  curiouslv 
formed  buttons,  and  bound  with  rich  lace, 
while  a  showy  under-vest  of  richly  flowered  silk 
covered  his  chest,  and  was  made  open  at  the 
neck,  which  was  circled  with  a  silk  scarf    A 
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tnag  hather  belt  vxH  fimiiBhed  with  pistob 
od  a  dagger  unsheathed  was  buckled  round  bis 
oist,  and  a  sli^t  iimovBtioa  was  made  upon 
)e  usual  costume,  for  his  I^  were  cased  in 
Mts  of  undressed  hide,  which  feU  in  wrinkles 
iffards  his  ancles,  and  his  hec^  wen  etjuipped 
ith  spurs.  The  dress  of  the  members  of  his 
ind  was  similar  to  his  own,  difitreot  in  rich- 
es of  material  and  other  onutEoeats  that  he 
we,  but  otherwise  alike.  The  sailor  was 
Jnted  like  a  poor  burgher  of  Genoa,  and  all, 
th  the  exception  of  the  toore  respectable 
ember  of  the  party,  were  prepared  for  some 
iirney.  They  were  booted  and  spurred,  and 
'H  anned.  Short  cloth  doaks  lay  by  their 
les,  and  thc^  paid  that  attention  to  their  drink 
licfa  denoted  litde  time  for  the  consumption 
the  liquid.  Sebastian  Larcero  was  the  worthy 
presentative  of  Genoa  in  this  conference. 
"  Come,  my  masters,  no  delay  over  your 
ink !  You,  il  Cesio,"  a  cognomen  the  bandit 
d  acquired  from  the  colour  of  his  eyes,  "  you 
:ver  flinch  at  the  wine,  or  on  the  mountain. 
^,  my  prince !  cutting  throats  is  aU  to  your 

L  a 
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taste,"  and  Larcero  laughed  gaily,  as  he  addressed 
the  brigand. 

'^  All  have  &ncie9.  The  mountain  life  is 
mine/'  replied  the  other.  ^*  By  San  Hetro, 
one  hour  among  the  rocks  is  worth  an  age 
within  these  walls." 

"  Well !"  said  Larcero,  "  to-morrow  night 
with  fortune  you  may  be  on  the  mountains,  and 
rich  to  boot.     Eh,  my  captain  ?** 

"  True.     But,  maladetto^  should  we  fefl— '' 

"  Fail !"  re-echoed  Larcero.  "  The  word 
never  was  known  in  the  Abruzzi. 

"  No,  Signor  !*'  said  the  sailor.  D  Cc^o 
smiled. 

"  Never  1"  repeated  one  of  the  band,  and  the 
leader's  smile  deepened  into  a  hearty  laugL 

"  What  in  the  fiend's  name  tickles  the  man  f 
shouted  Larcero.  "  The  game's  a  safe  one. 
Two  or  three  inches  of  steel  properly  adminis- 
tered— and  he  sleeps  for  ever.  II  Cesio  smiles 
at  some  folly  ?" 

"  No,"  said  the  brigand,  leisurely  lifting  his 
cup,  and  slowly  drinking  the  liquor.  "  I  laugh 
at  my  own  supposition.     II  Cesio  with  gold  in 
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prospect  and  the  mountain  under  his  feet  never 
failed." 

"  Braro  1"  shouted  Larcero.  "  Drink,  my 
nasters,  drink,  and  you,  son  of  the  blue  wave, 
rash  with  Rhenish  the  brine  out  of  your 
iuroat.  H  Cesio,  success  to  you  in  this  new 
venture  !"■ 

"  By  San  Fietro,  my  Captain,"  replied  the 
mgand,  "  we  shall  make  Genoa  easy  for  the 
next  twelvemonth.     My  Lord  Doria — " 

"  Tush  1"  whispered  Larcero.  "  I  am  your 
snployer, — the  Count  your  paymaster.  He  hfids 
the  purse — you  can  reckon  the  ducats.  Efa^ 
my  salt  water  fish,  how  does  the  wine  agrea 
nith  your  palate  ?  Here,  my  masters,  a  toast  t 
The  Abruzzi  1" 

"  land  of  the  brave  and  free  I"  ^hed  the 
brigand,  drinking  his  wine. 

"  My  home,  that  is  to  be,"  exclaimed  the 
sulor.  "  May  it  prove  somewhat  more  agree- 
able than  my  last  quarters  !" 

"  And  may  you  be  better  conducted  1"  stud 
ilCesb. 

"How,  Captain?" 

"  Priests  bear  charmed  lives.    Thou  mayest 
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cut    German,    French, 

throats   by    the    score; 

Church." 

.    "  Humph  !"  the  eailoi 

in  Leghorn,  and  fled  to  < 

man's    past    acts  shoal 

preaches." 

"  True,"  ^id  il  Cesi 
warnings.     fVansoni,  th 

"  Within  some  minn 


"  Another  flsgon^  m; 
idaimed  Larceto.  "  S 
cup  and  tankard.  Ta[ 
goes  domi  to  Sebastiui 
we  meet  in  Genoa,  il  Ct 
ing." 

"  Most  willingly.  Frs 
Signw,  our  instructions 

"  Briefly,"    said   Lan 
"  they  are  of  this  natia^ 
some  twenty  niHi  rfmut 
and  the  owner  of  the 
friends.     He  stops  there 
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[eath  brings  five  thousand  crowns  of  certain  gain 
ayable  in  Genoa.  Id  addition  he  has  a  large 
um  on  his  own  person.  None,  Captain,  any 
ibjectioDS  i" 

None,"  repli^  the  brigand.  "  Heakh  '  to 
bee!" 

"  Thou  art  the  prince  of'  fi«ebooters,"  ex- 
lainied  Larcero,  gras^nng  bis  band.  ' "  flni^ 
be  Sagon,  you  knaves  1  Drink  i^hSe  you  can; 
n- to-moTTOw  you  may  lade  a  cup,  when  not 
rithin  your  reach.  Here  1  Fill !  The  dark  eyes 
f  Italy!" 

"  To  the  bottom,  drink  to  the  bottom," 
hoQted  il  Ce^o,  and  his  own  blue  eyes  .flashed 
s  he  spoke.  "  To  the  bottom  1  Our  gay  mai- 
lens!     Fraosoni,  pledge  Marguerita." 

"  And  thou,  C^itatn,  the  Signors  of  Aqui- 
1." 

"  Not  here,"  muttered  the  brigand,  drawing 
lis  band  quickly  over  his  brow.  "  Not  here, 
''ransoni,  oiir  hour  is  up.  See  to  the  horses, 
ind  let  us  quit  Genoa." 

"  There's  a  drop  here  still,"  said  Larcero, 
wking  into  the  flagon.  "  Drain  it,  you  knaves," 
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and  he  repleoished  thdr 
toast !" 

"  Go  on,"  said  il  Ce»a 
"  A  King  to  Genoa  I"  t 
The  brigands  drank  the 
thsai  doaks  round  them,  i 
horses  were  brought  round 
and  shaking  hands  with  Le 
to  them,  "  Remember  th( 
spurred  away  from  the  hoi 
the  street.  He  was  met  b^ 
closely  muffled. 

"  They  are  gone,  Signc 
his  ear. 

"  Weill     May  they  sue 

"  They  can  hardly  fell," 

"  I  hope  not    Now,  for 

tor  Centurioni  awfdts  me." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

A  NIGHT,  profoundly  dark  and  loaded  with 
;orm,  which  had  burst  forth  with  more  than 
le  violence  usual  to  the  season,  set  in,  when 
le  Count  Fiesco  and  his  attendants  first  began 
I  ascend  the  mounUuns,  guarding  Genoa  od 
le  north,  in  his  return  to  that  city.  The 
inds  howled  feariuHy,  blowing  in  quick,  fitful 
lists,  ceasiag  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  gain  new 
leagth,  and  then  sweeping  across  their  path, 
ad  dying  away  amongst  the  rocks.  Again 
ley  would  come,  shouting  and  beUowing  in  aU 
le  wild  fury  of  despotic  power,  shaking  the 
w  trees  that  occasionally  grew  in  the  hollows 
L  3 
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among  the  mountuns,  ot 
until  their  bou^is  beat,  ai 
way  before  its  fiiry ;  while  h 
sounds  were  heard  of  break 
bodies,  as  some  no  longei 
violent  attacks  made  on  t1 
were  torn  up  and  fell  with 
edioed  &r  away  amongst  tb 
no  motion  amongst  the  darl 
hung  threatening  and  lowc 
3till>  Bnd  massive,  the  ah 
they  seemed  like  a  black 
shroud-like  over  the  effects  < 
would  bide  in  their  own  utt 
created  below,  and  screen 
-travell^s  on  the  mountaii 
took  wire  torn  from  the  h 
-tumbled.  Jumping  from  p 
they  fell  into  some  restij 
mountains,  or  were  whirle 
road ;  and  more  than  oQoe  ] 
lightning  guarded  from  di 
and  his  attendants.     To  a 
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le  scene.  Dot  a  star  looked  down  upon  them, 
id  the  rab  fdl,  not  in  drops,  but  streams. 
"  By  the  Virgio  1"  exclaimed  oae  of  the 
nint's  attendants,  striviDg  to  keep  bis  doak 
Dund  his  person,  while  the  wind  swept  under 
e  foUs,  and  ever  as  he  gathared  it  closer,  ton 
rudely  out  of  his  grasp,  "  this  is  no  night  for 
e  mountains  I  Save  me !  How  cold  it  is  I 
y  blood  diiOs  1  Eh,  Loto,  how  feelest 
ou?" 

"Feel,  dost  ask?  I  am  colder  than  ice. 
imbed — ^lifeless I  There  goes  the  lightning! 
ist !"  and  he  remained  silent  for  a  moment, 
rbe  repiNt  of  an  arquebuse,  or  I  never  heard 
e!  On,  my  masters  1  Ho,  my  Lord  I 
ire's  an  enemy  in  the  mountains  on  our 
U" 

"  And  on  the  right  also — above— on  every 
le.  Ah !  the  report  of  fire-arms !  Hie  kpave 
s  better  ears  than  I  deemed.  One,  two, 
ree,"  and  in  the  pauses  of  the  storm,  he 
old  count  the  sounds  of  the  dropping  shots. 
Use  your  spurs,  men !" 
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"  On,  my  masters  !"  shouted  Loto.  "  The 
gallant  Count  hears  the  noise." 

"  Who,  in  the  saints*  name,  does  not  T*  asked 
one  of  the  men.  The  words  were  hardly  ut- 
tered when  from  the  left  came  the  report  of 
half-a-dozen  shots.     "  Loto,  Loto !" 

"  Hit,  art  thou  ?" 

"  To  death !"  shrieked  the  other. 

"What  is  wrong?"  asked  Fiesoo,  turning 
round  in  his  saddle,  when  the  horse  of  the 
wounded  man  bounded  forward  to  his  side. 
He  grasped  at  the  bridle,  and  clutched  the  rider 
by  the  shoulder.  "  What's  the  matter  ?" 
'  "  He's  badly  wounded,  I  fear,  my  Lord,"  said 
Loto,  a  confidential  servant,  who  now  rode  up 
to  the  Count's  side. 

"  Indeed  !"  said  Fiesco,  slowly.  "  There  is 
design  in  this.  Loto,  run  his  rein  through  your 
own,  and  place  a  hand  on  his  shoulder.  I  will 
keep  him  firm  on  this  side.  There.  Forward, 
men!  Hal  the  shots  again  1  Better  the 
chance  of  a  broken  neck,  than  the  certaint)'  of 
being  shot  down  here  like  dogs.  On,  friends '/' 
and  now  the  party  dashed  forward,  spurring  od 
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Fearless  of   the  dangers  of  the   steep,   moun- 
aiDous  road. 

On  they  dashed,  while  the  rain  fell  in 
ormits.  The  Ughtning  flashed  round  them ; 
bouts  were  heard,  and  the  report  of  arms  was 
ludible,  as  more  than  half-a-dozen  bullets  came 
lounding  and  jumping  amongst  the  rocks. 
[le  party  was  soon  out  of  their  reach,  and  tbey 
alloped  onwards  without  receiving  any  farther 
Qjury,  while  Fiesco  and  his  attendant  held 
ipright  in  his  saddle  the  wounded  man.  The 
lashes  of  the  lightning  frequently  illumed  the 
lUTounding  country  ;  and  during  one  of  them 
tie  mountfun  inn  became  visible.  In  the  rear, 
be  shots  were  no  longer  audible,  and  somewhat 
elieved  from  their  fears  and  the  danger  of 
ttack,  they  gradually  slackened  their  speed. 
Sie  inn  was  shortly  gained.  Its  front  windows 
vere  brilliantly  lighted  by  the  strong,  broad 
;lare  of  an  enormous  wooden  fire,  whose  blaze 
he  party  could  easily  discern,  and  io  a  few 
oinutes  they  reached  the  entrance,  and  galloped 
ato  the  court-yard,  where  the  iookeeper  and 
ome  horse-hoys  were   ready  to  receive  them 
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The  Coimt  was  the  first  to  diuno 
tiously  and  tenderly  he  hdd  the 
wounded  attendant. 

"  Be    geode  witii    him,  Loto  I 
IJ^tsl" 

Loto  %hted  the  pine  torch,  ant 
to  his  &ce.  The  jaw  had  droppe 
vere  ^fixed  and.  staring. 

*'He  ia  dead,  my  hacdl"  ext 
mao. 

"Dead!"  repeated  Fiesco,  gazii 
countenance.  "  Let  hioa  :be  remoi 
lord,  we  claim  yoar  hospitality  for  tl 
resting-plaoe  fat  the  deed  I" 

The  landlord,  a  tail,  &ir-&Ged  n 
in  speech  and  appearance,  .with  smal 
eyes;  a  lot^,'  painted  nose ;  thin,  U 
and  sharp,  delicate-looking  teeth,  bo 
Count  addressed  him. 

"In    Crossing    the    mountains," 
Resco,  ''we  have  been  a"""'""''     ■ 
plunder  or  not  I  am  unabl< 
my  attendants    has   been 
scoundi'els,  who  fired  fro: 
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IVb«D  we  leave  in  'the  moraiog  6»  Genoa,  we 
"in  cany  him  «ith  u^.  Forward,  men,  and 
rarm  youtselves.  ThiLs  ^ht's  work  is  enough 
DchiQitbe  marrow  in  our  bones." 

Whqn  they  entered  the  j-oom  of  the  irm,  in 
rhich  blazed  the  immense  fire  that  had  lighted 
bar  path  as  they  descended  the  mountains, 
hey  fottdd  three  tmn  eitting  at  it.  The  room 
tas  long  and -narrow,  but  scantily  furnished, 
ts  floor  axtreced  vrith  a  mat  made  of  wheaten 
tnw,  and  an  old,  rusty  lamp  hanging 
rom  the  «eiling,  which  gave  forth  a  smoky 
ight,  with  one  Acont%  on  each  side  of  the  fire- 
Jace ;  a  table  occupying  its  centre,  stamed  with 
rise,  and  marked  by  the  traces  of  drinkmg- 
ups  and  bottles,  some  of  which  lay  scattered 
iver  it;  and  a  few  seats  and  forms  arranged 
ardessly  along  the  walls,  presented  no  very 
Qvitiiig  spectwile.  But  all  these  appearances 
Tere  disregarded.  The  room  seemed  the  ban- 
[iKting-hall  of  some  fairy  palace ;  its  previous 
>ccupant6,  dark,  gloomy,  savage-louking  moun- 
aineers,  were  passed  unheeded,  for  the  fire 
nimed  so  menily,  the  wood  blazed,  and  broke 
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up   into     splinters,    giving    forth    a    cheerful 

warmth,   crackling,    and  hissing,  and  nKiring 

I  forth  its  hasty  invitations — ^that  the  men,  wet 

and  wearied,  disregarded  in  their  present  enjoy. 
ment   every  circumstance  connected  with  the 
^  room  or  its  occupants. 

■  Kesco  had  the  rare  art  of  attaching  to  him- 

self his   domestics.      He  could  be  kind,  even 
,;  familiar,  yet  lose  no  power  over  them— never 

.  suffered  them  to  forget  he  was  their  master,  or 

tarnished  his  rank  by  unduly  associating  mth 
'  them.     His  attendants  were  thus  ever  ready  to 

nsk  their  lives  for  him,  and  in  their  devotion  to 

his  person  and  character  everything  regarding 

;  themselves  was  forgotten.       Kind,    attentive, 

!  prodigally  generous ;  alive  to  suffering,  lavish  in 

relieving  wants,  he  won  affection  by  his  regard, 
^  and  secured  it  by  his  merits.      The  landlord 

;  stated  that  a   fire  was  prepared  for  him  in 

.  I  another  apartment. 

,'  "  Presently  I  shaD  be  with  you,"  said  the 

Count,  in  reply.  "But  we  must  fiist  warm 
the  chill  out  of  our  hearts,  and  as  I  and  mv 
men  have  suffered  the  cold  togethor,  to-rth'T 
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n  will  share  the  fire.  Loto,  push  over  that 
tool! 

"  By  your  leave,  Signor  !"  stud  the  attendant 
)  one  of  the  men,  who  had  been  in  the  apart- 
lent  before  their  arrival,  and  whom  Loto  had 
3  pass.     "  This  stool  for  the  Count !" 

"  Take  it,"  answered  the  other,  courteously, 
isisting  him  to  move  a  heavy  oaken  seat. 
FVansoni,  stand  a  little  more  aside !  My  Lord, 
HI  honour  us  1" 

"  How,  my  fiiend  ?"  asked  Flesco. 
"  Our  moimtaineers   meet  few   nobles   that 
'en  look  upon  them  unless  to  insult;    still 
>rer  that  would  stand  beside  them  at  an  inn 
e." 

"  The  storm,"  smiled  flesco,  "  makes  noble 
d  peasant  alike,  for  the  rain  neither  respects 
B  noble  nor  spares  them." 
"It  is  true,"  said  the  other,  after  a  mo- 
ait*s  pause.  "  My  Lord,  few  of  your  order 
luld  utter  the  same  sentiments.  Landlord, 
ne  wine  I" 

"My  men  will  also  claim  your  carel"  ex- 
limed  the  Count,  while  the  men,  as  the  land- 
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*         .    ! 


lord  entered,  Cfu^t  anxious  and  peculuir  ghnces 
over  the  party,  four  attendants  and  their  masta*. 
They  looked  uneasy,  troubled,  and  the  person 
who  had  spoken  with  <Fiesoo,  frequently  rose 
from  hiS  seat  as  he  heskd  some '  distant  noise, 
and  once  he  %nade  a  poeuliar  sign  to  the  hnd- 
lord— ^  Yapid  geMure,  whidi  seemed  to  a^  a 
question,  for  the  latter  whimpered  in  his  ear  as 

"Not  yet!" 

The  oth<er  rose;  and  passed  :oyer  to  the 
window,  where  he  stood  for  a  moment  alone, 
untO  one  of  the  men  joined  him. 

"  They  have  fiuled !  miserably  failed,  Fran- 
soni!  How,  in  the  fiend's  name,  have  they 
missed  them — eh?" 

"The  night,  the  darkness,  and  the  terrible 
storm  have  prevented  success,"  v^ispoied  the 
other. 

"  Wefll  we  cannot  recal  it ;  and  peihaps  our 
work  will  be  securer  as  it  is.  Be  civ3  and 
obliging.     This  Count  gains  upon  me." 

"  Rve  thousand  d-owns  in  Genoa  !  much 
plunder  on  bis  own  person !  The  deed  now  easy 
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f  ex0{ntk>i>''-«Q(}  the  road  freo  to  Naplas  1  AH 
iducemeots,  my  C^t^,  not  oflen  found..  Does 

"No I"  awwersd  -the  otbor,  in  a  honite 
bisper;  and  lUs  ccbtpatuoti  turned  from  him 
the  fire,  his  countenance  wearing  a  quiet, 
idi  smile. 

The  violence  of  the  storm  had  considerably 
ated.  The  lightning  came  at  rarer  intervals, 
slung  as  brightly  as  ever  when  they  appeared  ; 
:  min  bad  changed  into  a  slow,  steady  shower ; 
d  the  mods  moaned  faintly  among  the  moun- 
DS,  not  roaring  like  unchained  demons  as 
fere.  The  war  of  elements  was  gradually 
aring  itself  out,  and  the  darkness  that  covered 
!  country  was  giving  place*  to  the  lig^t  of  the 
rs ;  the  heavy  clouds  were  changing  their 
%  and  smaQ  stripes  of  a  light  greyish  cdour 
;an  to  tinge  their  edges.  Here  and  there  the 
id  masses  were  breaking  up,  and  every  sign 
loted  the  violence  and  wild  fury  of  the 
rm  to  have  passed. 

''  The  night  gnms  calmer,"  said  the  Count, 
nd  if  I  mistake  not,  others  have  felt  its  vio- 
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lence  as  well  as  we.      I  hear  the    sousds  of 
hoofs/' 

"  Hoofs,  my  Lord  ?**  eag^Iy  asked  the  man 
who  had  remained  at  the  window.  ''  Yes !  the 
sound  is  now  distinct.  But  one  horse,  bow. 
ever,  approaches." 
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CEIAPTER  XVII. 

Rapidly  the  noise  mcreased;  aod  a  few 
inutes  after  it  was  first  heard,  a  single  horse- 
ui  entered  the  yard  of  the  iim.  His  horse 
s  strong  and  powerfuUy  built,  his  colour  dark 
the  T&ven's  wing.  The  horseman  instantly 
mounted,  and  giving  particular  directions  to 
;  servant  who  took  his  reins  to  take  great  care 
his  coixipanion,  he  followed  the  landlord,  who 
1  conae  to  the  door,  into  the  room  where  still 
the  Count.  A  slight,  almost  imperceptible 
inge  passed  over  his  features.  It  was  nst 
ticed  by  those  before  him,  and  he  approached 
^  fire.  Fiesco  immediately  rose. 
"  Let  me  offer  you  a  warm  comer,  Signor." 
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"  I  also,"  said  one  of  the  party  who  had  oc- 
cupied the  room  previously  to  the  Count's 
entrance,  "  can  give  you  more  comfortable  ac- 
commodation than  you  have  had  on  the 
moimtain." 

"  Indeed !"  answered  the  other,  looldiig 
quickly  and  expressively  on  the  speaker.  "I 
have  not  long  quitted  the  Abruzzi,  and  care 
little  for  a  mountain  stomL  Signor,"  he  con- 
tinued, turning  to  the  Count,  while  the  previous 
speaker  shrank  back  seemingly  a^aiAed  and 
alarmed,  ''  Signor,  I  will  accept  thy  courteous 
offer." 

Thik  new-comer  was  tall  and  commandiDg  b 
appearance.  His  air  was  that  of  rank  and 
opuknce.  His  face  was  faandsotne,  (iie  features 
fuU  of  expression,  but  it  was  a  sad,  mouninil 
expression,  and  unless  when  roused,  they  ap- 
peared most  melancholy,  as  if  they  were  t}  pe> 
of  a  mind  laboming  under  a  profound  grief.  H^ 
dress  was  black.  Every  article  he  wore  was  as 
dark  in  shade  as  his  raven-coloured  horse,  and 
on  his  fingers  he  had  two  rings,  both  enamella^ 
black.     When  seated  he  lifted  his  cap,  and  his 
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tir  loi^  and    dark,    though   here   and  there 

aged  with  a  few  grey  hwrs — tiie  grey  of  griefi 

*  yean,  ftjl  in  long  ciaiiog  maaSes  ovet  his 

milders, 

"S^or,  your  pardon.     Idbdlord,  let  tue 

ve  wine,  and  preparti  a  anp^  for  tae," 

"  Mine,"  aaid  flesoo,  "  willbe  ready  in  a  few 

inutes.     May  I  solicit  your  company  at  it !" 

"  You  confer  a  favour  oh  me,"  mewered  the 

anger,  whii^  I  shall  not  be  slow  in  acceptii^, 

lu  travel  for  Genoa?    IVay  was  youn   the 

rty  attacked  on  the  taountain  ?   I  heard  shots 

1  the  sounds  of  ho<^  in  fiill  gdlop ;  and  I 

nk  the  fugitires  must  have   come  in   this 

Bction." 

'  We  were  attacked,  and  one  of  my  men  has 

n  shot  dead,"   answered  Fiesco.     "  Others 

y  have  &red  similarly,  but  I  do  not  believe 

y  have  come  hither." 

'  There  is  a  bandit  sumamed  il  Cesio  some~ 

ere  in  these  mountains."     One  of  the  men 

pted.  "  And  I  heard  yesterday,  that  he  was  a 

i'  days  past  not  a  league  from  this  inn.     He 

I  man  stained  with  almost  every  crime." 
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''Indeed,  Signorl"  and  the  speaker  looked 
savagely  at  the  stranger. 

''  Yes.  Not  long  ago  he  fled  from  Aquila, 
after  murdering  an  old  man,  his  unde.  The 
police  took  and  brought  him  to  Naples.  He  was 
tried  and  sentenced  to  death;  but  the  night 
previous  to  his  execution  he  contrived  to  escape, 
and  reach  the  mountains.  No  means  were  left 
untried  to  recapture  him,  but  in  vain,  and  it  was 
found  that  he  had  gone  farther  north.  Ah !  bv 
the  saints  1"  and  he  turned  quickly  round  to 
the  man  who  had  previously  spoken,  ''there 
is  a  marvellous  likeness  between  thee  and 
him !" 

"I  must  feel  honoured,"  said  the  other 
carelessly,  while  Fiesco  looked  puzzled.  The 
stranger's  face  was  not  then  seen  by  him  for  the 
first  time.  It  was  changed ;  the  expression  wa^ 
more  mournful,  but  there  was  a  peculiarity  in 
the  dark  eyes,  so  large  and  sparkling,  and 
lustrous,  that  recalled  to  his  memory  the  face, 
or  one  much  resembling  it. 

"  Marvellous,  indeed  1"  continued  the  other. 
''My  Lord,  our   host    has  sunmioned  us  to 
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jjy  to  be  oyer  cei*- 

ioo,  leading  the  way, 
into  a  small  chamber 
the  room  they  had 
'  had  been  carefully 
^  with  a  neatness 
xpected  to  meet  in  a 
ines  were  placed  upon 
the  chur  occupied  by 
Zoant  a  large  mirror, 
TOS  huDg  gainst  the 

iended,  and  the  meal 
nterruptioQ,  the  two 
conversation,  and  the 
Count's  wonder  and 
rich  imagination  and 
iill  of  information  and 
jft  the  room  for  a  few 

his  return,  addressing 
It  been  more  than  a 
hast  been  deeply  con- 
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versant  in  the  ways  of  the  world  and  its  inbabi* 
tants.  Mine  host,  replenish  this  cup!  Thy 
vintage  of  Bordeaux  for  me !" 

*'  I  have  seen  much,  suffered  much  1''  and  be 
threw  himself  back  in  his  seat,  covering  his  face 
for  a  second  with  his  hands.  Then  as  be  slowly 
withdrew  them,  his  eyes  rested  on  the  glass 
before  thenL  They  remained  steadily  fixed  on 
it  for  a  minute,  then  were  rapidly  lowered  as  the 
landlord  advanced  with  the  wine.  He  placed 
the  cup  in  the  Count's  hand. 

^'  Ah !"  he  continued,  looking  carelessly  at  * 
Fiesco,  "  in  one  point  have  I  profited  by  my 
knowledge  of  this  world.  I  never  drink  Bordeaux. 
The  Rhenish  will  raise  a  man's  spirits.  The 
produce  of  Madeira's  gentle  dime  will  chann  his 
heart.  The  wine  of  Xeres  banishes  care,  but 
your  Bordeaux  sours  the  temper  and  sits  on  the 
spirits  like  a  nightmare.     Signer,  never  touch 

itr 

"  In  this  matter  I  can  hardly  be  advised,"  said 
Fiesco  smiling  gaily.  "  The  Bordeaux  b  an 
old  friend  of  mine,  and  must  not  be  turned  away 
at  the  first  attack  of  an  unknown  enemy/' 
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"  And  this,  my  Lord,"  obserred  the  host,  "  19 
Fine  older  than  myself." 

"But  Dot  worse!  Age  improves  the  one, 
nt  often  renders  the  man  more  degenerate," 
Quttered  the  Signor,  then  adding  aloud,  '*  Sig- 
or,  your  cup  I"  and  as  the  Count  handed  it  to 
im,  he  rose  from  his  seat  and  approached  the 
re.  "  The  first  of  the  flagon  is  said  to  he  the 
arest,  the  fire  the  best  test  uf  its  value.  Signor, 
e  wiQ  make  an  offering,"  and  while  Fiesco 
IS  astonished,  the  landlord  pale,  and  looldDg 
[righted,  the  stranger  emptied  the  wine  into 
e  fire,  and  gazmg  for  a  moment  on  the  effect 
had  produced,  he  exclaimed,  "  I  shall  drink 
t  Bordeaux  in  future.  Mine  host,  a  cup  for 
!  I  Place  here  the  flagon,  Signor,  let  me 
list  you." 

Fiesco  bowed  to  lus  offered  service,  and  the 
dlord  with  a  trembling  hand  placed  the  flagon 
the  table,  then  instantly  withdrew. 
"I  fear  me,"  said  the  other,  speaking  in  a 
',  quick  tone,  "  that  this  house  is  dangerous. 

careful  1  diink  no  more  wine.    The  last  was 

H  2. 
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"  What  ?"  exclaimed  Kesco,  risog  from  his 
seat 

"Tush!  prudence.  Well,  mine  host,  hast 
made  this  noble  Signer's  knaves  comfijrtabk? 
They  were  weU  moistened  on  the  outside,  and 
should  be  equally  wet  by  this  time  within." 

« And  they  are,  Signer,  if  good  liquor  can 
do  it,"  returned  (he  landlwd. 

"  And  a  good  will  to  produce  a  kmg  score 
against  their  master,"  laughed  the  other.  «  But 
these  things  are  the  tricks  of  your  inns.  Your 
pardon,  Signer,  if  I  seem  over-boM;  but  not 
long  smoe,  from  this  hospitable  rogue's  addiess, 
I  should  have  imagined  that  I  owed  this  good 
entertainment  to  the  courteous  generosity  of  a 
noble  of  Genoa.  Your  features,  Signor,  art 
those  of  the  iDustrious  fiunily  of  the  Fleschl" 

"  And  I,"  said  the  Count,  «  am  now  its  \in- 
worthy  head !" 

"  Bather  its  most  brilliant  ornament  As 
for  myself,  I  come  fix)m  Rome ;  men  cafl  me 
now  Michael  Alfeo.  I  drink  prosperity  to 
Genoa,  for  which  city  I  at  present  (ravel  I" 

"  Y**" «»«  kind,  Signor ;  Genoa  is  my  pride- 
may  she  be  prosperous !" 
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Much  other  coQversatioil  passed  between  them 
]  the  presence  of  the  landlord ;  but  when  he 
ad  withdrawn,  Alfeo  stated  quickly  to  the 
'ount  his  suspicions  of  the  character  of  the 
lace ;  the  strange  resemblance  between  one  of 
le  men  beJow  and  the  bandit,  of  whom  report 
>oke  so  iQ,  and  whose  likeness  drawn  from 
eniory  by  one  who  had  well  nigh  been  his 
t^m,  he  had  once  seen ;  and  the  impression  on 
i  mind  that  the  wine  whidi  he  had  prevented 
ta  from  drinking  was  draped.  Their  dis- 
une  then  duogod,  and  they  entered  into 
my  to[ucs  connected  with  the  arts  and  the 
itoiy  of  the  times.  Fresco  had  a  profound 
leration  for  all  that  was  beautiful  in  nature,  or 
endid  in  art  A  powerftil  patron  in  the  days 
GQ  literature  but  <a^t  towards  the  giant 
Ter  it  now  wields,  he  .had  drawn  round  him 
Genoa  many  worthy  of  patronage,  and  had 
aed  the  esteem  of  others  who  did  not  need 
support.  His  palace  was  enriched  by  ^e 
itions  of  the  brightest  minds  of  the  day ;  and 
boasted,  no  usual  boast,  Cveo  then,  of  pol- 
ling a  select  and  beautiful  library,  to  which 
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be  devoted  much  of  his  own  time.  Ahnost  im- 
perceptibly the  conversation  glided  towards 
Genoa  and  h^  distinguished  &milies.  The 
Balbi)  the  Spinola,  the  Dorazzo,  and  others  of 
the  highest  names,  seemed  ^miliar  to  the  SigiKH" 
Alfeo.  Fiesoo  was  astonished  at  such  intimate 
knowledge  of  names  and  persons  by  one  whom 
he  regarded  as  a  strangCTi  and  he  was  startled 
by  the  question : — 

"  How  fiure  the  Dorias  ?  Old  Andrew  wears 
against  time ;  and  his  nephew,  I  hope,  curbs  his 
haughty  spirit.   He  has  learned  to  be  prudent  ? 

"He  is  improved,"  said  Fiesco  senten- 
tiously. 

"  Well !"  answered  the  other,  and  the  Count 
could  mark  as  be  spoke  a  meanmg  smile  pass 
over  his  mournful  features,  **  improvement  may 
strengthen  and  increase ;  in  this  case  its  growth 
will  never  exceed  its  necessity !'' 

*'  Tho«  art  severe,  Signor.'* 

"  Severe — ^no !  Let  it  pas&  And  now,  my 
Lord,  a  word  regarding  ourselves.  Let  your 
horses  remain  saddled;  ready  at  a  moments 
warning  to  take  the  road.     I  may  be  right  in 
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nj  suspidoQS  of  this  house  and  its  inmates,  or 
wh^  wrong,  but  we  lose  nothmg  by  being 
irepared  for  the  road.  Sleep  with  thine  eyes 
ipea,  and  sword  in  hand  t     Good  night !" 

Having  separated,  the  Count  rejoined  his 
MO  in  the  room  where  he  had  left  them,  and 
etomined  to  abide  by  the  directions  which 
iignor  Alfeo  had  given,  he  desired  Ixito  to  keep 
tie  horses  saddled  and  ready  for  instant  depar- 
ire,  but  ashamed  to  seem  over-tmxious,  he  gave 
0  directions  to  his  attendants  to  guard  th«n- 
'hes.  He  might  mistake.  The  landlord 
'38  all  kindness  and  obedience,  and  as  the  storm 
ad  now  passed  away,  the  mountuneers  were 
one.  Thinking  that  it  was  time  for  him  to 
!tire  to  his  bed-chamber,  he  desired  lights,  and 
3s  shown  to  it  by  the  innkeeper,  who  was 
unctual  in  recnving  some  directions  regarding 
le  departure  of  the  party  in  the  morning. 

Two  hours  had  passed ;  theCount  was  asleep, 
at  so  his  guest  of  the  evening,  Signor  Alfeo. 
or  hours  he  had  been  accustomed  to  lie  awake 
idulging  in  the  mournftd  reveries  of  the  past — 
lat  past  which  would  never  return ;  and  this 
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night  he  fdt  himself  dingmg  to  it  more  fondly 
than  ever.     The  deep  thoughts  that  possessed 
his  mind  were  clothing  themselves  with  a  garb 
of  reaKty;  scenes,  whose  memory  almost  tore 
asunder  his  heart,  came  vividly  before  him.  Long- 
cherished    anticipations,    when    there    seemed 
almost  a  certainty  of  their  being  realized,  haunted 
his  memory,  floated  gaunt  and  shadowy  before 
him ;  and  in  the  agony  of  mental  suffering,  he 
would  draw  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  as  if  to 
exclude  these  objects  from  his  recollection.    He 
strove  to  sleep;   nature  had  almost  yielded  to 
the  fatigue  of  the  day,  when  he  was  suddenly 
roused  by  a  low,  murmuring  sound,  as  of  many 
persons  in  earnest  conversation.     The  drcum- 
stance  was  strange;   and  a  man  of  the  most 
determined  courage,  he  rose  silmdy,  and  quickly 
dressed  himself,  examined  his  arms,  and  as  in 
this  excitement  he  felt  relief  from  his  previous 
mental  sufferings^  he  resolved  to  examiue  for 
himself.     If  needlessly  alarmed  he  could  retire 
to  rest;   if  not,  he  had  made  a  step  towards 
safety. 

Cautiously  he    opened   his    chamber  door. 
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ifaich  bjr  chance  vat  placed  at  one  end  of  a 
)ng  gaOeiy  that  raq  the  whole  length  of  the 
ouse;  and  the  room  occupied  by  I^esco  was 
tilled  at  the  end  of  a  small  staircase,  more 
)  the  back  of  the  building.  When  Alfeo 
id  quitted  his  own  apartment,  he  stood  at 
te  outside  for  some  minutes  listening  to 
te  murmurs,  which  he  could  no  longer 
istake.  Th^  were  the  sounds  of  voices, 
radually  and  noiselessly  he  crept  forward, 
td  reaching  the  termination  of  the  galleiy, 
■■  stood  at  the  top  of  the  staircase,  until  the 
)ise  should  direct  him  how  he  should  next 
m.  After  a  momoitaiy  pause,  he  ascer- 
ined  that  it  came  from  the  right,  from  the 
tie  room  where  he  had  supped  that  evening, 
lance  befriended  him,  for  as  he  adranoed,  he 
ffld  a  door  leading  to  the  yard  open,  aad 
ssing  through  it  saw  a  lighted  window,  which 
believed  to  belong  to  the  apartment  from 
tence  came  the  voices.  In  a  few  minutes 
th  caution  he  had  reached  it  undetected, 
d  sa:eened  from  observation  by  a  buttress 
H  3 
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supporting  the  roof,   he  oould   see,  and  what 
was  of  more  importance,  accurately  hear. 

The  room  was  occupied  by  the  three  men 
who  had  been  in  the  house  before  the  arrlN'sl 
of  Fiesco,  and  by  a  fourth,  the  landlord.  They 
sat  grouped  round  the  fire — the  table  loaded 
with  their  armS|  and  themselves  in  earnest 
conversation.  The  landlord  was  uneasy,  and 
his  small,  sharp  eyes  glared  and  searched,  as 
if  he  expected  an  enemy  in  every  sigh  of  the 
wind,  that  now  blew  gently  over  the  house; 
while  the  others,  like  men  accustomed  to  the 
business,  seemed  more  careless  and  less  liable  to 
alarm,  though  they  also  apparently  were  in 
anxious  suspense.  One  of  them  spoke.  Alfeo 
leaned  forward.     It  was  the  landlord. 

"  They  are  surely  past  their  time  now,  eh  ? 
il  Cesio!  The  hour  was  midnight  It  i^ 
surely  that  time." 

"  No !"  answered  the  other,  nursing,  as  he 
spoke,  a  small  unsheathed  dagger  in  his  hand 
while  the  fire  gleamed  brightly  off  its  polished 
blade.  "Giuseppe  will  not  delay  a  moment 
Pooh !  it  is  vet  hut  half  after  eleven." 
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"We  fixed  the  hour  too  latethen,"  readied 
the  landlord. 

"  WroQg  again  I  Midnight — and  if  he  sleeps 
at  all,  his  sleep  is  ever  the  deepest — eh  ?  fVan- 
soni,  practice  has  proved  the  rule." 
"Truly  so,"  replied  the  man  addressed. 
"  Yes,"  continued  il  Cesio,  "  it  was  then  this 
iagger  was  in  the  heart  of  the  old  Milanese  we 
lew  in  Mantua.  He  never  moved,  but  slum- 
)ered  like  a  child ;  and  when  I  drove  home  the 
ilade,  a  smile  passed  over  his  wrinkled  features. 

never  thought  the  old  man  could  look  so  band- 
ome." 

"  Pooh !  il  Cesio,"  said  the  landlord,  "  you 
inifj  me.  Eh,  Signor,  what  thinkest  thou  of 
lis  wild  speech?"  and  he  turned  to  the  fourth 
lan,  who  was  dressed  like  a  poor  bui^her. 

"  Ha  !"  laughed  il  Cesio.  "  The  man  never 
mches  any  thing  common.  His  last  victim 
as  a  priest  of  Leghorn, 

"  A  priest !"  rejoined  the  landlord,  apparently 
tcited, 

"  Tush  !"  said  Fransoni,  "  we  may  be  over- 
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heard.  Let  us  drop  this  idle  speech,  and  look 
to  the  business  before  us." 

"Pransoni,"  observed  il  Cesio,  "is  always 
right." 

"  Thanks,  my  Captain,  our  first  step  is  the 

Count." 

*'  Yes,"  said  fl  Cesio.  "  Sebastian  Larcero 
pays  tiie  five  thousand  crowns  in  Genoa  for  that 
He  must  die  to  gain  the  suhl" 

"  His  mails  are  well  stored  to  boot,"  obs^ed 
the  landlord. 

''  Hist  I"  exclaimed  Fransoni,  ^'  dost  hear?  by 
the  Virgin — " 

"  No,"  said  il  Cesio,  "  it  is  too  soon ;"  but 
Alfeo  listened  to  no  more.  Stealthily  he  stok 
back,  ascended  the  stairs,  reached  the  ga]ler)'> 
and  noiselessly  traversing  it,  mounted  the  steps 
leading  to  the  Count's  apartment  The  door 
was  locked.  He  paused  for  a  moment,  but 
time  was  too  valuable  for  deliberation.  He 
must  act,  and  taking  out  his  dagger,  he  inserted 
the  point  between  the  staple  that  hdd  the  bolt 
and  the  wood  of  the  fi-ame.     It  yielded,  and 
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the  door  was  opened.  Gliding  acrota  the  floor, 
he  readied  the  bed,  and  found  the  Count  buried 
in  profound  repose.  He  shook  him  gently,  but 
itm  he  slept.  He  tried  a  second  time  more 
■onghly. 

"  No,  no  1"  murmured  flesco  in  his  sleep. 

"  My  Lord  !"  whispered  AUeo,  bending  his 
ips  down  to  his  ear. 

"  Who  calls  ?"  a^ed  the  Count 

"  Silence  1  rise  1"  and  flesco,  instantly  awake, 
pniDg  from  his  couch. 

"  Signor  Alfeo  I" 

"  Dress  quickly,  and  without  noise.  We  are 
1  great  danger;  and  if  you  have  any  papers 
f  importance,  conceal  them  about  your  person. 
L  moment's  delay  may  be  death  1"  and  Fiesco, 
loroijghly  alarmed,  dressed  himself  silently  and 
qndly.  "  Now,"  contmued  Alfeo,  after  he  had 
slated  to  him  what  he  had  seen  and  heard, 
we  must  gun  the  stables,  and  attempt  to  force 
ur  departure  before  the  expected  reinforcement 
irives." 

Adopting  every  precaution  to  prevent  detec- 
00,  the^  quitted  the  chamber,   and  passing 
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through  the  gallery,  readied  undktaibed  tbe 
door  opening  upon  the  yard,  and  finding  it  stiD 
unlocked,  they  gendy  crept  through  it,  and 
stood  for  a  moment  in  the  court,  into  which 
looked  the  window  of  the  apartment  occupied 
by  the  landlord  and  his  firiends.  A  violent 
noise  from  behind,  startled  them.  There  were 
the  rushing  of  feet  and  the  clatter  of  annSf 
while  from  without  could  be  heard  the  sound 
of  rapidly  approaching  hoofs ;  and  the  door  of 
the  room  in  which  sat  the  brigands,  was  tIo- 
lently  thrown  open. 

"  To  the  stables,  my  Lord !"  shouted  Alfeo. 
"  I  guard  the  entrance !" 

Flesco  sprung  across  the  yard.  In  an  instant 
the  stables  were  opened,  the  servants  roused, 
and  the  horses  out,  for  none  of  them  had  slept 
soundly ;  and  then  rejoining  his  friend,  he  found 
him  engaged  hand  to  hand  with  one  of  the 
brigands,  two  others  attempting  to  pass  through 
the  window,  and  the  landlord  fix)m  above, 
taking  aim  at  Alfeo  with  a  petrond;  but  the 
motion  of  the  combat  made  him  hesitate,  for  he 
might  as  readily  hit  his  friend  as  the  foe.     The 
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Count,  without  a  moment's  d^y,  passed  his 
sword  through  the  brigand,  who  fell  across 
the  entrance,  while  the  attendants  brought  for- 
ward the  horses. 

"  Right,  my  Lord  1"  said  Alfeo.  "  Now, 
Ibrward,  and  to  saddle  I" 

"  Not  so  soon  1"  shouted  il  Cesio,  who  had 
jumped  through  the  window,  and  whirling  his 
sword,  made  a  pass  at  flesco. 

"  To  the  one  side,  il  Cesio  I"  shrieked  the 
landlord.  "  To  the  one  side  1"  and  as  the  brigand, 
instantly  comprehending  his  wish  and  order, 
obeyed  his  bidding,  there  was  the  flash  of  the 
petroae],  and  the  ball  passed  across  the  Count's 
face,  cutting  the  plume  from  his  cap,  and 
lodging  in  the  buttress  beside  the  Signor 
Alfea 

"  Missed,  by  San  Hetro !"  and  the  brigand 
pushed  furiously  at  the  Count ;  while  Fransoni 
and  the  s^ulor  attacked  Alfeo,  and  the  landlord 
b^an  to  reload  his  petronel. 

"  Ho !  knaves  1"  shouted  Fiesco  to  his  atten- 
dants. "  Some  two  of  you  take  the  horses,  and 
let  the  rest  secure  these  cut-throats  1"  and  as  he 
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spoke,  he  easily  disarmed  il  Cesio;  forabril- 
liant  swordsman  himself,  the  bandit's  practice 
had  been  more  with  the  stiletto  than  the  rapier, 
and  he  was  miable  to  meet  such  an  enemy; 
while  Loto  knodced  down  the  sailor,  and  the 
remaining  brigand  being  previously  woonded, 
feQ  dead,  after  a  mortal  thrust  from  Alfeo's 
sword 

"  To  saddle,  now !''  exclaimed  Alfeo.  And 
the  men  mounted  as  he  desired,  when  a  vident 
noise,  occasioned  by  a  loud,  continuous  rappg 
at  the  outer  gate,  mixed  with  shouts  and  oaths, 
demands  for  admission,  the  clatter  of  arms,  and 
the  sounds  of  hoo&,  warned  them  of  the  presence 
of  the  remainder  of  the  troop. 

**  Not  gone  yet  1"  shouted  the  landlord  from 
the  upper  window;  while  il  Cesio,  as  the  Count's 
men  had  mounted,  glided  on  towards  the  gate, 
and  the  sailor  crept  on  his  hands  and  knees 
after  him. 

"  Loto  I"  whispered  Alfeo,  ^'  dismount  and 
draw  your  dagger  through  the  reins  of  these 
rascal's  bridles.  It  will  give  us  some  ten 
minutes'  advantage  in  a  race."    And  the  servant 
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instantly  (Ud  as  desired,  wb3e  the  noise  without 
redoubled;  and  as  they  now,  all  mounted, 
ipuired  forward  to  the  gate,  it  was  slowly 
ipened;  but  the  D^;;ht  was  too  dark  fat  them 
o  recognize  objects,  until  it  swung  wide  in 
heir  feces,  and  a  dozen  men  galloped  furiously 
mrard. 

"  On,  friends !"  said  Hesco,  in  a  bw  voice. 

"The  Count!  Fransoni — Ketro — Paulo! 
fere,  knaves  I  a  hand  I"  shouted  il  Cedo, 
fsin^ng  forward  and  dutdiing  the  Count's 
an,  to  which  he  firmly  held. 

"  And  there  I"  exclaimed  AUeo,  as  his  sword 
escended  upon  his  head,  cutting  through  the 
igh-crowned  hat,  cleaving  in  two  the  leaden 
aage  of  the  saint,  and  dividing  his  face  until  it 
most  fell  in  tralves,  one  on  each  shoulder. 
The  world  has  guned,  and  lost  a  villain ! 
>n,  men  I" 

"  To  the  charge !"  shouted  the  Count ;  and 
nirring  forward,  they  dashed  at  the  open  gate, 
larging  fiiriously  with  their  refreshed  horses  ; 
hile  the  brigands  seeing  something  of  their 
lotion    and  numbers — ^for  the  landlord  had 
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gotten  torches,  and  the  horse-boys  and  servitors, 
not  well  knowing  what  was  the  matter,  came 
forward  to  assist  their  master — threw  themsdves 
in  the  way,  and  attempted  to  block  up  the 
passage. 

"  Hack  down  the  scoundrels  !"  exclaimed 
Alfeo ;  and  his  dark  horse  and  his  own  black 
dress  were  foremost  amongst  them ;  and  more 
surprised  than  intimidated  by  the  furious  attack 
when  they  expected  none,  they  were  graduaDy 
retiring  before  it 

"  The  Count !  the  Count  T  shouted  the  land- 
lord, throwing  himself  into  the  midst  of  the 
struggle,  and  holding  in  his  hand  a  laige  torch, 
that  exhibited  in  its  own  red  glare  his  convulsed 
features,  the  eyes  red  and  staring,  and  his  lips 
pale  with  terror,  lest  his  prize  should  escape. 

"  This  for  thee  !"  said  Loto,  nearest  to  whom 
he  stood,  wildly  waving  the  flaming  tordi ;  and 
he  bent  down,  placed  the  muzzle  of  his  pistol 
so  dose  to  his  ear,  that  the  cold  metal  almost 
touched  it,  and  then  pulling  the  trigger,  the 
flash  was  quenched  in  his  scattered  brains,  aod 
the  report  drowned  in  one  horrible  shriek,    l^e 
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brigsads  paralyzed,'  drew  up  their  hxtnea  for  a 
moment 

"Now,  on!"  Alieo  shouted,  and  gathering 
their  horses  in  their  hands,  dasUng  thdr  spurn 
into  their  udes,  and  levelling  their  swords,  lilu 
pointed  lances,  the  troc^  burst  through  the 
ranks  of  their  opponents,  and  swept  at  faead- 
loDg  speed  down  the  road  that  led  to  the 
public  way  for  Genoa,  while  the  hrigands 
turned  their  horses  in  pursuit.  "We  are 
iafe !"  continued  Alfeo,  in  a  lower  tone,  when 
;he  Count,  who  brought  vp  the  rear,  had 
'eached  his  ode. 

"  Thanks  to  thee,  {  hope  we  are  !"  said 
'^esco.  "  The  knares  are  after  us,  and  firing 
DO,"  for  shots  npidly  fidlowed,  hut  all  fell 
bort. 

"  It  is  of  little  consequence,  my  Lord.  Let 
s  draw  bridle  for  a  second,  permit  them  to 
ome  iomewhat  nearer,  and  give  them  a  parting 
ilnte ;  and  then  for  Genoa." 

"  Right,"  sud  Fiesco,  and  passing  his  orders, 
leir  horses  gradually  slackened  their  pace ;  the 
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brigands  rapidly  approached,-  and  came  on  with 
wild  shouts,  when  the  Count's  men  turning  in 
tbdr  saddles  fired  in  their  faces ;  and  as  loud 
shrieks,  and  the  noise  of  felling  horses  told  of 
their  success,  they  agsdn  applied  their  spun  and 
went  on.  In  a  few  minutes  more  the  diase  had 
ceased,  and  in  half  an  hour  they  drew  up  to 
give  the  wearied  animals  that  carried  them  time 
to  breathe. 

They  traveUed  all  night,  and  the  Signor 
Alfeo  with  Fiesoo  passed  thdr  time  in  oommeats 
upon  their  late  escape.  The  mention  of  Sebes* 
tian  Larcero's  name,  and  the  reward  to  be 
received  firom  him,  dedded  the  Count  in  attri- 
buting to  Doria  the  foul  attack  that  had  been 
made  upon  him  ;  and  while  it  showed  how 
deadly  and  unscrupulous  an  enemy  he  had  in 
the  latter,  it  only  determined  him  more  to  con- 
tinue the  course  he  had  adopted  previous^  to 
his  leaving  Genoa,  and  to  lull  suspicioQ  by 
apparently  increased  attachment,  and  by  paying 
more  court  and  deference  to  the  dder  Doxia. 
Alfeo's  countenance  had  resumed  its  habitual 
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{vesskm  of  profomid  mdancholy,  for  in  the 
xitement  of  the  late  scene,  it  bad  vara  a  less 
1  appearanoe ;  but  now  when  the  mind  thrown 
ck  upon  itself,  and  undisturbed  in  its  thoughts 
on  past  objects  by  present  actions,  was  dweQ- 
;  i^n  the  gloomy  recoDcctioiis  of  fonner 
les,  the  tinge  of  solemn^  grief  gradually  re- 
ned  its  wonted  place,  and  Alfeo  sunk  into  a 
'erie,  became  leas  inclined  to  converse ; 
i  Resco,  respecting  his  grief,  maintained 
moe. 

Towards  morning,  the  bright  bay  of  Genoa, 
iged  on  either  side  by  the  land,  until  it  was 
t  in  the  ^stant  sea,  became  visible,  as  the 
iy  slowly  wound  down  by  the  mountcuns  to 
:  city  ;  and  not  long  after,  her  white  palaces 
amed,  as  if  they  had  risen  from  the  bosom 
the  smooth  silvered  waters,  that  lay  shining 
th^  feet. 

Wreaths  of  light  vapourish  smoke  slowly 
ied  upwards,  now  resting  like  a  veil 
kwn  over  a  precious  picture,  then  gradual^, 
the  sweet  morning  breeze  was  wafted  down 
m.  the  mountsdns,  ascending,  and  exhibiting 
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the  beauties  of  the  scene  they  had  momentarily 
concealed. 

As  the  party  went  on,  the  craft  in  the  harbour 
and  in  the  bay  became  visible ;  some  stretching 
their  white  sails  to  the  smi,  and  others  hing 
calm  and  settled  on  the  bosom  of  the  waters, 
like  the  guardians  of  the  deep.  The  long,  low 
Turkish  feluccas,  with  their  dark  hulls  and  their 
green  flags^  flying  lazOy  in  the  morning's  light 
air,  seemed  hardly  to  rise  out  of  the  water, 
when  contrasted  with  two  three^decked  Spanish 
galleons,  that  floated  by  their  sides ;  their  im- 
mense bulk  giving  them,  in  the  distance,  more 
the  appearance  of  some  stationary  Islands  than 
rich   merchantmen. 

The  Dutch  and  English  flags— one  the  guar- 
dian of  a  mother  in  conunerce,  the  other  but 
the  sign  of  the  lusty  infant  that  lay  under  it, 
gathering  strength,  until  its  giant  size  should 
embrace  earth  in  its  arms — ^flapped  against  their 
masts  ;  and  near  them  proudly  rode  several 
Venetian  argosies,  seeming  as  if  the  inanimate 
wood  were  imbued  with  the  proud  spirit  of  the 
Queen  of  the  Adriatic. 
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rha ! — My  own  Genoa !" 
inting  to  the  scene  before 
BO,    is  it  not  a  glorious 

)ther.  "  I  see  the  Doria 
— the  spires  of  the  Church 
points  that  bring  back  old 

Genoa,    then  ?"    asked 

ord,  not  now,"  readied  the 
dng  tone.     "  No  questions 

1  Elesco.  "  Grief  is  sacred ; 
ost  holy,"  and  looking  at 
na  astonished  to  see  the 
1  his  pale  cheek ;  for  now 
rery  and  determination  not 
ad  saved  his  life,  wept  like 
ered  the  streets  of  Genoa, 
owards  the  Flesco  palace, 
dames  and  cavaliers  met 

'  said  Alfeo  in  a  bw  still 
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whisper,   that  almost  chilled  his    companion's 

blood. 

"  I  see  him  T'  answered  Fiesoo,  recovering 
from  his  surprise.  "  Last  night's  business  is 
for  ever  hushed,  I  depend  on  you  !"  and  as 
Alfeo  bowed  his  acquiescence,  the  two  nobles 
met,  warmly  greeted  each  other,  and  then  the 
cavalcade  swept  on.  During  the  few  minutes  it 
had  stopped,  Giannetino  could  hardly  remove 
his  eyes  from  the  face  of  the  Signer  Alfeo.  He 
had  seen  him  before;  where,  he  could  not 
tell;  but  after  the  Count  was  out  of  sight, 
he  muttered  to  himself  through  his  closed 
teeth, 

^'  Escaped  again  1  Neither  steel  nor  poison 
have  a£fected  his  life.  The  next  trial  must  be 
success.'' 

When  Fiesco  had  reached  his  palace,  he  placed 
his  hand  on  Alfeo's  shoulder.  "  My  home  must 
be  for  the  present  yours." 

"  I  accept  your  kindness,  my  Lend,  at  least 
for  a  time,"  and  the  party  entered  the  palace. 
Before  he  had  drawn  his  foot  out  of  his  sturup, 
Fiesco  gave  orders  for  the  instant  dispatch  of  a 
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tMp  of  men  to^  the  mouotain  hostelry ;  and 
e&ae  the  same  time  the  next  day;  the  flames 
f  its  burning  roof,  lighted  the  country  for 
lany  a  mile  round  it. 
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tising  a  new  piece  of  music  upon  her  lute,  and 
occasionally  varying  that  occupation  by  reading 
some  of  Petrarch's  sonnets ;  yet  it  was  evident 
that  on  neither  lute  nor  poetry  was  her  attentioa 
very  decidedly  fixed,  for  she  would  frequently 
by  down  both  the  instrument  and  the  book, 
and  M  into  a  lengthened  train  of  thought, 
theo  slightly  sigh  as  she  strove  to  resume  the 
one  or  the  other. 

During  this  inteiral  of  suspense,  the  Signor 
Venioa  was  announced ;  and  calmly  and  slowly — 
1  fit  child  of  that  nature  that  called  him  hers  by 
}irtti,  his  manner  easy  and  gentle,  as  if  he 
ipproached  the  couch  of  a  sleeping  in&nt,  and 
eared  to  disturb  it — he  glided  into  the  apart- 
neat.  His  salutation  had  in  it  an  expression 
f  attachment  and  affection  which  Verona  did 
ot  like,  but  which  she  could  not  reprove,  for 
5  character  was  so  exquisitely  formed  and 
loulded  to  the  circumstances  of  thdr  relative 
Qsltions,  that  though  feeling  it  herself,  she 
)uld  not  well  chai^  him  with  a  presumption, 
r  point  it  out  to  anothor. 

Skilled  in  her  disposition,  his  aim  was  to 
N  2 


T   '" 


I  ■ 


f 


i?  • 


il 


» 


268 


THE  WILL;   0R» 


render  his  conversation  general  and  pleasing; 
and  though  Verona  felt  in  her  heart  a  sort  of 
settled  antipathy  to  his   person  and  maDners; 
though  she  dreaded  any  secret  meeting,  such  as 
the  present,  when  none  were  witnesses  to  his 
words,  for  she  was  assured  that  some  day  he 
would  make  a  declaration,  that  must  inevitabiy 
alter  their  relative  positions ;  yet  with  all  these 
predispositions  to  dislike  him,  she  was  compelled 
to  acknowledge  that  he  had  the  art  of  rendering 
himself  an  agreeable  companion.     He  avoided 
any  reference  to  subjects  that  might  alarm  her ; 
but  discoursed  with  ease  and  brilliancy  of  ima- 
gination upon  the  life  and  writings  of  Petrarch ; 
upon  the  strange  history  of  Cola  Rienzi,  who 
had  imbibed  with  him  the  glorious  dream  of 
rendering  the  Italy  of  their  day,  the  splendid 
queen  of  nations  she   once  was;   upon  those 
beautiful    sonnets    which    as    they    appeared, 
showed  the  brilliant  splendom*  of  the  poet's  mind 
— ^its  depth  and  passion.     Then  taking  up  her 
lute,  he  would  sing  with  taste  and  feeling,  some 
of  the  poet's  most  admired  compositions,  {resh 
as  they  still  were  in  the  Italian  heart* 
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He  changed  the  subject,  and  described  to  her, 
vith  clearaess  and  minute  detail,  many  of  the 
TOndere  of  Venice — a  city  she  had  never  seen — 
Iwelt  upon  the  splendour  of  St.  Mark's;  the 
nagnificence  of  the  Dogal  State ;  the  gay  realities 
i  that  gorgeous  and  almost  imaginary  society, 
'hich  then  drew  to  its  drde  the  wealth,  the 
ilent,  and  the  mind  of  Europe ;  the  scenes  on 
:ie  grand  canal — the  marriage  of  the  Adriatic : 
len  he  would  lightly  touch  upon  some  of  the 
lany  romantic  tales,  to  wluch  the  genius  of  its 
eople,  the  constitution  of  its  government,  and 
le  haughty  pride  of  its  ancient  noblesse  were 
equently  giving  birth. 

Verona  listened.  She  was  charmed ;  and 
len  with  peculiar  tact,  as  if  he  thot^ht  no 
rbject  was  beneath  the  range  of  her  intellect,  and 
ould  flatter  her  by  revealing  to  her  the  secrets 
'  that  dreadful  government,  which  then  amazed 
urope,  he  dwelt  upon  its  constitution,  the 
ouninl  of  Ten,  their  merciless  treatment  of 
iminals,  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  a  consti- 
ition,  which  pretending  liberty,  exercised  in 
le  State  worse  than  an  autocratical  tyranny. 
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lie  awed  and  amazed  Verona ;  then  desceDd- 
ing  again  to  the  minor  histories  of  parties,  he 
gradually,  and  almost  insensibly  introduced  some 
of  the  love  tales  of  the  day ;  and  with  a  tremu- 
lous tone  and  a^ation  of  manner,  which  he 
seemed  desirous  of  hiding  from  her  observation, 
though  it  instantly  roused  her  suspicions,  he 
brought  the  conversation  to  Genoa  and  herself. 
Verona  had,  listened  with  deep  attention, — a  point 
which  the  Venetian  had  determined  upon— to 
those  stories  of  the  past  that  unfolded  before  her 
the  history  of  mind  and  the  records  of  power ; 
but  now  instinctively,  though  she  dreaded  the 
new  points  to  which  their  conversation  had 
turned,  she  fdt  she  could  not  change  it 

**  I  have  wondered,"  said  Venina,  looking 
down  upon  the  velvet-covered  stool  that  supported 
her  foot,  and  speaking  with  timid  hesitatioo. 
"  that  whiht  the  nobles  of  Genoa  admire  and 
love,  none  have  succeeded  in  gaining  the  heart 
of  the  beautiful  Lady  Verona  Cibo." 

"  There,'*    laughed  Verona,   "  thou  mayest 
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Ah !  Lady  !''  exdaimed  the  Venetian  ^^th 
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the  eamesbiess  of  passioQ  that  had  Outstripped 
iiis  dtBCFetJoD,  "  dared  I  to  hope  that  your  heart 
vas  free,  or  that  my  own  exertions  might  ever 
secure  me  a  place  in  it,  the  labour  of  years 
wauld  meet  nure  than  recompense  in  one  of 
your  smiles." 

"Now,"  said  Verona  amiliiig,  and  treating  the 
matter  as  a  jest,  "  thou  speakest  of  a  direct  im- 
possilnlity.  My  heart  is  stone  1  iron  I  Seardi 
creahon  for  the  hardest  material,  and  in  it  thou 
mayest  find  its  counterpart  I" 

"  But — "  interposed  Verrina. 

"  But  me  no  buts,  Signor ;"  and  she  gaily 
augbed ;  "  I  wiH  have  none  of  them." 

The  Venetian  bit  lus  lip.  "  Lady,"  he  said 
lAer  a  long  pause,  and  an  earnest  glance  directed 
0  tier  beautiM  countenance,  then  slowly  bend- 
og  his  head  and  gazing  on  the  Boor,  "  I  have 
nziously  looked  for  a  moment  like  this.  The 
appmess  of  life — even  life  itself  depends  upon 
by  decision." 

"Signoff,  you  alarm  mel  The  interests  of 
'luch  you  speak  would  seem  to  be  important." 

"  Some  most  important,"  stud  Vearina  with  a 
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slight   sigh.     "  Some  years  past  I   came    to 
Genoa,  then  slowly  recovering  from  the  grief  of  a 
great  calamity.     In  the  com^  of  time  I  hecame 
acquainted  with  some  of  the  nobles  of  the  city, 
and  specially  amongst  them  with  the  Count  of 
Lavagna.     I  was  introduced  to  the  society  of 
his  wife,  and,  Lady,  to  you.     To  say  that  I  was 
delighted,    charmed   with   the   happiness  thus 
obtained,  would  not  half  express  my  feelings,  for 
with  difficulty  I  lefl  it  at  night  to  return  to  it  on 
the  next  day.     It  was  a  rapture  to  be  present,  a 
sweet  misery  to  wait  for  its  re-enjoyment.  Some 
months    passed    thus,   and   during  them  the 
friendship  then  begun,  ripened  into  a  feeling 
whose  warmth  my  better  judgment  condemned ; 
while  I  felt  to  realize  the  happiness  it  promised, 
would  be  nearly  impossible.    With  you  rests  the 
judgment." 

"  With  me !"  repeated  Verona,  well  under- 
standing his  allusion. 

"  Yes,  Lady,  with  thee !  for  thou  art  the  star 
that  attracts  me  hither ;  and  now  while  I  would 
confess  my  inability  to  exist  in  the  darkness 
thine  absence  would  create,  have  pity !    Let  me 
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lope  that  my  love  thus  proffered  may  find  some 
avour  with  theel  that*  my  passion  may  not 
ifFend  I  that,  dear  Lady — " 

"  Sigaor,"  said  Verona,  quickly  interrupting 
im,  "  this  conversation  has  become  too  length- 
ned;  let  us  drop  it." 

"  No  !  no  !"  exclaimed  Verrina  passionately, 
my  feelings  have  grown  too  strong  for  con- 
ealment!  My  attachment  may  exceed  discre- 
ion,  but  it  must  6nd  vent  in  its  declaration !  I 
lave  loved  thee  now  for  years  I  have  watched 
iiee,  when  no  eye  beheld  me  I  and  from  every 
loment  of  thy  presence  have  drawn  deeper 
raughts,  until  my  hnun  reeled  under  the  ez- 
Itement  of  this  half-delirious  intoxication ;  and  I 
ould  have  bartered  life  to  call  thee  mine  but 
ir  an  hour  !     Oh  I  Verona !" 

"  Enough,  Signor  1"  said  Verona  agitated, 
id  rising  from  her  seat. 

"  Hear  me  sdll  1  I  implore,  beseech  thee  I 
lo  not  abruptly  terminate  these  minutes  of 
[easure  !    Verona,  give  me  hope  1" 

"  Signor !  this  conversation,"  replied  Verona, 
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speaking  with  great  calmness,  *'  liiust  hem  find 
an  end.  Through  my  own  folly  it  has  proceeded 
too  far,  but  it  here  terminates,'' 

'^  Lady,  thy  win  has  always  been  my  pleasure. 
From  the  first  hour  in  which  I  saw  thee  unt3 
this  minute,  to  obey  thee  was  a  gratification. 
But  now — ^pardon  me  I  pity  me  !*'  and  the  Ve- 
netian bent  his  knee  upon  her  footstool,  attempt- 
ing to  take  her  hand. 

*'  Rise,  Signer !"  she  said  somewhat  angrily, 
''  rise !  and  do  not  let  us  turn  this  soene,  pain- 
ful as  it  has  now  become,  into  one  still  more 
distressing!  I  have  heard  too  much  as  it  is. 
I  will  not  hear  more !"  . 

"  But  thou  shalt !"  replied  Verrina,  slowly 
rising,  and  fixing  his  dark  eyes  upon  her  face, 
imtil  she  almost  trembled  beneath  his  cold,  in- 
tense look.  "  Thou  shalt  hear  more !  for  Bat- 
tista  Verrina  hardly  ever  leaves  his  work  undone. 
Thou  shalt  hear  how  deeply  and  truly  he  loves 
thee  !  how  he  would  sacrifice  life  for  thee!  give 
all  to  win  thy  r^ard !     This  thou  shalt  hear." 

"  But  no  more ;"  said  Verona,  "  Signer,  I 
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thank  ftae.  Thtm  art  the  fiiend  of  the  Count 
of  Lavagna,  and  as  such  must  be  respected 
bj  me." 

"Stay,"  resumed  the  Venetian,  continuinS 
In  the  same  cold  tone,  in  which  be  bad 
made  his  previous  dedaratioo.  "  I  would 
know  from  thee  my  dedded  fate.  Lady,  I 
ofer  thee  hand,  fortune,  all.  Is  my  suit  re- 
jected?" 

"  You  would  not  spare  me  1"  said  Verona, 
beading  her  bead  to  conceal  the  blushes  that 
coloured  her  featiires,  "and  though  I  must 
ralue  your  offer,  it  pains  me  to  refuse  it.  Sig- 
Qor,  I  could  not  be  your  wife." 

Verrina  stood  motionless — unmoved.  No 
itiange  passed  over  his  countenance;  not  a 
tove  was  strained  by  this  rejection;  and  when 
le  spoke,  his  voice  was  gentle  in  its  tones,  the 
adences  harmonious,  as  if  be  studied  to  render 
I  perfectly  musical ;  'yet  the  sounds  were  fresh 
n  Verona's  ears  for  months  after.  He  replied  : 
I  now  know  my  fate.  Hear  thine  own.  I  am 
ejected  for  a   draper's   apprentice — "  Verona 
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started,  then  calmed  herself,  and  steadily  re- 
garded him.  "  The  Lady  Verona  Cibo,  with  the 
illustrious  blood  of  centuries  in  her  veiDS,  would 
yield  to  Captain  Philip  Calva,  the  nephew  of  a 
town  bully.  But  mark  me !  His  fate  is  in  my 
hands.  To-morrow  and  he  woidd  be  a  con- 
demned criminal!  To-day  he  lives  but  on 
sufferance."  He  paused,  for  then  the  sounds  of 
horses  entering  the  court  below  were  heard. 
"  The  Count  and  his  train !"  exclaimed  the 
Venetian. 

"  Thank  God  T'    murmured    Verona,    and 
almost  immediately  after,  Fiesco,  who  had  heard 
from  his  old  seneschal,  that  his  wife  was  some- 
what ailing,  had  proceeded  without  change  of 
dress,  and  accompanied  by  the  Signor  Alfeo,  to 
the  apartment  of  his  sister-in-law.  His  arrival  was 
long  before  it  had  been   expected,    since  the 
events  in  the  moimtains  had  hastened  it  by 
nearly  a  day ;  and  when  Verrina,  who  first  heard 
the  tread  of  horses  below,  felt  assured  it  was  the 
Count,  his  companion,  though  murmuring  her 
thanks  for  such  a  joyous  delivery,  could  hardly 
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idpate  its  reality ;  but  Fiesco's  entrance  re- 
red  all  doubt  He  embraced  Verona  affec- 
lately,  and  as  he  turned  to  the  Venetian, 
3se  eyes  asked  questions,  he  held  out  his 
id  to  him,  and  motioned  Alfeo,  who  had 
lained  in  the  door-way  unnoticed,  to  ad- 
ice. 

'  Signor,  let  me  make  you  known  to  a  very 
r  relative  of  mine,  the  Lady  Verona  Cibo," 
1  88  Alfeo  bowed,  Fiesco  continued,  "to 
)  gentleman,  Verona,  Signor  Alfeo  of  Rome, 
fas  indebted  for  my  life." 
'  Your  life,  Luigi !"  Ktclwmed  Verona  in 
prise. 

'  For  life,  dear  aster.  To  you,  Signor  Ver- 
i,"  he  added,  turning  to  the  Venetian,  "  1 
>w,  in  doing  me  a  service,  he  brings  a  strong 
ommendation.  Let  me  make  you  known  to 
h  other." 

"  It  is  an  honour !"  exclaimed  the  Venetian  ; 
1  as  Alfeo  turned  from  Verona,  his  eyes  en- 
mtered  the  stranger's  look.  He  started  ;  the 
e  was  familiar  to  him,  but  when  seen  or 
lere,  he  could  not  on  the  instant  remember. 


278 


THE  WILL;   <Ht, 


"  It  is  an  honour,'*  he  continued,  rapidly  re- 
covering  himself,  ''  to  be  associated  with  the 
friends  of  the  Count  Fiesco." 

"  True,"  said  Alfeo,  "  with  most  of  them. 
Signor,  thou  art  of  Venice  ?'* 

^'  But  now  I  claim  Genoa  for  my  home,"  re- 
plied Verrina,  recovering  all  his  usual  calm- 
ness of  manner. 

"  I  like  Genoa,"  mused  Alfeo,  «  I  like  Ge- 
noa ;"  and  there  was  a  stem  bitterness  in  lu> 
tone  that  would  seem  to  contradict  his  words. 
"It  is  a  fine  city,  full  of  wealth  and  power,  rich, 
respectable — ^I  like  Genoa." 

"  And  I  like  not  thee,"  muttered  the  Vene- 
tian to  himself,  adding  aloud,  ''Thou  hast 
visited  this  our  city  before  ?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Alfeo  hastily,  "  once  before 
this  time.  My  Lord,  I  must  daim  your  pardon, 
but  business  of  importance  will  demand  for  a 
short  time  my  attention,  and  with  your  permis- 
sion I  would  withdraw,"  he  continued,  turning 
to  Fiesco. 

''My  guest  is  his  own  master,"  said  the 
Count,  and  my  seneschal  will  show  you  where 
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tbey  have  placed  you.  Retura  in  time  for 
dmner,  if  such  be  your  pleasure,  and  your 
leisure  will  permit ;"  and  as  Alfeo  retired  promis- 
ing a  speedy  retnrc,  Fiesoo  iaquired  for  his  wife, 
bnt  his  questions  were  soon  answered  by  her  own 
appearance.  The  noise  of  Ae  ho(&  in  &e  yard 
had  roused  her,  and  hastily  dressing  herself,  she 
ifesofflided  to  the  apartment  where  he  was.  In- 
quiries brought  out  the  story  of  the  mountain 
inn ;  and  in  its  narration  Verona  tdmost  forgot 
the  prerious  conversBti<Hi  between  her  and  the 
Venetian,  so  absozhed  did  she  become  in  the 
details  of  the  Count's  escape.  Verrina  was  silent. 
His  Buspidons  rested  on  some  m  Genoa  as 
to  the  contriving  of  the  plot,  and  though 
Fresco  entirely  concealed  any  illusion  that  might 
implicate  the  real  designers  of  his  murder,  when 
in  a  whisper  he  afterwards  told  the  Venetian  of 
his  own  thoughts  and  their  proofe,  he  but  con- 
firmed the  other's  stirmises. 

The  Signer  Alfeo  had  been  conducted  to  his 
chamber  by  the  seneschal,  and  after  dumging 
his  dress,  which  was  stained  with  travelling  and 
the  previous  night's  rains,  he  quitted  the  palace. 
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With  slow  steps  he  passed  through  the  streets, 
scarcely  remarking  the  people  or  the  shops  that 
lined  the  way.     As  the  day  was  fine,  the  narrow 
streets  were  densely  crowded,  the  stands  of  busi- 
ness were  occupied  with  gaily-dressed  cavaliers, 
flaunting  in  all  the  finery  of  satin,  velvet,  and 
laces,  and  young  dames  whose  beauty  borrowed 
but  little  ornament  from  the  rich  attire  employed 
in  decking  their  persons.     Alfeo  little  heeded 
these ;  but  as  he  was  turning  into  another  street, 
he  was  accosted  by  a  woman  whose  shabby  dress 
and  feeble  voice,  (for  he  could  not  see  her  face, 
it  was  so  closely  mufiied   in  a  mean  grey  hood 
that  fdl  over  her  shoulders,  and  despite  the  heat 
of  the  day,  was  drawn  closely  round  her  bosom,) 
indicated  all  the  sufferings  of  poverty. 

"  Signor,  wilt  thou  buy  a  ring  ?'*  and  attracted 
by  her  plaintive  voice,  Alfeo  turned  round. 

"A  ring,  good  dame  !  Take  it  to  some  of 
the  jewellers  and  merchants  in  precious  orna- 
ments, and  perchance  they  may  buy." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  woman,  clinging  to  his  doak, 
"  they  would  charge  me  with  theft ;  but  as  the 
saints  can  witness,  my  husband  foimd  it  in  the 
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i^ciiinds  of  old  LomeDino's  palace,  when  his  heir 
ras  getting  them  in  order  after  his  death.  Yet, 
f  I  offered  it  to  them,  I  should  be  taken  and  per- 
laps  be  tried ;  but  thinking  you  were  strange  in 
!enoa,  I  ventured  to  show  it  to  you.  Indeed, 
iignor,  want  alone  compels  me  to  do  so,  for  my 
usband  washurt  some  weeks  hack  at  the  Lomel- 
DO  palace,  and  has  not  worked  since." 

"Is  Vincent  Lomellino  then  dead?"  asked 
Jfeo,  somewhat  interested  in  her  narra- 
te. 

"  He  was  murdered,  Signor ;  or,  as  some  say, 
abbed  himsdf." 

"  Murdered !  Let  me  see  the  ring,"  and  as  the 
Dmao  handed  to  him  a  precious  brilliant,  with 
coat  of  arms  engraven  on  its  surface,  and  three 
itials  on  the  inside  of  the  hoop,  he  quickly 
ciphered  the  letters.  "  Vincent  Lomellino 
urdered  I  This  is  strange  t  Here,  dame,  is 
oney  for  thee.  This  ring  I  must  keep ;  hut 
I  the  morrow  ask  at  the  palace  of  my  Lord 
esco  for  the  Signor  Alfeo,  and  thou  shalt  obtain 
ore  permanent  relief.     If  thou  art  questioned 

to  this  ring,  be  silent ;"  and  the  woman,  rich 
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and  new  measures  adopted  to  strengthen  their 
position.  The  attack  in  the  mountains  was 
judged  by  both  to  be  the  work  of  Giannetino 
Doria ;  and  that  joined  to  his  previous  attempt  od 
Fiesco's  life,  determined  them  to  expedite  the 
business  of  the  conspiracy  as  mudi  as  they  could 
so  as  to  prevent  any  further  attempt  being  suc- 
cessful. 

Fiesco  had  stDl  resolved  to  keep  up  his  previous 
system  of  dissimulation.  Whilst  he  wished  to  he 
most  watchful  of  all  Giannetino's  acts,  he  would 
at  the  same  time  lull  suspicion,  if  any  entered  his 
mind,  respecting  what  knowledge  he  might  have 
of  the  attempts  of  Doria  upon  his  life,  and  hl^ 
own  reasons  for  this  pretended  friendship. 

About  this  time  he  seemed  to  give  himself 
wholly  up  to  pleasure,  to  be  immersed  in  the 
business  of  conducting  festas  and  revels,  in  de- 
vising gay  parties  for  amusement,  apparently 
careless  of  the  affairs  of  State ;  although  at  the 
same  time  he  was  consolidating  his  interests, 
and  adopting  the  most  certain  means  to  secure 
success  in  his  movements.  Immediatelv  nUer 
his  return  from  visiting  his  estates,  he  purchased 
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uke  of  Placentia ;  and  as 
azards,  to  make  himself 
rdered  one  of  them  to  be 
a,  under  the  preteoce  of 

0  the  Levant.  He  next 
ato  the  dty  many  of  the 

1  from  his  own  territories 
imder  various  disguises, 
turers,  seeking  employ- 
>f  the  garrison,  others  for 

for  galley-slaves, 
ed  his   endeavours,  and 

every  plan.  His  own 
in  the  complete  success 
signs  on  Verona  could 
<  a  happy  termination 
itaUty.  Nursed  in  the 
e  chief  engine  of  despot- 
i  secresy,  that  willed  and 

an  impenetrable  oblivion 
its  own  policy,  and  its 
m  in  the  darkness  of  a 
hey  should  appear  at  its 
I   had    acquired  aH  the 


286 


THE  WILL;   OR, 


'I 


subtlety  of  his  ooimtryi  her  propensity  for 
power,  her  utter  carelessness  for  crime.  Philip 
pressed  upon  him ;  but  there  he  had  devised  a 
scheme  to  relieve  him  from  future  trouble,  and 
covetous  of  wealth  and  station,  fearing  no  loss 
but  that  of  character  and  rank,  he  was  deter- 
mined to  go  through  every  risk  to  maintain 
them.  With  success  in  the  conspiracy  he  pro- 
mised himself  success  with  Verona,  for  his  posi- 
tion would  be  second  alone  to  the  Count's ;  and 
his  powerful  interest,  when  Genoa  lay  paralyzed 
at  his  feet,  would  enable  him  to  demand  her 
without  risk  of  refusaL 

Artfiilly,  in  furtherance  of  the  grand  design, 
he  introduced  amongst  the  dty  companies  many 
soldiers  who  were  vassals  of  the  Count,  and 
corrupted  others  belonging  to  the  garrison*  He 
solicited  and  obtained  from  the  most  consider- 
able and  enterprising  of  the  people  promises  of 
support  in  some  grand  design,  intended,  as 
alleged,  against  their  enemies.  Rapidly,  se- 
cretly and  powerfully,  the  consjnracy  progressed. 
Its  members  wrought  with  vigilance  and  in- 
dustry.     Calcagno  and  Sacoo  imitated  their 
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Lrming  height  bad 
ixteoded  were  its 
st  the  Dobles,  the 
I  igDorant  were  all 
men  of  their  true 
le  Count's  return 
usand  people  were 
I  at  that  period 
nators,  none  knew 

y  for  their  under- 
oint,  the  next  step 
ts  ^ecution;  and 
^mea  planned  and 
i  Donas  into  their 
ibey  expected  that 
ssful ;  and,  Genoa 
h^w,  power  would 
ossesaion.      They 

day  of  November 

these  difficulties, 

lued  to  pursue  the 

BT  their  remaining 

capable  of  taldng 
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advantage  of  any  lucky  contingency  that  might 
present  itself. 

On  the  night  but  one  previous  to  this  con- 
templated meeting  of  the  conspirators,  and 
towards  evening,  a  soldier,  with  every  appear- 
ance of  having  seen  some  service,  stopped  for 
lodging  at  the  *  White  Cross/  A  large  patch 
covered  his  right  eye,  a  deep,  red  mark  garnished 
one  side  of  his  face,  and  a  long,  shaggy  mous- 
tache adorned  his  upper  lip.  His  dress  was 
nothing  improved  by  service,  and  a  steel 
corselet  which  he  wore,  was  impressed  with  the 
traces  of  many  a  stout  blow,  while  the  leathern 
doublet  underneath  gaped  with  numerous  un- 
seemly rents.  A  pair  of  riding-boots  coverts! 
his  legs,  and  a  long  Toledo  hung  by  his  side, 
more  disposed,  it  would  seem,  for  use  than  fot 
the  ornament  of  his  person.  He  wore  his 
cap  jauntily,  and  withal  appeared  a  proper 
man-at-arms  of  some  forty  years  of  age,  or 
more. 

It  was  evening  when  he  entered  the  *  ^Tiitc 
Cross,'  and  a  raw,  cold  evening  to  boot  The 
hostess  sat  warming  herself  over  a  UaziDg  wood 
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ire;  two  tQ«id  servaoti.  one  on  each  side,  % 
moil  dog  lying  at  her  feet,  bedng  the  th«n  only 
ooqwots  lei  the  apaitment.  Tbe  fire  l^unied 
3  a  proper  fire  should  bum  (»t  a  oM  nighl; 
ad  the  three  {ennles  seemed  to  enjoy  it  with 
ray  mark  of  pleesure  on  their  &ces,  when  the 
Mer  carelesiLy  flushed  open  the  door,  and 
lood  he&xe  them,  looking  very  vuch  Vice  a 
lan  who  envied  them  their  qidet  comjbrts,  or 
rat  disposed  to  share  them. 

"  Ha  I  my  mistfoss  1"  he  exdaimed,  turning 
ith  deferential  respect  to  the  hostess,  and  then 
Undag  his  remaining  eye  archly  at  her  two 
aadnuidens,  "  a  man's  puzzled  to  find  out  the 
ood  dame  of  the  *  White  Cross'  among  three 
nmg  mRyihri'  like  you.  But  I'm  told  she's 
ere,  aad  Fm  a  Mranger  in  Genoa  seeking 
idging  for  the  night." 

"  Which  thou  shalt  have  with  all  good  will  1" 
lid  tihe  mistress  turmng  to  him ;  £or  at  first 
lehad  not  moved,  thoughnow  not  thinking  him 
^  so  ugly,  B^nce  his  complimenta  as  to  her  age 
ad  leacbed  -her  heart.  The  two  maidens  were 
eQ  sala^Bd,  fiir  they  thought  it  was  a  jest  at 
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her  expense.  "  Come  forward,  and  warm  thy- 
self.    Hast  been  in  the  wars  ?" 

"  And  out  of  them  too,  without  much  advan- 
tage either  way !"  laughed  the  other.  "  I  must 
try  your  vmtage,  though — ^tapster !" 

'^  Stay !"  said  the  mistress,  addressing  one 
of  the  maids.  "  Bring  a  measure  of  the  wine 
which  came  yesterday.  It  is  straight  from 
Spain,  Signor." 

"  And  must  be  good,  my  mistress.  A  sDug 
spot,  this  !  I  wish  I  were  twenty  years  younger, 
and  without  these  marks  which  have  spoiled 
my  beauty ;  for  I  could  find  a  marvellous  com- 
fortable lodging,  and  a  very  proper  youthful 
helpmate/' 

"  Ah  !  ah  1"  and  the  hostess  laughed.  "  Eva, 
draw  it  dear !  but  likely  the  gentleman  would 
change  the  wine,  and  take  something  warm  f 

"  With  pleasure,  mistress !  if  I  can  persuade 
you  to  join  me."  And  as  she  simpered  her 
consent,  the  soldier  unclasped  his  hauberk,  and 
laying  it  aside,  drew  from  a  pocket  in  the 
doublet  imder  it,  a  well-filled  purse,  and  tossed 
a  piece  of  gold  to  the  maiden  who  was  drawing 
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the  wine.  "  There,  my  cheny-cheeked  morsel 
of  wickedness,  pay  for  the  wine,  and  devote  the 
change  to  the  purchase  of  a  ruff.  Twill  hreak 
miB:e  hearts;  but  no  matter,  bdgho!  hearts 
are  made  to  be  broken,  from  the  first  to  the 
last!" 

The  maiden  thanked  him,  and  r^retted  in 
her  own  thoughts  that  he  had  ever  been  in  the 
wars.  His  remaining  eye  was  a  veiy  clear  one. 
The  posset  was  warmed,  and  the  hostess,  with 
great  condescension  not  lessened  by  the  appear- 
iince  of  a  weO-filled  purse,  partook  of  it ;  and  as 
no  more  visitors  dropped  in  for  the  evening,  she 
sat  chatting  with  the  soldier  until  a  late  hour, 
when  he  rose,  and  requested  to  be  shown  to  bis 
chamber  for  the  night. 

The  'White  Cross'  was  a  large,  rambling 

old  biulding,  full  of  strange  architectural  conceits, 

in  the  shape  of  long  galleries  and  small  cham- 

running  this  way  and  that 

ing  up  and  coming  down, 

ing  against  eadi  other,  and 

U  manner  of  ways,  until  the 
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whole  seemed  a  compkte  labyrinth  of  mys- 
terious ajpartmentSi  m  which  a  man  aught  lose 
himseify  but  then  it  would  take  another  to  find 
him.  His  dwu  personal  exertions  might  readily 
fail  in  discovering  the  way  out.  Through  these 
galleries  and  passages,  Eva  tripped  lightly  on, 
leading  the  way  for  the  soldier,  and  oau^mog 
him  to  stoop  here  and  stq)  th^«,  untfl  ftey 
came  to  a  t9et  of  rooms,  that  seemed  more 
respectably  fitted  up  than  any  the  sokfio-had 
yet  seen. 

"  My  pretty  mistress/'  he  said,  "  I  think 
one  of  these  would  answer  for  me^  I  care  not 
for  the  expense  of  one  night ;  and  as  I  have 
some|  important  things  about  tne,  I  shoidd  like 
to  be  free  from  fire  and  danger.  Has  any  one 
engaged  this  one?''  and  he  tapped  at  the 
door. 

<'  Two  of  thcf  attendants  of  the  Spani^  Am- 
bassador sleep  in  it  now«" 

''  Most  worthy  gentlemen,  no  doubt !  And 
this  one,  thou  young  deoeiver  ?" 

^^  That  is  engaged  by  Captain  Calva,  a  gay 
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soldio-,  serring  und^  the  King  of  the  FVendi. 
A  very  proper  gentlem&nl"  and  the  maid 
agbed. 

"  Humph !"  exclaimed  the  soldier.  "  Does 
he  belong  to  Genoa,  or  is  he  a  Frenchman,  with 
friends  haw  ?" 

"  I  can  hardly  say.  Some  tell  one  thing, 
some  anoth^.  But  then,  Signor,  he's  very 
good  looking !" 

"And  has  two  eyes  I"  laughed  the  soldier. 
"  I  wish  I  could  afford  the  same  numho*.  But, 
00  matter  t  wishing  won't  find  it.  Well,  who 
has  this  one  ?"  and  he  placed  his  hand  on  the 
door  next  to  the  last  chamher. 

"  No  one,  Signor.  Thou  canst  take  it,  if 
such  be  thy  pleasure." 

"  By  thine  own  pretty  self,  nothing  can  he 
better !  A  soldier  next  a  soldier,  my  mistress, 
and  there's  not  much  danger.  So,  as  I  travel 
li^t,  and  am  not  much  inconvenienced  with 
baggage.  111  just  stop  where  I  am.  l^m  the 
Iam[)  I     A  man  wants  light  to  say  his  prayers." 

"  Pniyers,  indeed  I"  hughed  the  damsel 

"  And  why  not,  mistress  mine  ?  By  the 
o  3 
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mass!  I  know  none  that  need  them  tnore; 
though,  to  teQ  the  truth,  they  ham't  much  time 
to  say  them;  and  even  the  Ettle  they  have, 
is  more  devoted  to  black  eyes  or  bhie,  than 
to  the  saints  or  the  church.  Reigho  I  If  I 
had  the  other  eye,  I  could  afford  to  see  ho^ 
to  kiss  thee." 

*"  Couldst  thou  ?  Grood  night  I  now  thou 
beoomest  dangerous."  And  laughing,  the  damsd 
tripped  gaily  away  ;  and  the  soldier  turned  into 
his  apartment 

He  stood  several  minutes  in  the  oentze  of 
the  floor,  listening  with  the  profoundest  atten- 
tion but  no  noise  disturbed  himi  as  the 
apartments  of  the  hostess  were  too  far  distant 
for  the  sounds  of  voices  to  reach  him  from 
thence ;  and  as  the  worshipful  gentlemen  in  the 
suite  of  Gomez  Inarez,  the  Spanish  Ambas- 
sador,  had  not  yet  gone  to  their  dambeis; 
and  Philip  was  taking  a  homely  suj^  with 
Jerome  VanUSi  the  worthy  little  draper,  ther^ 
was  no  person  in  the  gallery  but  this  woni-out 
and  disfigured  soldier.  Seeming  to  have  made 
himself  acquainted  with  this  most  important 
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&t,  he  lightly  pulled  off  his  heavy  ridiog- 
boots,  and  taking  from  his  breast  a  very  soull 
lantCTD,  with  a  slide  that  conoetded  or  disclosed 
the  light  as  desired  by  its  possessorj  he  lighted 
it,  trimmed  the  other  lamp,  and  thai  also 
taking  from  his  breast  a  bunch  of  keys  and  a 
small  file,  a  ohisel,  and  a  strong  jnece  of  fiat 
iron,  sligfatly  bent  at  the  end,  like  a  pidkJodi, 
be  cantiou^  opened  the  door,  and  keeping 
the  light  in  bis  hand  concealed,  he  looked  down 
the  gallery.  AH  ma  darkness,  stlenoe,  and 
quiet  Leaving  his  own  diamba:,  he  tried  the 
lock  of  Philip  Calva's,  which  was  next,  foond 
the  door  open,  then  cautiously  shutting  his  own, 
he  entered  the  young  soldier's  apartment 

Two  saddle-bagB  hong  up  in  one  comer  of  it ; 
a  la^  trunk,  made  of  wood  and  hooped  with 
mm,  was  placed  on  a  ohidr  beside  the  head  of 
the  bed ;  and  as  he  glanced  over  the  apartment, 
this  last  object  seemed  most  to  exdte  his 
curionty,  for  be  instantly  approached  it,  and 
b^ian  to  examine  the  form  of  the  lodi.  Using 
the  kc^s,  he  had  almost  gone  over  them  all, 
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when  at  last,  when  hope  was  nearly  extbci, 
one  of  them  turned,  and  the  trunk  was  qwneA 

« 1  shall  conquer  fete,  yet !"   he  muttered, 
rapidly  setting  aside  the  clothes  that  seemed  to 
form  the  only  contents  of  the  trunk.  "  Lomellino 
gone !     Well,  the  deed  is  to  he  regretted,  but 
his  own  folly  tempted  it,  for  he  might  have 
slept  off  the  fumes  of  his  wine,  and  not  risen 
at  so  unseemly  an  hour.     It  was  his  destiny ! 
and  then  drawing  from  his  pockets  a  small 
bag,   marked  with  a  large  seal,  and  sevenl 
predous  stones,  some  set  in  rings,  and  others  in 
various  ornaments,  he  deposited  them  carefully 
at  the  bottom  of  the  trunk,  drew  the  clothes 
over  them  as  before,  and  locking  it,  he  stealthOy 
quitted  the  apartment.  His  errand  had  prospered. 

Closing  his  own  door,  he  sat  down,  and 
removed  first  the  patch  which  had  covered 
Ws  eye,  then  his  cuirass,  and  the  leathern 
doublet,  and  seemed  to  fell,  even  thus  undresail, 
into  a  long  and  peculiar  train  of  thought.  The 
eye  which  had  been  covered,  seemed  as  bright 
as  the  other. 
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"  I  io  not  feit  &.fk  ddection  fcM*  a  few  days,'' 
he  muttered  td  himaelf.  "  And  bow  free  frote 
dread  upon  other  Bidgects  of  the  last  importaMe^ 
I  codd  gpsre  iaatt  did  she  oonseiit  1"  Ho 
pneed,  fn-  footsteps  ware  bcafd,  aad  be  oDuld 
soon  distjnguish  Eva's  voice,  as  Ae  la^had 
gsily,  and  the  wda  of  the  old  b«use  re-eoboed 
the  sounds.  Tlien  be  fistened^-  vad  the  lonea  (^ 
another  voice  were  audible;  and  he  heanl  a 
mmy  jest,  and  anothar ;  and  ihea  t^ey  passed 
bis  door,  and  the  maid«i  said  : 

"  Good  night.  Captain  1"  and  the  door  was 
ahut. 

He  listened  until  he  beard  the  last  sounds 
of  her  footsteps  as  they  died  away  in  the 
distance,  and  then  he  sgun  resumed  bis  train 
rf  thought  For  an  hour  be  sat  there  undressed. 
He  cold  was  disr^;arded.  The  passion  of  bis 
heart  kept  bis,  Uood  warm  ;  and,  at  length,  after 
abng  internal  struggle,  he  whispered  as  if  to  lus 
veiy  soul: 

"  No  I  I  could  not  do  it.  He  is  of  my  own 
blood  I  And  though  I  could  &ce  him  with  the 
drawn  sword,   and    both  armed,   yet  I  could 
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never  touch  him  in  the  dead  hour  of 
night!  No!  I  will  brave  fete!  If  we  suc- 
ceed, his  pardon  will  rest  with  me.  If  we 
foil — ^pshaw!  we  cannot  fail,  when  most  we 
need  success !  Hope,  my  Verrina  !  The  dice 
are  favourable !" 

The  next  morning,  the  soldier  i^peared  and 
paid  his  reckoning,  and  with  it  a  complement 
to  the  hostess  of  the  *  White  Cross.'  She 
never  saw  hitn  again  ! 
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CHAFTER  I. 


Tbe  eventful  night  m  the  history  of  the  con- 
spirators had  at  length  arrived.  During  the 
day,  Fiesco  had  heen  mostly  alone,  and  he  seemed 
to  ahun  company.  The  heavy  and  important 
intacsts  now  pressing  on  his  mind,  excluded 
from  its  contemplation  any  of  minor  importance ; 
and  as  his  iate  was  upon  this  desperate  chance, 
it  required  all  his  attention,  the  utmost  discre- 
tion, and  the  most  watchiiil  care  to  prevent 
discovery  before  the  hour  when  discovery  would 
be  disregarded.  With  a  prudence  unexampled 
in  the  history  of  conspirades,  as  yet  not  a 
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syllable  had  escaped  that  could  lead  to  detection, 
and  although  the  immense  number  of  above  ten 
thousand  individuals  were  aware  that  some  extra- 
ordmary  design  was  on  foot,  yet  not  one,  sare 
its   four   originators   and  another,  had   as  yet 
penetrated  its  objects,  though  all  were  bound  to 
support  them.  The  garrison  had  been  successfiilly 
corrupted ;  the  harbour  was  in  Fiesco's  power ; 
the  town  swarmed  with   his   adherents  under 
various  disguises,  yet  the  Dorias  never  suspected 
him ;   the  chief  nobles    of  their  party  trusted 
him  ;     and    though    sitting    over    a    trench 
yawning   to   receive    them,   not   one  of  them 
knew  of  his   danger.     The  annals  of  history 
furnish    no    corresponding    example    of  great 
security  in  the  midst  of  extraordinary  danger 
with  this  conspiracy  which  was  now  growing  in 
the  heart  of  Genoa,  remarkable  for  the  talents 
and  high  position  of  its  originator,  and  the  bold 
organic  changes  which  were  its  objects.     The 
members  of  his  own  household  were  ignorant  of 
the  least  of  his  intentions.      Neither  Leonora 
nor  her  sister  Verona  knew  anything  connected 
with  it,  and  although  the  latter  once  suisiised 
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tiiat  the  Count  entertaiaed  dangerous  designs 
r^arding  the  State,  the  former  never  harboured 
tbe  sHghtest  suspicions  on  such  a  subject.  Now, 
however,  Flesco's  artful  policy;  lus  fiiendship 
with  the  Dorias ;  the  manner  in  which  he  courted 
both  unde  and  nephew ;  th^  seeming  reliance 
upon  him,  and  that  constant  abandoDmeot  to 
pleasure,  'so  different  from  the  character  of  a 
plott^,  and  so  alien  to  the  designs  of  ambittnt, 
removed  irom  her  mind  all  suspidoD,  and  pre- 
vented her  accurately  examining  drcumstances 
that  might  have  altered  her.  views.  The  Count 
had  hecome  a  man  of  pleasure — not  a  sensufdist 
or  voluptuary — but  one  who  in  the  pursuit  of 
the  el^;ant  and  beautiful,  in  the  cultivation  of 
art  and  tbe  encouragement  of  taste,  was  expend- 
ing his  princely  fortune,  careless  of  ambition  and 
the  crooked  paths  of  State  policy. 

Slowly  at  length  the  appobted  hour  arrived, 
and  with  it  first  came  tbe  Venetian,  Signer  Ver- 
rina,  and  their  other  two  accomplices,  Vincent 
Calcagno  and  Raphael  Sacco.  They  found 
Hesco  in  the  same  apartment  in  which  they  had 
at  first  idanned  thdr  conspirat^.  Tbe  marble 
B  2 
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ible  vias  covered  with  papers,  letters,  and  pUns. 
Dme  weapons,  put  off  as  a  relief;  and  od  a  sm^ 
tand  formed  of  cedar  wood,  inlwl  with  pearl 
nd  gold,  were  placed  several  loog,  oolourett, 
iTenetian  glasses,  and  bottles  coDtainisg  differcat 
fines.  The  Count  seemed  at  first  moody  and 
ineasy,  but  be  soon  afterwards  rallied,  and 
wfore  tbey  bad  proceeded  to  the  serious  busint5» 
if  their  meeting,  be  was  free  from^  those  unplea- 
sant and  gloomy  sensations  which  appeared  to 
Mve  previously  filled  bis  mind.  After  each  bad 
Lccurately  detailed  his  own  proceedings  sbcf 
heir  last  meeting,  Fiesco  siud  .- 

*'  My  dear  friends,  our  a&irs  being  now  in  a 
)ro3perous  state,  it  is  our  duty  to  maintain  them 
n  such  a  position,  until  they  may  bappi^  arrive 
it  that  termination  so  anxiously  desired  by  us 
JL  Our  designs  can  bardly  remain  touch 
onger  free  from  tbe  dread  of  detection.  Even 
low  we  may  be  suspected,  and  it  is  our  dutj-  to 
jrerent  iailure  by  antidpating  discoveiy." 

"  You  express  my  own  opinion,  my  Lord,'' 
>bserved  Verrina.  "  We  are  oiganized,  prt- 
;)ared,  and  longer  suspense  F^arding  the  objeds 
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of  our  as9ociatioD,  whilst  it  may  afford  time  for 
prematuie  discovery,  might  also  alarm  the  roinds 
of  onr  Eidberents,  aod  by  promoting  &lse  rumours 
render  Uiem  doubtful  of  our  real  determination. 
Signors,"  and  he  turned  to  Sacco  and  Calcagno, 
"  what  say  ye  ?  Shall  we  decide  at  once,  or 
what?" 

"  My  voice,"  said  Sacco,  "  would  be  for  an 
instant  determination.     Time  may  destroy  the 
foundation    c^  our    power ;    immediate    action  ' 
strengthen  it" 

"  I  can  see  no  advantage,"  replied  Calcagno, 
"  in  continued  delay.  Conspiracies  melt  like 
SDow  before  the  sun,  when  once  the  eye  of 
siBjHcion  regards  their  members.  The  sooner 
we  dedde,  the  more  cert^  our  success." 

"  We  all  agree  on  this  one  point,  then," 
continued  Verrina.  "  We  agree  to  proceed  at 
once  to  the  execution  of  our  designs ;  and  now 
I  think  that  drcumstanoes  present  two  modes  of 
rejieviog  us  from  our  worst  enemies.  On  the 
twelfth  of  next  month,  Pascal  Molino,  Paul 
Pansa's  nephew" — he  paused,  for  a  step  was  at 
the  door,  the  bcdt  was  heard  to  move,  and  Elesco 


6  .      THB   WILL;   OH, 

quickly  rose  from  his  chair  as  it  opened,  and  tbe 
Signor  Alfeo  strode  into  the  apartment.  DbHe, 
stem,  and  ominous  was  the  expresnon  of  his 
countenance.  The  other  three  con^nraton 
regarded  him  with  undefined  apprehen^on.  Ver- 
rina,  from  causes  he  could  not  analyze ;  Sacco 
and  Calcagno  from  the  dread  of  detection. 

"  Your  pardon,  Signor,"  sud  flesco,  stniluig 
kindly  upon  him,  "  but — " 

"  You  would  be  jwivate,"  replied  the  other 
interrupting  him.  "  With  me  it  would  be  use- 
less. I  know  your  designs,  can  e^qdain  your 
objects.** 

"  How,  Signor  ?"  exclaimed  Resco ;  and  the 
smOe  had  vanished,  whfle  Verrina  and  the  others 
rose  from  thdr  seats. 

"  Be  not  alarmed,  my  Lord,  I  am  one  (^ 
you.  I  also  have  private  wrongs  to  revenge, 
and  it  is  a  sweet  chain  that  binds  hearts,  this 
love  of  vengeance.  Pshaw  !"  he  continued,  as  he 
saw  the  Venetian  about  to  interrupt  him.  "  1 
like  not  unnecessary  concealment.  TheDorissare 
your  enemies — they  are  mine.  They  shall  be 
overturned,  root  and  branch.     Accept  me  as  &n 
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issDoate,  and  receive  the  word  of  a  '. 
noble  for  the  accompliahmeDt  of  my  pledge.  I 
am  yours  till  deadi,  or  the  ol^ects  of  your  de- 
signs be  fulfiDed." 

Fiesco  paused.  "  Signor,  pardon  me,  we  do 
not  know  you." 

"No,"  said  the  other,  and  he  passed  his  hand 
over  hs  brow,  as  if  in  deep  thought  "  No, 
thou  dost  not.  But,  my  Lord,  give  me  a  few 
minutes  of  thine  own  private  attention.  Sif^ors, 
pardon  me,"  and  as  Fiesco  walked  over  to  the 
recess  of  the  window  most  distant  from  the  table, 
Alfeo  followed  him,and  whatever  was  the  commu- 
nication there  made,  it  seemed  to  have  a  strange 
effect  upon  the  Count ;  for  in  the  pauses  of  their 
conversation  he  placed  his  hand  frequently  upon 
his  iagga,  as  if  he  were  about  to  draw  it,  and 
lounge  it  into  the  heart  of  some  opposing  enemy ; 
and  his  nervous,  ezdted  manner,  explained  the 
deep  effect  produced  upon  him  by  what  he 
beard. 

"  He  is  stuned  with  every  aime  and  infamy," 
muttered  fiesco,  as  the  other  finished  hb  narra- 
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tive ; «  dyed  black  in  wickedness,  aod  nishing  on 
to  his  fete." 

"  You  are  content  then,  my  Lord  f  asked 
Alfeo. 

"Thou  hast  my  confidence."  said  Fiesco 
aloud,  and  turning  to  the  table  as  bespoke; 
"  and  while  these  gentlemen  will  pardon  my 
retaining  as  secret  the  tale  I  have  heard,  th« 
wiU  receive  thee  on  the  pledge  of  my  honour,  a^ 
one  with  wrongs  to  redress.  What  say  you, 
Signors?    You,  Signer  Verrina  ?" 

"  I  augur  success  torn  this  new  afly,"  replied 
the  Venetian. 

"  And  I  also  join  in  this  expectation,"  added 
Calcagno. 

"  My  hand,"  said  Saoco,  extending  it  to 
Alfeo,  «  shaD  testify  my  ooncuircnce  in  the  deci- 
sion of  my  friends,"  and  as  the  Roman  coidiaDv 

pressed  it  in  his  own,  they  seated  thcmselTCs  al 
the  table.  Alfeo  leaniqg  \mdk  in  silence^  Cal- 
cagno sipping  his  wine  out  qf  one  of  the 
long  glasses  that  stood  on  the  stand  at  his 
«de,  and  Saoco  playing  with  the  amamented 
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lundle  of  a  beeufifiil  {nstol  that  lay  before 
lim. 

"  The  SigDOTVerrina,"  sdd  Resco,  "  waslaat 
iropoabg  to  ua  his  plan.  Before  we  proceed 
D  it,  we  will  renew  the  covenant  fbrmeriy 
iledged  between  us ;"  and  rising,  he  drew  from 
.  cover  ornamented  with  gold,  and  the  top 
■eaiing  a  representation  of  Christ  carrying  his 
jrosB,  a  copy  of  the  New  Testament,  smaller 
nd  more  degantly  printed  than  was  then  com- 
Qonly  found  in  any  dass  of  sodety,  and  first 
wearing  himself  to  secrecy,  he  passed  it  to  the 
thers  who  aU  took  the  same  oath.  "  Now, 
iignor,  proceed." 

"  Pascal  Molino  will  celebrate  a  new  mass  on 
le  tweUlh  of  the  next  month  in  the  Cathedral 
'hurcfa,"  said  the  VenetiaQ.  "  The  two  Dorias, 
Lsdrew  and  Giannetino,  Adam  Centurioni, 
bmioic  Doria,  Nicholas  Franco,  Christopher 
alavidni,  and  wliatever  other  nobles  we  may 
ish  to  see  there,  might  he  asked  to  attend." 

"  And,"  interrupted  Fiesco,  "  what  then?" 

"  Death  to  them  all  1"  said  the  Venetian. 
The  walls  of  the  church  could  not  defend 
B  3 
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them,  and  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour  we  might 
be  rid  of  the  greatest  obstacles  to  our  success." 
"  Death  on  the  altar  steps!"  exdaimed  Kesco, 
whose  countenance  exhibited  the  hoiror  he 
experienced  at  the  Venetian's  proposition. 
Alfeo  never  moved  a  feature,  but  Sacco  and 
Calcagno  aknost  started  fiom  their  seats.  "No, 
no !  thou  jestest !" 

"  ^y  *«  saints !"  said  Verrina,  "  my  o«ii 
dagger  wifl  do  the  service  I  propose.  Jest-not 
1 1  The  time  for  jest  is  past,  since  now  we  must 
labour  to  secure  success,  and  peihaps  wade 
through  more  blood  than  we  imagine.  In  real 
sincerity  I  speak  of  this  plan ;  at  one  Uow  it 
will  rid  us  of  these  tyrants." 

"  Then,"  replied  Fiesco,  speaking  slowly,  as 
with  the  first  expression   of  his  opinion,  the 
violence  of  his  mdignation  had  passed  away,  "I 
absolve  you  aD  from  your  oaths,  break  up  this 
conference,  and   most   willingly  r«rign  myself 
to  the  tyranny  under  which  we  sufler  before  I 
win  submit  to  this  method  of  reliering  mj^ 
Pause,  Signor;  thou  wouldst  tiy  our  determi- 
nation, for  I  never  will  profane  the  most  «cf«l 
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lysteiy  of  our  religion  to  fkcilitate  the  success 
f  this  or  any  other  uodertaking." 

"  Than  hast  decided  aright,  my  Lord,"  said 
Jfeo. 

"  Be  it  so  then,"  observed  the  Venetian. 
On  this  subject,  I  am  henceforward  alent." 

"  I,"  continued  flesco,  "  would,  if  posuble, 
iss  through  these  scenes  without  blood ;  but  if 
must  be  shed,  then  let  us  not  at  least  deli- 
rate  upon  it  beforehand.  Time  enough  for 
e  consideration  of  that  evil  when  it  arrives !" 

"  It  is  time  enough,"  said  Alfeo ;  "  and  if  in 
e  hour  of  surprise  these  men  meet  us  face  to 
:e,  then  they  must  abide  by  the  issue." 
"To  get  them    into   our  hands,"  observed 
ikagno,  "  is  our  present  object.     With  them 
our  power,  Genoa  would  be  awed ;  their  party 
idfen  with  dread,  and  success  ours  I" 
"  But  the  means  ?"  asked  Sacco. 
"  Chance    now    presents    them,"   continued 
Jcagno. 

"  How?"  demanded  Fiesco. 
"  In  a  few  days,  the  Marquis  de  Masse,  yoiu: 
irdship's  brother-in-law,  will  wed  the  Lady 
Heta,  Giannetino  Doria's  sister.    Ask  them 
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to  your  palace  under  the  pretenoe  of  makiog  an 
entertainment  for  the  members  of  that  &mity. 
Once  there,  they  are  in  your  power." 

"  Oh,  ambition !"  murmured  Resco  after  a 
momentary  pause,  "  thou  art  the  produce  of 
evil — ^the  hatcher  of  wickedness !  Thounumbest 
men's  hearts  to  good,  and  they  abandon  in  ^} 
pursuits  even  the  decency  of  seeming  virtue. 
Religion  is  thy  plaything,  hospitality  but  with 
thee  a  name!     No,"  he  added  more  audiUji 
"  do  not  think  me  impracticable,  if  I  refuse  to 
assent  to  this.     Our  plans  are  matured    I^ 
us  take  arms  in  our  hands  and  drive  these  meo 
from  our  city.      Though  one    of  them  has 
sought  my  life,  I  seek  not  his  in  return;  but 
let  us  not  tarnish  a  glorious  cause  by  unseemly 
murder,  or  a  violation  of  the  rights  of  hospi- 
tality.    I  will  never  consent  to  it  1" 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Sacco.  Both  Alfeo  and  Ver- 
rina  w*ere  then  silent. 

"No,"  added  Resco,  "we  will  detamiDe 
upon  a  time ;  rise  in  a  mass,  and  rid  the  dty  fiff 
ever  of  these  tyrants  and  sycophants." 

"  I,"  isaid  Verrina,  "  am  willing  to  abide  by 
any  decision." 
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"TheD,"  olnerved  Saooo,  "let  us  appoint  a 
da;,  that  while  it  may  not  be  too  near,  may 
not  by  Its  distance  afford  time  for  discovery." 

"  On  the  first  of  Januaiy,"  said  Calcagno, 
"the  Doge  vacates,  and  no  successor  will  be 
thoBtsi  until  the  fourth.  The  interval  should 
afibrd  a  day  for  our  dioice." 

"  The  second  would  suit  our  purposes," 
replied  the  Venetian. 

"The  second  interferes  with  no  pursuit  of 
mine,"  said  Sacco. 

"  With  me,"  observed  Alfeo,  "  all  days  are 
alike." 

"  The  time  cannot  come  too  early,"  said 
Fiesco.  "  Our  resolve  is  taken,  and  be  it  now 
our  business  to  ensure  success.  You,  Signor 
Verrina,  can  pursue  the  course  you  have  adopted. 
The  Signors  Sacco  and  Calcagno  may  continue 
as  before ;  and  for  you,  my  fiiend,"  and  he  turned 
to  Alfeo,  "  the  moment  of  action  will  afford  the 
only  means  of  employment." 

Havii^  thus  definitely  settled  the  day  on 
which  they  intended  to  make  their  final 
effort,  they  discussed  sevo^l  other  topics  con- 
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nected  with  the  prosecution  of  their  plans,  and 
the  dear  intdUect  and  powerful  mmd  of  the 
Roman  could  not  &]1  during  this  interval  to 
arrest  their  attention.  With  Verrina  he  exer- 
cised a  strange  control,  for  his  presence  seemed 
to  him  like  an  avenger  who  knew  his  heart  and 
his  actions,  and  waited  for  his  opportunity  to 
proclaim  and  punish  them.  That  he  had  seen 
him  before  was  certain ;  where  he  could  never 
remember.  The  perpetual  expression  of  mdao- 
choly  that  always  sat  upon  his  coimtenanoe  was 
only  varied  by  a  deeper  shade  of  grief,  or  some- 
times by  a  stem  harshness  that  gave  to  his  fea- 
tures a  tone  that  awed  those  with  whom  he  then 
came  in  contact,  and  the  Venetian  felt  ^t 
tins  change  of  countenance  somewhat  aooounted 
for  his  own  fault  of  memory. 

"  We  will  to  supper,"  said  Flesco,  rising 
from  the  table.  "Business  must  not  always 
interfere  with  pleasure.     I  lead,  Signers." 

"  And  we,"  exclaimed  Verrina,  gaily  smiling^ 
"  we,  in  this  instance,,  are  most  willing  to  fol- 
low." 
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CHAPTER  n. 

A  HOBHINQ  of  exquisite  beauty  dawned  upon 
GmcA  after  the  night  on  which  the  discussion, 
so  pregnant  with  her  fate,  had  been  thus  satis- 
factorily terminated,  and  the  plans  of  the  con- 
spirators matured  and  fuQy  decided.  Their 
secret  slept  within  their  own  bosoms,  and  the 
business,  the  pleasures,  and  occupatioa  of  the 
Count's  household  proceeded  in  the  same  even 
channel  as  previously,  undisturbed  by  the  schemes 
or  passions  that  agitated  Tiesco's  heart  and 
occupied  the  attention  of  his  adherents.  At  an 
early  hour  on  this  morning,  Verona  tempted 
by  ita  freshness  and  beauty  bad  descended  to 
the  usual  sitting-room  of  herself  and  her  sister, 


16  THE  WILL;    OR, 

there  to  wait  the  latter's  appearance,  that  she 
might  propose  to  her  a  walk  in  the  palace 
gardens,  before  their  time  of  breakfitst.  She 
had  hardly  seated  herself,  when  the  unexpected 
arrival  of  Annibal  Balbi  astonished,  and  now 
somewhat  disconcerted  her.  His  mann^  was 
abrupt  and  strangely  changed,  for  he  had  scandy 
returned  her  salutation,  when  seating  himsdf, 
he  said: — 

"My  Lord  Durazzo  has  been  appointed bj 
the  Senate  to  go  as  their  Ambassador  to  Veoioe, 
there  to  settle  some  matters  of  grave  impcfftasoe 
to  the  State,  and  he  requests  me  to  aocompanj 
him.  Before  I  would  give  a  definite  answer, 
Verona,  I  would  again  urge  upon  your  attenticm 
another,  and  in  my  eyes,  more  engrossiDg 
suit." 

Verona  did  not  immediately  reply,  for  there 
was  a  hard,  abrupt  tone  in  Balbi's  address  ^riucfa 
both  alarmed  and  astonished  her.  His  features 
too  seemed  changed,  and  his  eyes  had  in  them 
a  wildness  of  expression,  never  before  discomibk. 

"  Thou  dost  not  reply  ?"  he  continued,  after  a 
short  pause. 
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"  There  is  do  question  for  answer  b^re  me," 
said  Verona.  "  And  if  you  alhide  to  a  subject 
once  partially  ^kea  of,  my  rejdy  is  the  same. 
You  are  to  me  a  brother,  a  long  known,  valued, 
aad  esteemed  brother." 

"Venma,  this  is  trifling!"  exclaimed  Baibi 
bitterly,  "  triSiog  too  in  all  security.  Yet,  be 
warned  !  I  daim  another  relatioaship.  It  was 
mce  refused ;  but  is  now  a  second  time  urged, 
and  I  wut  your  answer." 

"  It  must  ever  be  the  same,"  said  Verona, 
ha  eyes  filling  with  tears.  "  Erw  the  same ! 
and  I  hold  it  not  over  fair  or  kind  in  thee  thus 
to  press  me.  Thou  art  generous,"  and  dashing 
away  her  tears,  she  looked  earnestly  in  his  &ce, 
"  generous  in  nature,  or  I  mistake  thy  character, 
and  let  me  daim  the  shelter  of  this  disposition 
to  guard  me  &om  future  recurrence  to  this  sub- 
jecL  Henceforward  let  there  be  no  more  men- 
tion of  it" 

"  My  suit  is  rgected,  then,"  observed  BaIbi, 
ilowly  and  sternly. 
"  Learn  to  merge  the  lover  in  the  brother," 


il 


jii- 

''I 


I 


I   1 


^1 

t 


«! 


•4 

r 

.1 


1      |l 

I 


If 


i! 


18 


THE  will;  or 


said  Verona.     "  The  affections  of  a  sister  I  can 
freely  offer ;  but  no  more." 

"  One  other  account  then  settled/'  and,  as 
he  spoke,  he  rose  from  his  seat;  **  one  other 
account  settled,  and  I  quit  Genoa,  perhaps  for 
ever,  if — **  he  paused,  "  if  I  quit  it  al  alL" 

"  What  mean  you  ?'*  Vax)na  anxiously  in- 
quired. '^  My  sister  will  be  soon  here.  Re- 
main for  her,  and  banish  (iiis  matter  fit>m  your 
mind.  Annibal,  we  do  not  rule  our  own 
hearts." 

"  No— no  1  thy  truism  is  proven,  lady,  or 
the  Balbi  would  be  no  rejected  suitor.  He 
would  not  have  loved,  where  no  return  foDowed 
his  avowal  of  passion,  wh^f^e  the  heart  he  sought 
had  been  the  easy  conquest  of  one  whose  daims 
should  never  have  risen  above  the  hand  of  a 
burgher  maiden.'' 

**  I  do  not  understand  you,  my  Lord,"  said 
Verona,  with  somewhat  haughty  dignity  in  her 
speech  and  manner. 

"  No  !  thou  wouldst  not." 

•*  This  speech,  my  Lord,  would  try  my  pa- 
tience.    But  thou  canst  not  ruffle  my  temper, 
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r  diange  my  kindly  feelings  towards  you.  Let 
i  be  friends,"  and  she  proffered  to  him  her 
md. 

"  f^ieods !  yes ;"  he  sud,  as  he  clasped  it  in 
s  own.  "  friends  now  ;  on  the  morrow, 
rhaps,  enemies.  Adieu  I  To-morrow,  if  I 
■e,  I  quit  Genoa — likely  for  ever,"  and  pressing 
e  hand  he  still  held,  he  hastily  quitted  the 
artmeot,  ere  she  had  time  to  reply. 
Not  long  after  this  meeting  between  Verona 
d  Baibi,  PbiUp  was  carelessly  walking  along 
i  harbour  cm  his  way  to  the  "  White  Cross." 
le'  soft,  silvery  sky,  so  pure  and  so  serene ; 
:  still  and  beautiful  bay  stretching  far  into 
;  sea,  and  the  golden  brilliancy  of  the  sun, 
his  beams  sb-eamed  upon  marble  walls,  or 
oured  the  ataia  in  the  harbour,  formed  a 
ture  that  had  detained  him  in  its  con- 
oplation.  A  number  of  strange-looking 
n  were  also  lounging  about,  some  appearing 
e  sailors,  and  Philip  was  mentally  sur- 
sing  thdr  various  occupations,  when  he  was 
ated  by  a  heavy  blow  on  the  shoulder,  and 
be  quickly  turned  round  to  see  who  took 
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such  liberties  vnlh,  his  person,  he  enooontavi 
the  glance  of  Sebastian  Larcero.     He  had  not 
seen  him  since  the  occurrence  at  the  Mole,  aad 
with  all  seeming  deference,  when  he  did  meet 
him,  he  wcadd  have  then  rather  not  enooimtcRd 
him.     He  seemed  just  risen.     His  doublet  ^ras 
open,  collar  placed  awry,  his  hose  faOiog  down 
over  his  limbs,  and  his  scabbard  appeared  limber 
towards  the  point,  as  if  the  sword  in  it  bd 
been  broken,  and  not  replaced  by  a  new  ooe, 
while  his  countenance  bore  all  tihe  appeunnoe  of 
a  night's  excess,  which  he  had  net  yet  slept  (& 
It  was  blotched  and  red ;  his  eyes  were  bloodi^ 
and  his  moustaches  tangled  and  uncombed. 

"  Hey,  my  gallant  Captain !"  he  ezdaimed,  as 
Philip  turned  to  him ;  "  thou  art  eady  afoo^ 
and  stirring;  a  sure  sign  that  neither  Vesos, 
nor  her  companion,  Babdius,  has  disturbed  6xf 
slumbers.     What  news  ?     Hast  any  ?" 

None,"  said  Phifip,  cardeasly. 

"  Then  thou  canst  tdl  none.  But  tbos 
still  keepest  thy  promise,  I  suppose.  No  fBixt 
hair-breadth  duels,  as  if  a  man  couldn't  speak 
and  keep  his  throat  uncut ;  for  now  oar  yooii^ 
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like  men  calling  for 
they  seem  to  think 

I" 

1  out   their    mistake, 

1.  That,  however,  is 
)th^  matter  of  some 

and  only  that  I  was 
into  some  scrape  with 
}g  to  Jerome  Fiesco's 
I  you  at  the  "  White 
1  way,  for  I  don't  like 
tare  plenty  of  them 
.  Philip  followed  his 
ed  alone  towards  the 
ttinued :  "  You  know, 
lietness   to  work  out 

the  end  of  the  third, 
or  there  was  a  woman 
ith  the  drcumstances 
ind  by  a  strange  freak 

she  died  in  Genoa, 
ement  of  the  transac- 
incent  Lomdlino,  and 
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a  Roman  called  Adrasto  di  YiteDi.  The  p&pers 
are  in  existence,  and  this  day  I  have  determined 
to  search  for  them." 

"  They  may  not  be  found,"  suggested 
PhiUp. 

'*  They  must,  though,  youngster ;  for  Lomd- 
lino  possessed  them  in  his  own  safe  keqniig) 
and  few  things  left  him  that  could  be  tunied  to 
any  advantage." 

^'  He  spoke  once  of  them  himsdf,"  sud 
Philip,  anxious  to  throw  more  light  upon  a  sub- 
ject so  nearly  concerning  him. 

"To  you— eh?" 

"  Yes ;  and  added  all  his  knowledge  of  the 
transaction,  declaring  his  determination  to  assist 
me  by  every  means  within  his  control" 

"  Indeed  !  The  matter  grows  then  stiD 
stronger,"  said  Larcero,  musingly.  "These 
papers  were  in  Lomellino's  power,  and  he  both 
knew  their  value,  and  your  connection  ^ 
them,  and  has  been  inaking  a  bargain  abont 
them  with  you.  Could  the  Venetian,  Vcrrina, 
be  aware  of  their  existence  ?" 

"  I  think    not,"    answered   Philip.     "  I^ 
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ino's    interest    to    conceal 

not  seek  money  on  both 
or  their  discovery;  from 
onceahnent.      He   was    a 

Signor  Lomellino.  No 
ia  will  give  me  his  int^est 
er  of  the  Lomellino  palace, 
Wing  from  the  roof  to  the 
i  them.  Remember  your 
month's  quietness,  and 
itily  aside.  The  fiery  glow 
a  by  the  previous  night's 
ray  before  the  pale  shade 
BT  his  countenance.  He 
fiercely  between  his  teeth, 

the  handle  of  his  broken 
■ward  in  silence,  leaving 
id  when  he  turned  round 
e  soon  lost  his  retreating 
rowd  of  idlers  that  then 
ort.     Retracing  his  steps, 

of  the  "White  Cross;" 
it  both  the  moming  and 
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day  were  destined  to  be  prolific  in  adventure 
and  strange  occurrences,  for  he  bad  barcDy  pro- 
ceeded tbrougb  more  than  two  streets  in  his 
way  to  the  hosteby,  when  a  mounted  ca\'alier, 
the  brim  of  his  hat  slouched  dose  over  his  eyes, 
pushed  his  horse  in  bis  way,  and  roughly  saluted 
him.  Philip  raised  his  eyes  to  the  horseman's 
face,  and  met  the  dark  look  of  Annibal  Baltn. 
With  contracted  brow,  haughty,  and  UDbending 
he  glanced  at  him  for  a  second,  then  said  in 
a  low  tone,  as  he  leaned  forward  in  his  saddle, 
and  brought  his  mouth  nearer  to  his  ear, 

"  Well  met,  Signor  I  We  are  for  San  Rer 
d' Arena,  and  my  lackey's  horse  can  cany  you 
that  distance,  where  we  will  settle  that  affair 
in  which  we  were  once  so  rudely  interrupted." 

"  I  must  excuse  myself  for  this  morning, 
said  Philip.      "  More  pressing  business  now 
engages  my  attention." 

"  Indeed,  Signor !"  sneered  BalbL  And  from 
his  manner,  Philip  could  learn  that  something 
had  occurred  to  ruffle  a  temper  usuaDy  calm, 
and  sour  a  disposition  mostly  gentle.  "  I  ^^'^ 
imagined  a  soldier  refused  such  invitations." 
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"  Never  when  they  are  recommended  by 
some  show  of  reason.  But  pardon  me,  my 
lord,  if  io  this  instance,  I  say  there  is  no  cause 
ioT  such  a  challenge." 

"  There  shall  be  one  then !"  exclaimed  BaUn, 
and  rapidly  drawing  bis  rapier,  before  Philip 
could  foresee  his  object,  or  be  enabled  to  pre- 
reDt  it,  he  struck  him  over  the  shoulder  with 
the  flat  side  of  the  weapon,  and  added,  as  the 
young  soldier  winced  under  the  blow,  "  in  the 
open  streets  of  Genoa  I  procl^m  thee  coward 
and  recreant." 

"  Hold !"  said  Philip,  angrily  dutchiog  at 
the  horse's  bridle  ;  "  hold !  for  by  the  Saviour  !" 
and  then  as  the  remembracce  of  Sebastian 
l^arcero's  injunction  to  avoid  all  personal  risk, 
aod  his  own  strict  promise  in  accordance  with 
it,  flashed  across  his  memory,  he  slowly  let  go 
the  reins.  The  Balbi  was  in  a  fit  of  passion  ; 
his  own  bravery  would  screen  him  from  the 
imputation  of  cowardice,  and  a  month  would 
soon  pass  away.  "  Go,  my  Lord  1"  he  added, 
after  the  pause  of  these  reflexions ;  "  this  insult 
is  not  forgotten." 

VOL.   HI.  C 
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''  Ha,  ha  1"  laughed  AnnibaL  "*  Not  for- 
gotten  !  Not  remembered,  knave !  What  a 
soldier,  fame  has  made  out  of  an  amnt 
coward,  when  he  picks  up  insidts  to  treuare 
them  in  a  sweet  comer  in  his  memoiy.  Mj 
Lord  Fiesco  shall  know  the  bravery  of  his 
knave." 

^'  Now,  out  upon  thee,  my  Lord,"  said  ?tS&ft 
stung  to  the  heart  by  the  other's  taunt  **  This 
is  not  courage  with  thee,  but  impaikooe, 
which,  if  not  for  a  promise  prohibiting  me 
from  drawing  a  weapon  for  a  month  to 
come — " 

"  A  month  !"  exckdmed  Baibi,  somifuny; 
"  make  it  a  year,  my  valorous  friend !" 

"  Not  an  hour"  said  the  other,  wrathfuDy. 
"  Go  on,  my  Lord,  1  foDow  thee !"  and  as 
Philip  spoke,  some  of  the  burghers  who  had 
noticed  the  conference  of  the  two  young  men, 
but  remained  too  distant  to  hear  its  import, 
approached  gradually  nearer ;  but  Balbi  did  not 
heed  them,  and  spurring  his  horse,  he  passed 
through,  accompanied  by  Philip,  muttering 
as  in   no  pleasant  mood  he  proceeded :  ''  I^ 
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it  be ;   no  promise  could  hold  against  such 
insult" 

In  a  very  short  time  they  reached  the  beau- 
tifiil  suburb  of  Genoa,  and  without  speaking, 
Balbi  dismounted,  and  motioning  to  the  servant 
ffbo  followed  at  a  distance,  he  threw  his  r^  to 
him,  and  walked  on  alone  before  Philip.  Turn- 
ing from  the  villas  and  country  seats,  they 
entered  a  lai^  wood  that  overhung  San  Pier 
d'Arena  from  the  right,  and  pursuing  some  of 
the  beaten  paths  through  it,  they  both  stopped 
at  a  place  which  seemed  most  eligible  for  their 
purpose. 

"  We  fight  to  the  death  I"  said  Balbi  sternly 
in  a  low  tone,  *'  I  ask  no  mercy,  I  will  give 
none.  Signor,  draw !  But,  first,  one  word. 
Tbou  rememberest  a  proposal  once  made  to  thee 
bv  me." 

"  Yes !"  answered  Philip  haughtily,  "  I  re- 
member it,  to  reject  it  now,  as  I  did  when  it 
was  then  offered." 

"  Go  on,  Signor !"  exclMmed  Balbi.  "  All 
hope  of  settlement  is  now  past." 

With  the  first  burst  of  pasaon  Philip's  anger 
C  2 
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had  passed  away,   and  he  did  sincerely  pity 
Balbi.     He  knew  how  he  loved  Verona,  and  he 
also  was  aware  that  though  she   admired  his 
noble  and  generous  qualities,  she  could  not  re- 
turn  his  attachment ;  and  subsequent  events  had 
proved  that  with  his  virtues  were  mingled  the 
vices  of  arrogance,  impetuous  temper,  and  de- 
termined  hostility   to   any  person   or  purpose 
thwarting  or  annoying  him.     His  fierceness  of 
temper  was  greatly  roused  this  morning,  from 
what  cause  Philip  could  not  divine,  but  m  his 
attack  upon  him,  he  seemed  most  careless  as  to 
his  own  safety,  provided  he  could  injure  him. 
Calmly  and  determinedly  he  withstood  his  on- 
set, until  at  length  seeing  that  nothing  but  his 
life  would  satisfy  his  desire  for  vengeance,  he 
resolved  to  save  himself  at  any  risk,  and  as  he 
changed  his  tactics  fi^m    the  defensive  to  the 
offensive,  Balbi  grew  more  furious.  He  made  des- 
perate passes  at  him,  and  soon,  in  the  fiiry  and 
excitement  of  the  combat,  they  forgot  even- 
thing  but  their  love  of  life ;  and  it  would  seem 
that  that  could  only  be  gratified  by  the  sacrifice 
of  one  or  the  other. 
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Baltn  was  as  good  a  swordsmao  as  the  young 
»ldier,  but  the  latter  in  the  practice  of  the 
amp  had  acquired  more  nerre  and  was  better 
ible  to  endure  the  &dgue  of  a  prolonged  con- 
est,  for  the  noble's  arm  began  to  grow  weak  ; 
lis  sight  was  not  so  steady  as  at  first ;  his  step 
altered,  and  bis  passes  were  becoming  feeble 
Ad  iD-directed.  Philip  soon  perceived  his  ad- 
'antage.  He  pressed  upon  him  more  deter- 
ainedly  than  before,  and  ever  as  he  felt  him 
eeling  after  his  attack,  he  made  a  more  furious 
ffort,  and  at  length  with  one  ludty  stroke,  their 
vrord  points  got  entangled  in  each  other's 
iiards ;  Balbi  attempted  to  free  himself,  and 
liihp  endeavoured  to  keep  them  more  locked, 
titil  the  former  unable  any  longer  to  mtuntain 
is  bold,  the  handle  sprung  from  his  grasp  and 
ye  weapon  bounded  over  Philip's  head,  felling 
MDB  ysrds  behind  him. 

Your  life,  my  Lord,"  said  Philip,  lowering 
weapon,  *'  is  now  mine." 
Take   it  then,"    rgoined   Balbi,  suddenly 
i^oiing  open  hi»  doublet;  *'  take  it,  for  as  I 
'ould  have  g^ven  no  mercy,  I  seek  none." 


I     I 

I 


30 


/    1 
I    . 


'] 


I 

,1 


THE   WIU,;   OR, 


"  I  am  more  generous  then !  Thou  art  safe 
from  danger,  but  now  we  have  met  for  the  last 
time.  Henceforth,  no  provocation  shall  induce 
me  to. act  as  I  have  done,  and  I  but  did  so 
because  your  taunts,  my  Lord,  were  rather  hard 
to  be  borne." 

Baibi  paused  irresolute ;  some  strange  emo- 
tions were  actuating  his  feelings,  for  he  «- 
niained  silent  and  seemingly  engaged  in  deep 
conflict  with  his  own  heart  PhiKp  turned  from 
the  place  where  he  had  been  standing,  when  the 
other  sprung  to  his  side :  he  laid  his  hand  on 
his  shoulder — 

"  Wifl  no  offer  tempt  you  to  leave  Genoa?" 
"  None,  now,"  said  Philip  cahnly. 

"  Pate— fete,  thou  art  on  me !  Thy  hand,  Sig- 
ner !  foigive  me !" 

"  Wiflingly  I"  said  Philip,  warmly  pnssing 
his  hand.  "  Willingly  do  I  foiget  the  past,  and 
deeply  sympathize  with  thy  feelings,"  and  pick- 
ing  up  his  sword,  he  handed  it  to  him.  "A 
weapon,  my  Lord,  could  be  m  no  braver  hand." 

"  It  is  a  pure  Damascus  «ade,"  observed 
Balbi,    looking  cateftdly  at  its   edge;  « puiT 
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I^mascus  steel,"  and  he  b^;ati  to  pass  hk 
himd  over  its  point,  while  Philip  bought  his 
manner  looked  strange  and  disordered. 

"  We  shall  be  soon  on  the  road,"  said 
PhiBp. 

"  Yes,  800D !"  muttered  Balbi,  and  they 
slowly  emerged  out  of  the  wood.  "  Soon — too 
soon  !  Dost  see,  Signor,  that  glorious  sun  ! 
glorious  in  his  light  I  brilliant  in  his  ^^odour ! 
perhaps  eternal  in  his  duration.  Mark  I"  and 
be  paused,  while  Philip,  really  delighted  with  the 
splendid  scene  which  the  rare  beauties  of  nature 
and  the  choice  combinations  of  art  had  con- 
tnljuted  to  adorn  and  create,  stopped  in  silent 
admiration,  standing  a  ,pace  or  more  before  his 
companion  and  looking  at  them  with  pleasure. 
"  Mark  I  the  buildings  of  Genoa  as  they  seem  to 
rise  out  of  the  sea — her — " 

"Yesl"  said  Philip,  "her  palaces  and  the 
white  walls  of  marble  that  glisten  like  silver  in 
the  Bun's  light ;  and — " 

"  Hold  1"  shrieked  some  one  behiod  him,  and 
turning  instantly  round,  Signor  AUeo  sprung 
forward,  and  clutching  Balbi  with  one  hand, 
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seized,  by  the  naked  blade,  the  drawn  sword 
which  he  held. 

"My  Lord!"  exclaimed  Philip,  imagiiuDg 
from  what  he  saw,  that  the  young  nobk  bd 
attempted  to  stab  him  from  behind,  and  in- 
stantly drawing  a  short  dagger  which  he  woit, 
"  this  treachery  deserves  death  1"  and  he  hU 
hold  of  Balbi. 

"  Stop !"  said  Alfeo,  "  thou  errest.  He  in- 
tended his  own  death,  not  thine." 

"His  own,"  and  Philip  instantly  witfadrev 
his  hand.     "  My  Lord,  this  is  madness !" 

"  And  crime!"  added  Alfeo.  "  Come,  Signon, 
to  Genoa.  My  Lord  Balbi,  cease  sudi  ciimiDal 
folly,  for  the  Lady  Verona  has  no  heart  to  giv^ 
and  thy  death,  twice  near  thee,  cannot  alter  the 
course  of  her  affections.  Forget  that  thou  hist 
loved.  Vain  lesson  1"  he  added,  as  if  to  himseK 
"  Vain  lesson  m  truth !  Would  to  God,  tbati 
could  practise  it,  even  for  an  hour !"  then  b^ 
continued  aloud,  as  Annibal  Balbi  remained  still 
silent,  "  be  friends.  Signers." 

**  We  are  not  enemies  now,"  said  Philip. 

''  Thou  art  too  generous,"  said  Balbi  sigfaing; 
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"but  we  are  friends.  I  have  gone  through  the 
range  of  my  destiny  ;  and  now  rival  no  longer, 
I  shall  strive  to  assbt  where  I  sought  to  injure. 
Signor  Calva,  I  may  yet  be  able  to  serve  thee  ; 
and  when  the  time  comes,  thou  *  wilt  find  me 
not  foi^tful  of  this  morning's  adventure. 
Adieu.  To  you,  Signor  Alfeo,  thanks  and 
fereweD !"  and  mounting  his  horse  which  had 
now  been  brought  to  him,  he  waved  his  hand 
and  rode  towards  the  country, 

"  Thou  hast  lost  a  rival  and  gained  a  fiiend," 
observed  Alfeo. 

"  Would,"  said  Philip,  "  I  had  never  gained 
the  first  1" 

Alfeo  made  no  reply,  and  they  both  turned 
and  walked  slowly  towards  Genoa.  For  the 
first  few  minutes  neither  spoke.  The  morning 
breathed  all  the  beauty  of  summer,  thoi^h 
neariy  m  the  middle  of  winter,  for  the  air  was 
soft  and  mild ;  hardly  a  wave  curled  upon  the 
sur&ce  of  the  bay  which  stretched  before  them, 
iying  like  a  carpet  of  molten  silver  at  the  feet 
of  Genoa,  calm  and  unruffled.  Alfeo  first  broke 
the  silence.  He  seemed  to  have  visited  many 
c3 
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lands,  and  never  had  time  sped  more  ny& 
with  PhiKp  than  during  that  walk  liom  tk 
suburbs  to  the  palace  of  the  Count  Hesco;  for 
his  companion  with  great  power  of  memoir,  a 
ridi  fertilily  of  imagination,  and  a  singular  cor- 
rectness  of  detail  which  brought  the  scenes  he 
described  ahnost  present  to  the  eye,  picturrti 
the  richest  landscapes  of  the  south,  the  most 
terrible  creations  of  the  north  ;  and  contrasting 
them  with  each  other,  dwelt  upon  the  habits 
of  their  peojJe,  their  customs,  and  their  various 
interests,  scattering  information  over  eveiy  sub- 
ject he  touched,  and  delighting  his  heara,  until 
their  arrival  at  the  palace  stopped  the  comer- 
sation. 

"  Thou  wouldst  visit  the  Lady  Verona,"  said 
Alfeo,  as  they  entered  the  court-yard,  "  and  1 
seek  the  Count  Resco." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Some  vague  uneasiness  pressed  upon 
Philip's  mind,  when  the  Signor  Alfeo  had 
quitted  him  to  see  the  Count,  whose  private 
apartments  lay  at  the  other  side  of  the  palace ; 
and  he  walked  slowly  towards  the  chamber 
mostly  occupied  hy  the  ladies,  feeling  more  than 
a  suspicion,  almost  a  certainty,  of  coming  evil 
The  exercise  of  the  morning  and  the  long  walk 
had  heated  him  also,  in  some  de^ee  contributing 
to  excite  his  mind ;  and  as  he  approached  nearer 
the  apartment,  he  heard  the  merry  ringing  of 
Verona's   dear,    musical    voice,   and   the   loud 


at  the  Count's  festa,  previously 
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to  his  departure  from  Genoa,  had  ventured  to 
make  known  to  Verona  the  state  of  his  own 
fedings  towards  her,  no  opportunity  bad  pre- 
sented itself  after  to  renew  that  dedaration;  and 
although  neither  word  nor  gesture  of  her's 
upbraided  him  for  his  temerity,  he  fdt  that 
something  more  than  what  he  had  then  said  was 
desirable,  and  anxiously  sought  time  and  place 
to  make  a  more  fitting  declaration  of  his 
regard. 

As  he  opened  the  door  of  the  apartment,  tk 
laughter  ceased,  and  Verona  received  him  with  that 
cordial  kindliness  of  greeting  which  soothes  and 
relieves  without  embarrassing.  Guino  was  frank 
as  usual.  His  manners  never  in  the  least  led 
those  who  associated  with  him  to  suppose  that 
he  remembered  his  high  rank  to  dull  with  its 
greatness  his  intercourse  with  those  who,  beneath 
him  in  station,  were  his  equals  in  the  best  quali* 
tite  of  heart  and  mind.  To  Philip  he  was 
perseveringly  attentive. 

"  I  would  not  leave  the  Lady  Verona  alone," 
he  said,  on  seeing  Philip,  ^^  and  but  waited  for 
some  one  to  change  guard  with  me.  So,  Sigoor, 
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thou  art  arrired  at  the  very  point  of  coDvenieiice, 
for  I  must  attend  the  Doge's  summons  to  his 
palace,  to  wait  on  him  one  hour  before  noon. 
Adieu,  now  ["  and  blowing  a  kiss  irom  the  tops 
of  his  fingers  to  Verona,  he  laughingly  bowed 
to  Philip,  and  quitted  the  apartment. 

For  some  minutes  after  his  dqiarture,  Veronn 
remained  in  hesitating,  uneasy  sQence.  She 
dreaded  and  liked  this  meeting,  for  both  feelings 
contended  within  her,  and  the  young  soldier 
hinisdf  was  not  less  embarrassed.  Id  such 
positions  a  woman's  tact  mostly  rises  superior  to 
the  cleverness  of  a  man,  and  Verona  lifting  her 
lute,  lightly  touched  the  strings. 

"  Signer  Calva,  thou  lovest  music  I  The  last 
new  piece  from  Rome  lies  before  me,  and  I 
would  have  thy  judgment  of  its  merits ;"  then, 
without  hearing  Philip's  reply,  she  struck  the 
chords  of  the  instrument,  but  truth  to  tell, 
Philip  heard  little  of  the  music  His  attention 
was  too  much  engrossed  with  herself,  and  in  the 
musician  he  forgot  the  strain.  Never  did  he 
ttunk  her  so  beautiful  as  on  that  occasion ;  for 
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feebng  herself  the  inspiration  of  the  sweet 
sounds  that  rose  under  her  touch,  her  counte- 
nance  breathed  the  harmony  of  their  cadence. 
her  krge,  lustrous  eyes  seemed  the  windows  of 
a  86ul  melting  before  the  charms  of  the  "dinne 
art.       She  ceased: 

"  Wen,  Signor,  what  say  you  to  my  music?" 

"You  will  pardon  me,"  replied  Philip,  "when 
I  aver  that  in  the  performer  I  forgot  the 
music." 

"  Thou  hast  made  a  bad  choice  then,"  mi 
Verona,  laying  down  the  lute. 

"  ^^'  ^'^*  Lady,"   and  as  he  spoke,  the 

apprentice's  enthusiasm  had  carried  him  off  his 

guard.    « rather  a  glorious  choice  when  I  sav, 

would  rather  gaze  on  thy  countenance  speaking 

music,  than  listen  to  an  angel's  song." 

"  Come,  thou  would'st  flatter !"  smfled  Ve- 
rona. 

"  I  would  be  sincere,  dear  Lady,  and  with 
thy  own  words  stiU  fresh  in  my  heart,  I  wouW 
dare  to  hope  that  my  sincerity  would  nut 
oflfend." 
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Verona  coloured  and  remained  sUent.  The 
ground  thus  broken,  the  young  soldier  grew 
bolder,  and  weat  on : 

"  I  presume  upon  a  word  of  enoour^ment; 
but  Mnce  the  torture  of  suspense  is  worse  than 
the  assurance  of  decision,  I  would  team  from 
thine  own  lips  my  fate,  Verona.  I  love  thee — 
hare  loved  thee  now  for  years  1  Every  hope  is 
bound  up  in  that  passion ;  every  inducement  to 
gain  name  and.  glory  has  sprung  from  it,"  and 
bending  his  knee  upon  a  small  cushion  at  her 
feet,  he  knelt  before  her,  and  took  her  hand. 
It  was  not  withdrawn  from  his  grasp.  "  In 
the  battle-field  thine  image  encouraged  me ;  in 
danger  thy  remembrance  preserved  me ;  and 
now  bear  with  me,  and  pardon  the  presumption 
that  dares  to  hope,  perhaps,  against  the  chance 
of  success," 

"  No,  no  I"  sdd  Verona,  a^tated  and  confused. 
"  There  is  no  presumption.  No  1"  She  paused, 
and  as  she  raised  the  disengaged  hand  to 
drive  away  a  tear  that  had  dimmed  her  eye, 
she  smiled  at  the  same  time.  "Dear  Philip, 
concealment  is  as  unmaidenly  as  unusual  for- 
wardness.    My    own   feeUngs    are — "  but  the 
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confession  was  choked  by  a  stifled  sob,  and  as 
she  strove  to  hide  her  face,  her  head  fefl  upon 
the  soldier's  shoulder,  and  the  warn  teai. 
trickled  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Dearest  Verona,"  said  Philip,  gently  raising 
her  head,  and  kissing  her  flushed  brow.  « this 
kindness  I  shaU  never  foiget ;"  and  as  she  stiD 
dung  to  his  bosom,  he  pressed  her  genUy  to  his 
heart,  and  imprinted  upon  her  lips  the  first 
sweet  kiss  of  his  trusting  affection.     "May  God 
bless  thee,  best  and  dearest !»  and  as  in  the  stffl 
i  quietness  of  that  place  he  pressed  her  yielding 

form  to  his  heart,  and  kissed  away  the  teare  that 
sdently  traced  each  other  down  her  cheeks,  he 
:  felt  a  happmess  stealing  over  his  senses  too 

exquisite  for  prolonged  enjoyment.  Gently  he 
shaded  her  thick,  rich  hair  from  the  pure  brow 
that  It  had  now  clustered  over ;  and  as  unmist- 
^ly  she  gave  herself  up  to  his  embraces,  he 
fssed  again  and  again  her  ripe  Ups  and  white 
forehead,  for  in  that  moment  of  delighted  enjov- 
j  ment  were  foigotten  the    pains    of  previcis 

suspense,  the  agonies  of  fear,  the  tort««s  of 
hopelessness;  and  now  in  a  worid  of  their  ow.. 
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n^  with  the  creations  of  their  joyful  ima^- 
oaUons,  they  stood  all  to  each  other  in  the 
beaven  of  their  own  presence. 

"  My  light  of  life '."  whispered  the  soldier  in 
bo-  ear,  "  why  so  long  silent  ?" 

"  Happiness,  Signor !"  and  as  Verona  looked 
up,  she  smiled  through  tears  and  blushes,  then 
dropped  her  head  ^;ain  upon  her  bosom,  but 
again  nusing  it,  she  continued :  "  htq)pineBS  is 
(Am  churlish,  and  prefers  silent  to  open  enjoy- 
ment" 

"  Then,  dearest,  thine  shall  not  he  disturbed 
by  a  word.  With  me  it  is  happmess  to  gaze 
on  thee,"  and  again  he  bent  his  lips  to  hers. 
But  now  they  were  interrupted  by  the  noise  of 
the  approach  of  many  feet,  and  as  Verona  heard 
the  sounds,  she  sprung  from  his  arms,  and 
striving  to  adjust  her  dress,,  she  sunk  into  the 
nearest  seat,  as  Guino  Spinola,  his  face  lookiDg 
toange  and  mysterious,  yet  doubtful,  and  the 
Venetian,  a  quiet  smile  curling  his  lip,  which 
was  changed  into  a  dark  frown,  as  his  eye 
niarked  Verona's  agitation  of  manner,  and  the 
beir  of  the  late  Vincent  Lomellino,   attended 
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by  pursuivants  at  arms ;  and  some  of  the  pro- 
vost's guard  with  aa  officer  of  the  Doge  entered, 
in  the  name  of  the  State,  the  apartment.  Verona 
rose  as  she  heard  the  announcement.  Some 
vague  suspicion  that  perhaps  this  show  of  meo 
was  consequent  upon  a  charge  against  the 
Count,  first  flashed  across  her  mind;  but  she 
was  mute,  paralyzed,  when  the  Doge's  officer 
advancing  towards  Philip,  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  said : 

"  In  the  name  of  the  Doge  and  Republic  of 
Genoa,  I  arrest  thee  for  the  murder,  or  aiding  ia 
the  murder,  of  Vincent  Lomellino,  late  a  noble 
of  Genoa,  and  Senator  1" 

**  1 1"  exclaimed  Philip,  amazed,  horrified,  and 
deeply  indignant  at  the  charge,  so  much  so  that 
in  the  first  impulse  of  his  angry  astonishment,  he 
half  unsheathed  his  sword,  then  sent  it  back 
with  a  violent  push  that  made  the  steel  scabbard 
ring  against  it.  **What  mad  folly  b  this, 
Signer  ?'* 

"  None,  Captain  Calva,*'  said  Lomellino, 
advancing^  and  drawing  himself  up  so  aa  to  appear 
near  the  height  of  the  party  addressed,  for  he  was  a 
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skfft,  fat  little  man,  seetning  as  if  he  meditated 
^wplexy  on  the  first  occasion,  and  the  shortest 
notice.  '*  You  are  charged,  Signor,  with  the 
guilt  of  this  murder.  Information  was  sent  to 
me.  Your  baggage  at  the  '  White  Cross'  has 
been  examined,  and  conclosire  proof  has  been 
found  in  it  to  warrant  your  arrest." 

"  What  proof?"  asked  Phil'p.  "  By  the 
mass,  this  accusation  confounds  me !  What 
proof  of  my  guilt,  Signor,  has  my  baggage  oon- 
taned?" 

"  Money  and  jewels,  once  the  property  of  my 
dead  uncle,"  sobbed  LomelUno. 

"  It  is  a  foul  conspiracy  to  ruin  me  1"  ex- 
daimed  the  yoiaog  soldier ;  *'  foul,  as  I  have  a 
Saviour  to  meet!"  and  he  turned  to  Verona, 
but  her  horror>stricken  glance  awed  him ;  to 
the  pursuivant's  men,  who  looked  on  with  the 
cold  indifference  of  persons  accustomed  to  every 
shade  and  expression  of  human  misery  ;  to  the 
Venetian,  but  his  features  were  lighted  up  with 
joy  he  could  not  conceal ;  to  Guino  Spinola,  and 
in  his  looks  he  read  sympathy.  "  My  Lord 
Spinola,  dost  beUeve  this  charge  ?" 
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"  By  the  Saviour,  no  1"  answered  Guino,  with 
generous  warmth  and  rapidity.  "  No,  I  would 
stake  my  own  life  on  thine  innocence !" 

"  May  the  Saviour  then  reward  thee,  Guino !" 
murmured  Verona.  "  But  this  cannot  be, 
Signors.  There  is  some  mistake,"  she  added 
aloud.  '^  The  Count  Ilesco  is  in  the  palace;  let 
him  be  called.  He  would,  I  know,  wish  to 
examine  this  matter  himself." 

"  There  can  be  no  mistake,"  said  Verrina, 
"  as  to  the  person  and  charge,  though  th^e 
may  be  as  to  his  guilt." 

"  Those  who  charge  him,"  said  Verona  bit- 
terly, "  can  speak  for  themselves."  • 

"They  need  not,  I  think,"  added  Philip 
sternly,  and  smiling  in  the  scomfiilDess 
of  his  self-felt  innocence,  ''the  assistance 
of  the  Signer  Verrina  to  help  them  out.  Tore 
God  I  they  are  willing  enough,"  and  at  that 
moment,  the  remembrance  of  Castrucci's  sin- 
gular warning  with  reference  to  the  VcDetiBD 
occurred  to  his  memory ;  and  he  turned  round 
and  looked  steadily  and  meaningly  in  bis  face^ 
while  the  other's  gaze  grew  confused,  and  he 
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bent  his  head  for  an  instant,  then  nused  it,  and 
with  all  the  coolness  of  his  nature,  met  the 
deep-searching  gaze  thus  fixed  upon  him. 

"  I  charge  none,"  said  Verrina  after  a  pause ; 
I  amply  stated  what  I  have  heard." 

"  And  I,"  added  Lomellino,  with  the  vengeful 
ezpres^OD  of  malice  in  his  face,  "  will  prosecute 
to  judgment  and  death,  the  man  who  murdered 
my  relative,  and  enriched  himself  by  plundering 
him." 

"  Methinks,"  said  Spinola  sarcastically,  "  that 
the  loss  of  the  wealth,  Signor,  deserves  the 
severer  punishment  of  the  two." 

"  How  ?"  asked  Philip,  and  he  felt  that  every 
step  involved  him  deeper  in  a  labyrinth  of 
mystery  which  was  confusing  his  senses  and 
weakening  his  judgment,  "  how  came  this  know- 
ledge to  the  Signor  Lomellino  ?  On  what 
authority  did  he  search  my  baggage  ?" 

'*  On  that  of  the  State,"  replied  the  other. 
"  Private  information  led  me  to  demand  it,  and 
tbe  result  has  verified  the  suspicions." 

"  Thou  false  liar '"  exclaimed  Philip  with 
uncontrollable  indignation,  and  grasping  in  a 
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hand  of  iron  the  throat  of  LomeDino,  "  thou 
darest  to  say  that  I  am  guilty  of  this  chaise  ?" 

"  I  choke !"  shrieked  the  other. 

"  Do  not  commit  a  second  murder/'  said 
Verrina,  and  a  savage  smile  played  over  his 
features  as  he  attempted  to  interfere,  while 
Verona  hastily  laid  her  hand  on  Philip's. 

"  Dear  Philip !" 

"Your  pardon,  Lady!"  and  Philip  dropped 
his  hold  of  the  other's  throat.  "  The  Signor 
Verrina  knows  he  can  rail  in  safety."  And  as 
the  Venetian  saw  Vwona's  open  manifestation 
of  attachment,  his  smile  changed  to  a  deep  and 
deadly  frown. 

"  Insignificance  gives  impunity !"  he  observed, 
as  Lfomellino  retired  fix)m  Philip's  reach. 

*'  And  misfortune  should  create  sympathy," 
said  Verona,  hardly  able  to  restrain  her  tears, 
and  touching  a  small  gold  hand  bell,  she  added, 
"  When  the  Count  Resco  comes,  his  better 
judgment  can  guide  thee,  Philip." 

In  a  few  minutes  after  the  servant  had  taken 
Verona's  message  to  Resco,  he  entered  the 
apartment,  attended  by  the  Signor  Alfeo,  and  as 
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in  a  few  words  the  Doge's  officer  ez{damed  to 
him  the  charge,  he  gazed  long  and  searchingly 
ID  HiiHp's  &ce. 

"  What  means  this  accoaation,  Signor 
Calva?" 

"  I  know  not,  my  Lord.  I  know  that  I  am 
innocent  of  the  charge  1" 

"  And  I,"  said  Alfeo,  turning  and  confi-onting 
^e  Venedan,  who  quuled  and  turned  pate 
before  his  look,  "  I  know  that  thou  art  inno- 
cent. Id  time  it  shall  be  proved,"  and  beading 
towards  Philip,  he  whispered  something  in  his 
ear,  for  the  soldier's  glance  brightened,  and  his 
manner  became  less  uneasy.  "  Yield  to  the 
law,  and  do  not  fear.  The  Signor  Verrina 
would  even  be  hail  tar  thine  innocence." 

"  There,"  answered  Verrina,  striving  to  look 
firm,  though  in  that  moment  his  very  heart 
grew  cold  within  him,  as  he  met  the  expressive 
features .  of  the  Roman,  calm  and  unchanged 
turned    upon     him.      "  There,    Signor,     thou 

irother's  guilt,"  observed  Alfeo, 
ilation  to  no  man." 
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"  A  brother  ?'*  asked  Verrina. 

"We  are  all  brothers"  said  the  Roman, 
calmly ;  but  Philip  thought  that  his  first  speech 
conveyed  a  Oiore  particular  statement. 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Philip,  much  assured  by 
Alfeo's  manner,  and  his  previous  communica- 
tion, "  I  hope  I  risk  no  fevour  in  thy  eyes, 
until  I  be  declared  guilty  of  this  foul  charge." 

"  None  r*  replied  Fiesco,  frankly  giving  him 
his  hand. 

"  With  thee,  Lady,"  and  pale  and  trembling, 
Verona  turned  her  face  to  him,  "  I  would  hope 
for  a  lenient  interpretation  of  this  charge.  As 
God  knows  all  hearts,  I  am  innocent  of  the 
crim;  laid  against  me." 

"  And  firmly  do  I  believe  thee  I"  was  all 
Verona  could  utter,  as  exhausted  she  sank  into 
her  seat,  while  Verrina  turned  away  fi:om  the 
place  she  occupied,  unable  calmly  to  bear  these 
proofs  of  an  attachment  whose  course  he  had  so 
long  and  so  ardently  desired  to  obstruct.  With 
a  last  look,  fiill  of  the  love  that  then  filled  her 
young  heart,  did  she  gaze  upon  Philip;  her 
eyes  dimmed  with  tears;  her  cheeks  bloodless, 
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and  her  small  white  hands  clenched  together,  as 
in  bitterness  of  spirit  she  thought  of  the  few 
moments  of  passionate  delight  which  had  ]He- 
ceded  this  HnrlfrmBg  that  now  obscured  the  light 
of  their  affection.  He  could  hardly  trust  himself 
to  speak,  and  murmuring  a  faint  farewell,  as  if 
his  bowed  spirit  had  &lleQ  prostrate  before  this 
charge,  he  turned  from  her,  and  accompanied  by 
the  Count  and  the  young  Spinola,  who  were 
followed  by  Verrina,  Lomellino,  the  pursuivant, 
and  his  men,  he  quitted  the  apartment.  Alfeo 
alone  remained  behind  with  Verona. 

The  Roman,  after  the  last  sounds  of  the  de- 
parting steps  had  become  no  longer  audible, 
tumed  towards  Verona,  who  still  sat  silent,  mo- 
donless,  almost  lifeless.  Gently  he  bent  bis 
head  down  to  her*s,  took  one  of  the  cold,  pale 
hands  th^  still  remained  clasped  leather,  nor 
did  she  resist  his  toudi,  and  said,  in  his  own  low, 
sneet  tones: 

"  Be  calm,  Lady  !  he  is  innocent  1" 

"  Innocent,  Signor !  I  know  it  in  my  own 
heart     But  the  proof?"  and  in  turn  she  clasped 
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his  hand  in  hers,  and  looked  inquiringly  in  his 
fiioe.     '*  The  proof  of  this  ipnocence  ?" 

"  Shall  be  present  when  required,''  said  Alfeo, 
in  a  prophetic  tone.  ^  Rest  satisfied,  and 
banish  from  your  mind  all  fear  as  to  the  result^ 
for  his  safety  is  certain,  even  though  now  great 
interest,  the  violence  of  great  passions,  that 
throw  not  away  one  instrument  neoessaiy  to 
their  success,  may  tend  to  keep  him  for  a  short 
space  confined.  But  he  is  mnocent,  and  the 
word  of  one  who  does  not  intentionally  err,  is 
pledged  for  his  safety." 

"  Of  whom  ?"  asked  Verona,  in  wonder,  as 
she  silently  dried  her  tears. 

"  Of ."    The  name  was  uttered  in  a 

low,  breathless  whisper.  The  maiden  startd, 
grew  paler  than  before,  gazed  fixedly  on  the 
Roman's  features,  then  bowing  her  head,  she 
mildly  said  : 

''  I  hope,  Signer !     That  name  is  a  talisman/' 
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CHAPTER  rV. 

Annual  Balbi,  the  morniog  after  Philip's 
being  lodged  in  the  prison  of  Genoa,  had  quitted 
that  dty,  attached  to  the  traia  of  the  dder 
Durazzo,  who  had  been  sent  by  the  Senate  on  a 
private  mission  to  Venice  to  settle  the  disputes 
between  the  two  R^niblics,  and  manage,  if 
possible,  an  alliance  between  them  against  the 
in&del  hands  of  Turks  and  Algerines  who  swept 
with  no  light  haad  the  coasts  of  the  Mediterra- 
nean. 

Tbe  news  of  the  yoiing  soldier's  capture  for 

the  crime  of  murder  had  raised  much  speculation 

amoDgst  those  in  Genoa  who  knew  him.    The 

misUess  of  the    '  White    Cross'   was  morally 
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oonviaced  of  his  innocence;  and  Eva,  ber 
humble  handmaiden^  would  have  sworn  it  on 
any  book,  sacred  or  profane,  from  the  Bible  to 
the  Alcoran;  but  with  none  did  it  prey  so  heavfly 
as  with  honest  little  Jerome  Varras.  Convinced 
that  the  accusation  was  a  falsehood ;  alarmed  at 
the  mysterious  comcidence  of  circumstances  that 
seemed  to  threaten  his  early  fiiend — ^for  eveiy 
hour  was  producmg  some  new  feet — ^Jerome  did 
not  know  how  in  this  emergency  to  act  He 
consulted  his  wife,  who,  heart  and  soul  a  friend 
to  the  gay  young  Captain  whose  great  associates 
never  had  yet  caused  him  to  forget  the  honest 
and  worthy  draper  with  his  comely  helpmate, 
scoffed  at  the  idea  of  danger,  and  had  wdl  nigh 
boxed  her  husband's  ears,  because  in  his  own 
knowledge  of  the  intricacies  of  law,  he  had 
merely  hinted  at  the  possibility  of  his  friend,  no 
matter  how  innocent,  being  found  guilty. 

Jerome  was  determined  to  see  Philip,  and 
judge  for  himself.  He  put  on  his  holiday  attire, 
and  obtained  permission  to  visit  the  prisoner. 
Sadly  and  S(»rowfu]ly  did  he  pass  through  the 
various  streets  leading  to  the  prison,  and  when 
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he  8h>od  before  the  dark,  gloomy  walls  that 
confiaed  his  frieDd,  aod  seemed  to  whisper  cod- 
riction  in  thrar  very  aspect,  he  blessed  himself 
that  his  ambitioD  had  been  an  humble  pride  to 
cut  his  own  doth,  and  not  the  bold  daring  to 
cut  throats.  To  Philip  he  was  introduced,  and 
not  in  Genoa  was  there  one  person  whom  the 
young  soldier  more  desired  to  see,  for  he  knew 
Itxome  had  the  wish  to  serve  him, ,  and  he  felt 
that  now  he  could  be  most  useful.  Calmly  and 
dispassionate!)'  did  he  enter  into  the  circum- 
stances of  this  peculiar  case,  after  having  related 
to  him  without  reserve  the  declaration  of  his 
affection  to  Verona— how  it  was  recaved — and 
the  open  manner  in  which  she  had  declared  her 
attachment  to  him ;  his  own  suspicions  of  the 
Venetian,  Vorina ;  his  knowledge  of  the  reasons 
that  might  induce  him  to  venture  the  perpetra- 
tion of  the  very  deed  which  he  had  now  charged 
agtunst  him,  for  though  Lomellino  was  the 
mouth-piece,  he  felt  Verrina  was  at  the  bottom 
of  the  plot. 

"  I  see  it  all,"  said  Jerome,  drawing  a  long 
breath.    "  Body  o'me  1  but  it's  as  plain  as  that 
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there  are  twenty-seven  inches  to  an  dl  Flemislv 
good  measure,  that  this  cursed  Venetian  has 
contrived  a  plan  to  rid  himself  of  you  without 
running  danger.  But,  Phil,  keep  up  your 
courage,  for  well  beat  him  yet  1  beat  him  with 
his  own  weapons  too  1" 

'^  Surely,  we  will,"  smiled  the  young  soldier. 
"  Yet,  Jerome,  who,  think  you,  can  have  com- 
mitted this  murder  ?'* 

*  ''  Satan  1"  replied  Jerome,  and  the  worthy 
draper  appeared  to  have  no  doubt  of  the  cer- 
tainty of  his  own  statement.  **  Who  else 
would  have  meddled  with  old  Vincent  Lorndfino 
— stiff  as  a  weQ  starched  ruff,  and  saving  as  a 
prebend?  No,  Philip  I  most  assuredly,  none 
other  had  a  hand  in  this  matter." 

'^  No  other  guided  it  any  how ;  but,  Jerome, 
to  drop  jesting,  it  is  strange  that  the  very  jeweb 
stolen  from  him,  and  the  very  money  that 
must  have  been  taken  on  the  night  of  the 
murder,  should  have  been  d^)Osited  in  my 
baggage." 

**  Indeed !"  said  Jerome,  now  opening  his 
eyes  to  the  fact  of  mate  mortal  agency  faavii^ 
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been  employed  in  this  affiur  than  that  of  his 
Satanic  Majesty. 

"  Yes !"  Bfud  Philip,  "  for  shortly  after  his 
heir  succeeded  him,  an  iaTHitory  of  the  property 
in  his  strong  box  was  discovered,  and  in  it  are 
mentioned  the  very  articles  found  in  my  lodging 
■tthe  'White  Cross.*" 

"  Then,"  said  Jerome,  in  a  low,  breath- 
less whi^)er,  "  there  is  hut  one  man  in 
Genoa  who  has  done  that  deed — ^Battdsta  Ver- 
rina!" 

"  Tush  !"  excMmed  Philip,  "  let  us  drop  the 
subject" 

With  conversation  on  various  other  matters, 
they  passed  the  remaining  part  of  Jerome's  visit, 
and  Philip  supported  by  some  internal  convic- 
tioo  that  his  innocence  would  he  soon  and 
clearly  proved,  talked  and  jested  with  his  old 
fiiend,  as  if  they  were  seated  in  the  shop  of  the 
late  Antony  Calva,  and  not  within  the  gloomy 
"alls  of  the  prison  <^  Genoa.     He  felt  no  dread 

..  1-  *L !(,,  jmj  Jerome  soon  acquired  the 

il  tone  of  his  companion's  spirits, 
Id  reminiscence  of  their  bye-gone 
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sports  and  amusements  was  rdated,  and  oA^d 
within  the  cold,  bare,  stone  walls,  did  the  little 
draper's  exclamation,  "  Body  o'me!"  sound 
musical,  as  it  was  followed  by  Philip's  heart} 
laugh. 

When  he  had  left  the  prison,  Jerome  pro- 
ceeded as  quiddy  as  he  oould  homewards,  and 
within  a  few  streets  of  his  own  dwelling  met  the 
Lady  Verona   attended  by   two    lackeys  who 
walked  at  a  distance  b^ind  her.     She  appeared 
very  pale,  but  in  her  eye  there  was  the  proud 
hope  of  success,  and  the  draper's  low  salutation,— 
and  never  had  he  paid  such  humble  deference  to 
her  before, — ^was  returned  by  a  sweet  smile,  as 
she  passed   on   to   the  Doria  palace  to  visit 
Mileta,  her  future  sister-in-law.     A  little  ferther 
on,  he  next  encountered  the  Count  Fresco  acd  a 
gallant  train  of  young  nobles,  with  the  Signors 
Alfeo  and  Verrina  riding,  one  on  each  side.  The 
Count  stopped  him : 

"  Well,  master  Varras,  what  news  from  our 
friend.  Captain  Calva  ?  I  shaU  see  him  before 
night,  when  I  return  from  the  cioufl- 
tains." 
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"  There  is  little  good,  my  Lord,"  said  Jerome; 
"  he's  in  prison,  that's  certain,  but  when  ht 
may  chance  to  get  out,  is  another  matter." 

"  True,"  observed  one  of  the  DurazQ.  "  It 
is  easier  to  oiter  those  walls  than  to  leave 
them." 

"  Yes  I"  said  Venina,  "  hut  in  this  instance, 
we  hope  that  our  young  friend's  innocence  will 
be  his  surety  for  a  quick  release." 

"  The  Signor  Verrina,"  laughed  Spinola,  "  has 
changed  his  belief." 

"  No,"  whispered  Alfeo,  while  a  s%ht  sneer 
curfed  his  lip,  "  he  has  but  altered  his  tactics. 
Signor  Verrina  never  changes,  unless  to  a  deeper 
shade  of  evfl," 

Guino  looked  amazed,  and  drew  his  horse 
1  [>ack,  while  Verrina,  who  had  not  over- 

I  le  words,  said  something  in  a  low  tone 

'  3,  and  as  the  latter,  after  a  momentary 

1  stud,   "Yes,     you    may    try;    but   be 

guarded  1"  the  Venetian  pulled  out  of  the 
line. 

"  Your  pardon,  Signors,  I  shall  overtake  you, 
befor?  many  seconds,"  then  riding  over  t»  Je- 
D  3 
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rome,  he  laid  lus  hand  on  his  ann,  stooping 
down  to  his  ear.  **  Master  Varras,  thou  art  one 
of  my  Lord  Fiesco's  friends  ?" 

*'  I  am  his  most  devoted  servant,"  said  the 
draper,  not  howev^  liking  either  the  communi- 
cation, which  he  saw  was  about  to  come,  or  the 
man  who  was  prepared  to  make  it.  *The  Count 
has  been  one  of  my  best  friends." 

**  Then,"  continued  Verrina,  sinking  his  voice 
to  a  still  lower  tone,  "  thou  art  ready  to  assist 
him  in  any  design  he  may  conceive  and  wish  to 
execute  against  the  enemies  of  the  State  and 
her  people." 

"  No !"  answered  Jerome  doggedly,  "  I  will 
never  consent  to  any  such  matter.  I  am  the 
Count's  devoted  servant  in  all  things  lawful; 
but.  Signer,  I  am  a  poor  burgher,  who  will 
not  meddle  with  what  he  does  not  under- 
stand." 

"  If,"  said  the  Venetian,  "  one  portion  of  the 
people  rose  to-morrow  against  the  other ;  bow 
wouldst  act  ?" 

"  Let  them  decide  for  themsdveSi  and  strive 
to  live,  if  the  winning  party  would  aDow  me. 
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VooT  men  with  anting  to  lose,  should  never 
meddle  with  the  State." 

"  Wdl !"  observed  Verrioa,  "  I  think  that 
after  all  thou  art  in  the  right,  and  no  matter 
bow  anxious  the  noble  Count  may  be  to  redress 
wrongs,  he  is  a  fool  to  incur  danger  for  a  scurvy 
set  who  nather  would  work  with  him,  nor  after- 
wards thank  him.  Good  day.  Master  Van-as ! 
I  believe  our  conversation  ends  to  our  mutual 
tatisfactiQn,"  and  touching  his  horse  with  the 
spur,  he  galloped  after  his  party. 

Jerome  paused  for  a  few  moments  in  the 
street  to  adjust  his  cap,  and  look  after  the  re- 
treating horseman ;  and  if  his  mind  had  been 
able  to  free  its  thoughts  from  dwelling  upon  the 
circumstances  of  Philip's  imprisonment,  he  might 
have  drawn  more  from  the  VenetJan's  words 
than  he  did,  and  surmised  something  from  the 
couDtenances  of  those  who  met  and  saw  him  in 
dose  contact  with  the  Venetian.  Many  turned 
and  looked  anxiously  in  his  face ;  but  not  even 
ttus  unusual  attention  affected  him,  for  he  soon 
ttacbed  his  own  dwelling,  and  in  the  business 
fif  the  day  forgot  the  events  of  the  morning,  with 
the  exception  of  Philip's  case. 
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In  a  few  days  the  rapidty  increasing  volcano 
would  burst,  and  still  Genoa  lived  in  securit)-, 
although  every  fifth  man  knew  that  the  danger 
was  at  hand  ;  as  yet  not  a  whisper  had  escaped 
to  warn  those  most  nearly  concerned.  That 
evening,  the  Doria  palace  was  filled  with  guests, 
and  new  associates  were  added  to  the  increas- 
ing band  of  the  conspirators,  under  its  ven 
roof. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

A  HOMTH  had  passed  unce  Philip,  under  the 
accusation  of  this  charge  of  murdering  Vincent 
LomeQino,  had  been  lodged  In  the  city  prison  ; 
and  with  the  conclusion  of  that  period  came  the 
morning  of  the  eventful  second  of  January  1  S47> 
Calm  and  beautiful  had  been  the  advent  of  the 
new  year.  No  storm  heralded  its  approach, 
and  its  predecessor  had  expired  like  human  ^e, 
contented  with  its  aDotted  space  of  existence 
and  soothed  by  the  happy  expectation  of  a  glo- 
rious future ;  for  not  a  frown  passed  over  its 
last  day  ;  slowly,  solemnly,  perhaps  mournfully 
it  sank  into  the  grave  of  time,  and  the  next 
mora  ushered  in  the  infant  year.     Its  eyes,  the 
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sun's  beams — ^its  breath  perfuming  the  air  with 
the  sweet  perfumes  of  the  fragrant  south— its 
tiny  hands  scattering  leaves  and  buds  upon  the 
advandng  children  of  the  coming  Spring ;  and 
its  warm  smiles  creating  hope,  and  life,  and 
love;  all  nature  seemed  to  have  sprung  into 
new  being  at  the  command  and  appearance  cl 
this  young  divinity. 

How  gay,  how  lovely,  how  more  than  beau- 
tiful did  Genoa  seem  on  that  morning  1  The 
inhabitants  said  summer  was  come.  The  old 
looked  forward  to  another  year  of  life ;  they  had 
now  safely  passed  the  winter.  The  young 
exulted  in  the  hope  of  that  continued  look  of 
time  which  so  well  assimilated  with  th&t  own 
joyous  hearts.  The  gay  were  gayer»  the  sad 
breathed  the  air  of  the  new  moming  and  were 
less  mournful ;  the  poor  were  rich  in  the  thou- 
sand glories  of  the  day,  and  the  languidly 
wealthy  forgot  indolence  in  the  aspect  of  nature's 
beautiful  appearance.  Softly  and  gently  the 
sun's  heat  descended  upon  the  houses  and 
palaces  of  Genoa,  as  if  in  fear  that  too  great 
a  contrast  with  the  departed  winter  would  startk 
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its  inbabitaDts;  and  its  joyous  beams  danced 
in  the  merry  power  of  its  playful  freedom,  and 
penetrated  door  and  window,  streaming  through 
hole  and  cranny,  and  gladdening  as  it  touched. 
Every  house  in  the  city,  oould  it  have  spoken, 
would  bare  sung  the  praisea  of  the  luminary  ; 
every  inhabitant  remarked  its  splendour,  save 
perhaps  two,  and  one  of  these  sat  in  the  Flesco 
palace,  ^andng  out  upon  the  beautiful  grounds 
that  environed  it ;  the  other  was  a  prisoner  in 
the  cold,  dark,  cheerless  cells  of  the  dty  prison. 
To  neither  Philip  nor  Verona  did  the  glorious 
promise,  of  the  New  Year  bring  an  alluring 
prospect. 

Confinement  will  presa  hard  upon  any,  on 
none  more  than  those,  who  accustomed  for 
years  to  the  bdd,  open  exercise  of  the  camp, 
rising  eariy,  constantly  exposed  to  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  the  weather,  are  suddenly  unmured  in 
a  prison  ;  the  light  of  day  shut  out  firom  their 
view,  or  but  partially  admitted  through  the 
dose,  iron-barred  window  of  a  dungeon  ;  their 
Hmbs  loaded  with  chains,  their  freedom  con- 
fined to  the  flow  of  a  celt,  and  their  exerdse 
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fredy  offered  gold  fiw  it ;  but  the  knowledge  he 
sought  was  strictly  confined  to  one  heart,  and  was 
unattainable  then.  Still  he  comforted  his  former 
companion.  He  called  at  the  prison,  laughed, 
(flatted,  sang,  and  for  the  time  amused  its 
vexed  and  disappointed  inmate,  llie  Signer 
Alfeo  took  so  mudi  interest  in  the  business  as 
always  to  urge  upon  the  Count  the  necessity 
of  postponing  his  trial ;  and  flesco,  then  high 
in  &vour  with  the  Donas,  easily  obtained  that. 
Verrina  was  silent ;  new  events  might  with  him 
Ttader  necessary  new  combinations;  but  now 
Dot  by  word  or  deed,  did  he  even  seem  to  evince 
the  fitintest  remembrance  of  the  young  soldier. 
If  his  name  were  mentioned,  his  ear  was  dumb 
to  the  sound. 

The  morning  of  the  second  of  January,  J  547, 
was,  as  we  have  said,  fair  and  beautiful;  and  the 
Lvly  Vavna  sat  in  the  apartment  of  the  Tiesco 
palace  usually  occupied  by  her  and  her  sister. 
Her  manner  had  lost  its  gaiety,  and  silent  and 
^  did  she  look  out  upon  the  gardens  before 
n^>  catchii^  no  joy  from  the  gay  flowers  that 
raised   th^  heads  to  kiss   the  sunbeams,   no 
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showed  no  want  of  attention ;  but  those  little 
mmelesa  proofs  of  a  woman's  presence,  those 
sinall  and  delicate  manifestations  of  her  sjnrit, 
that  iNreathe  an  order  indescribable,  beautiful, 
and  always  observable,  were  absent.  Verona's 
feelings  vnre  diverted  to  other  objects. 

She  sat  in  sad  silence.  Her  face  was  pale, 
veiy  pale,  thou^  it  was  the  paleness  of  mind 
that  shadowed  the  features,  not  the  absence  of 
health ;  her  eyes  were  bent  and  mournful,  and 
there  was  that  settled  languor  of  countenance, 
vriiidi  deootes  aibnent  in  some,  mental  anxie^ 
in  others.  It  was  the  type  of  the  latter  in  her. 
Her  hands  were  locked  together,  and  the  smaD 
fillers  pressed  into  each  other,  stnuoing  and 
twitching,  as  if  they  would  »Iently  sketch  the 
workings  of  the  mind.  The  toQing  of  a  neigh- 
bouring bell  chimed  the  second  hour  to  noon, 
and  as  its  last  sounds  died  away,  she  nervously 
raised  her  head. 

"Ten I  and  yet  he  is  not  cornel"  she  murmured 
to  herself,  then  as  a  distant  noise  like  a  foot&Il 
reaounded  through  the  passage  leading  to  the 
apartment,  she  paused  as  if  to  listen.     "  Yes, 
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aid  Verona  deeply  blushing, 
then  with  a  noble  frankness 
on  Alfeo's  highest  esteem, 
[)ou  knowest,  Signor,  that  I 
iarily  interested  in  his  safety 
I,  and  Alfeo  looking  kindly, 
ibund  sadness  of  expression 
her,  for  the  language  she 
id  considerably  to  embarrass 

dear  Lady,  though  perhaps 
t  honourable.  I  too  have 
ith  a  passion  that  time  only 
h  now  its  object  do  longer 
■"  but  he  could  proceed  no 

sobs  choked  his  power  of 
ma,  alarmed,  grieved,  saw 
lan  weep  like  an  infant.  Id 
dashed  his  hand  across  his 
eakness — nay  worse — it  is  a 
aess  for  which  I  demanded 
(uld  direct  your  attention," 

effort  he  removed  from  his 
roDg   manifestations  of  his 
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jects.  I  leave  you  now,  for  matters  of  supreme 
importance  claim  my  attention.  Be  cautious, 
and  if  you  want  a  friend,  next  to  the  Count 
fksoo,  seek  my  Lord  Annibal  Balbi." 

"  Annibal  Balbi  t"  exclaimed  Verona  sur- 
prised. 

"Yes,"  continued  Alfeo.  "The  generosity 
of  a  true  heart  outlives  even  the  rivalry  of  love. 
Trust  him,  Lady,  for  mark  me,  he  will  not 
deceive  you.  Now  farewell  for  a  time,"  and 
raimg  her  hand  to  his  lips,  be  left  the  apart- 
ment. 

Alone,  Verona  held  the  packet  for  some  mo- 
ments in  her  hands ;  her  c^es  upon  it,  and  her 
mind  inunersed  in  that  eddy  state  of  feding  and 
thought,  that  confiision  of  idea,  the  result  of  un- 
foreseen or  unexpected  circumstances,  until  the 
^lence  with  which  she  was  surrounded,  the 
weighty  interest  devolving  upon  her  man^^ 
meot,  dispelled  the  stupor  that  hung  over  her 
senses,  and  she  became  painfully  alive  to  her 
position.  Slowly  she  examined  the  important 
depodt  entrusted  by  Alfeo  to  her  care ;  curiously 
she  surmised  as  to  its  contents;  and  then  came 
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VcDetian's  ordinary  sdf-comm&Dd  to  meet  the 
effect  produced  upon  him  hy  these  words,  and 
his  arm  trembled  violently  as  he  {daced  the 
packet  in  Verona'a  hand. 

"  What  have  we  here  ?"  asked  Flesco, 
laughing.  '*  The  Signor  Verrina  trembles  under 
its  weight." 

"  Nay,  my  Lwd,"  said  the  Venetian,  "  I 
tremble  like  a  poor  subject  in  the  presence  of 
royalty." 

"  The  Signor  coins  compliments  fester  than 
the  mint  of  St.  Mwk's  does  sequins  I"  exclaimed 
the  young  Spinola. 

"  And  they  lose  value  by  their  frequency," 
smiled  Leonora ;  "  come,  Signor !  thou  wilt 
have  to  forswear  the  habit,  and  clothe  thy 
toDgue  in  the  sackloth  of  poor,  plain  sincerity." 

"  A  hard  fate  !"  whispered  Guino. 

"  I  am  not  a  Ligurian,"  said  the  Venetian, 
smiling,  "  and  may  more  easily  adopt  this  mea- 
gre raiment  than  some  nearer  the  Alps." 

"  True,"  observed  Flesco,  "  our  name  is  not 
synonymous  with  sincerity  if  we  believe  the 
ancient  Romans;"    and  relieved  by  these  few 

VOL,    lU.  E 
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s,  Venw>a  had  been 
while  fresco's  mind 
int  thcpug^ts  had  a 
sn  the  drcumstance, 
never  to  have  knowi 
e  are  for  the  city.  ] 
ber  !  Adieu,  hit  dan 
litted  the  apartment, 
'  occupants. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Secretly,  contiouonsly,  almost  imperceptibly 
to  its  origioators  and  partisans,  had  the  formi- 
dable conspiracy  now  existing  in  the  heart  of 
the  Genoese  Republic,  progressed  ^nce  its  insti- 
tution. 

Fiesco's  had  been  the  most  artful  pohc^  that 
he  could  have  adopted  for  lulling  suspicion ;  and 
of  all  those  implicated  in  its  expected  results, 
not  one  suspected  his  designs,  and  thus  none 
were  prepared  to  counteract  them.  Immersed 
in  pleasure,  the  type  of  the  luxuries  of  his  class, 
he  seemed  to  have  no  thought  beyond  self-grati- 
fication ;  and  his  companions  adopting  the  same 
E  2 
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his  own  knowledge  of  what  was  going  on  under 
thai  eyes,  tc^ther  with  the  infonnatioD  which 
be  had  received  from  Milan. 

In  a  small  and  beautiful  room  of  the  el^nt 
house  in  the  I^azza  Doria,  now  the  I^azza  S. 
Matteo,  then  inhabited  by  Andrew  Doria,  and 
almost  opposite  the  sacred  edifice  where  rest  his 
bones,  sat  three  persoDS.  One  of  them  reclined 
in  an  easy  chair,  with  one  arm  supported  upon  a 
table  beside  him,  and  the  other  resting  upon  the 
shoulder  of  a  younger  man,  who  sat  near  him. 
His  dress  was  a  loose  velvet  robe,  confined  round 
the  waist  by  a  thick  twisted  silk  cord,  and  his 
head  was  covered  with  a  small  velvet  skull-cap. 
He  seemed,  though  still  looking  vigorous  and 
robust,  to  have  lived  beyond  the  limit  of  time 
usually  assigned  to  mortal  Ufe,  for  his  hair, 
Khich  was  visible  under  the  edges  of  his  cap,  was 
as  white  as  snow,  and  his  countenance  wore  the 
expressive  indication  of  advanced  years.  Still  be 
ffas  strong  and  robust-looking,  hb  chest  promi- 
nent, his  hands  fiill,  and  the  veins  dear  and 
distinct ;  and  though  marked  by  time,  the  traces 
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were  more  those  of  a  pitying  destiny  thaa  of 
ah  avenging  destroyer.  His  eyes  seemed  to 
have  lost  little  of  their  original  brilliancy,  and 
their  firm,  decided  expression,  was  strength^ed 
by  the  character  of  his  other  features,  calm  aod 
determined,  the  traces  of  that  combined  life  of 
command  and  arduous  enterprize.  At  his  feet 
lay  a  large  stag-hound,  and  on  his  neck  was  a 
silver  collar,  with  the  name  of  Andrew  Doria 
engraven  on  it.  The  dog  was  a  present  of  the 
Emperor  Charles  to  the  old  sea  captain,  Andrew 
Doria,  at  whose  feet  he  now  lay. 

Next  to  him  sat  his  nephew,  Giannetino, 
and  however  time  might  have  changed  his 
evident  relations  with  the  Count  Fresco,  it  had 
taken  nothing  fi*om  his  haughty,  overbeariog 
disposition  regarding  others.  He  seemed  to 
glory  in  his  pride.  He  could  hardly  conceal  it 
before  the  cold,  indifferent  look  of  the  third 
party  present,  or  that  of  his  grand  unde. 

The  other  occupant  of  the  apartment  was 
Gomez  Inarez,  a  proud  Castilian,  crafty  and 
intelligent,  who  had  waited  upon  Doria  to  make 
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known  to  bim  the  contents  of  the  Govenior  of 
Milan's  letter ;  and  they  now  talked  unreservedly 
of  this  alleged  oonapiracy  against  the  RepuUic, 
and  the  lives  of  some  of  her  chief  men. 

"  I  hold  it,"  said  Inarez,  "  to  be  a  duty  to 
examine  these  reports.  If  true,  the  knowledge 
wiD  ampj^  reward  your  trouble  hy  saving  your 
lives ;  if  &lse,  you  do  no  harm." 

"  Tut  1"  ezclumed  Giannetino,  carelessly 
caressing  the  head  of  the  stag-hound  as  he 
spoke.  "  Your  Excellency  over-ratea  tlus  intel- 
ligenoe.  The  Count  Flesoo  has  now  become  our 
most  devoted  fiiend." 

"  It  is  but  the  artifice  to  covw  his  intentions," 
replied  Inarez.  "  The  Count  Hesoo  is  ambi- 
tious, fond  of  place  and  power,  and  none  wiQ 
convince  me  that  he  has  forgotten,  in  the 
dalliance  of  pleasure,  his  secret  wishes  for  autho- 
rity. Could  it  be  otherwise,  Sigoor  ?  Young — 
of  high  family ! — " 

"  Yes !"  said  Giannetino,  "  Us  fitpiily  ranks 
next  after  our  own  in  the  State." 

"  Indeed  I"  smiled  Inarez,  ss  he  contioued, 
for  he  knew   that  one  cause   of  Giannetino's 
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hatred  to  Fiesoo  was  the  proud  lineage  of  the 
Count.  '^  But,  Signors,  when  we  think  of  his 
youth,  his  position,  his  wealth,  his  profuse  expen- 
diture, and  princely  style  of  living,  more  resem- 
bling a  sovereign  ruler  than  a  contented  subject, 
these  drcumstances  afford  more  than  suspicion, 
for  they  almost  amount  to  proof,  that  these 
rumours  do  not  float  abroad  without  at  least 
some  probable  cause.  They  are  not  the  report 
of  enemies  circulated  with  the  intention  of  doing 
injury  to  their  object." 

"  Yet,"  said  Andrew  Doria,  speaking  for  the 
first  time  after  the  Ambassador's  statement, 
''  the  Count  Fiesco  is  not  the  model  of  a  con- 
spirator. He  is  too  affable  and  gay  in  his 
nature  to  put  on  the  dark  dress  of  a  plotter." 

*^  Be  not  deceived  by  these  appearances," 
observed  the  Ambassador, "  or,  perhaps,  when  too 
late,  you  may  wake  to  the  full  extent  of  your 
peril.  There  are  my  proofs ;  they  demand,  at 
least,  investigation.  Summon  the  Senate! 
arrest  the  Count  and  his  accomplices,  two  of 
whom  are  his  own  creatures,  Calcagno  and 
Sacco ;  and  the  third,  a  Venetian,  who  I  believe 
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is  ia  debt,  and  seeks  change  as  a  relief  from 
penury.  Arrest  these.  Suspicions  will  warrant 
this  mode  of  acting  towards  them ;  and  if  there 
be  any  truth  in  the  report,  his  capture  and 
examination  will  lead  to  immediate  disclo- 
sures/* 

"  Yet,*'  said  Andrew  Dona,  "  I  should  hardly 
take  these  violent  steps,  or  counsel  others  to 
adopt  them,  until  we  have  more  proof  than 
these  vague  suspicions.     Let  time,  and  ou^  own 

immediate  examination  into  these  alleged  cir- 
cumstances show  us  more  accurately  the  course 
we  should  adopt ;  and  we  will  soon  bring  this 
conspiracy  to  light,  and  punish  its  originators." 

"  Time,  Signers !"  said  Inarez.  "  Why  not 
act  on  the  instant?  My  private  advices  also 
mention  the  name  of  that  scoundrel  Famese, 
Duke  of  Placentia,  as  an  abettor  of  this  Count ; 
and  as  he  bears  no  love  to  the  name  of  Doria, 
the  very  fact  of  such  a  public  intimation  is 
almost  a  proof." 

"  It  is,"  said  Giannetino,  "  a  matter  to   be 

examined." 

£  3 


/' 


fj 


THE   HALF-BEOTHERS.  83 

"'  None,"  replied  Resco,  "  and  in  future  I 
will  be  more  punctual ;  for  after  Thursday  next 
I  intend  to  turn  hermit." 

"  The  plot  1"  muttered .  Inarez,  "  is  not  yet 
ripe !  And  then  he  added  aloud,  "  The  gay 
noble  vill  make  a  prop^  saint !" 

"  I  do  not  aim,  your  Excellency,  at  suclji 
emineQce.  I  seek  only  in  tbe  h^mit's  life  « 
cessation  from  the  toils  of  pleasure.  They 
becocoe  irksome,  and  after  my  f^te  op  Thursday 
next,  I  sh^  take  to  the  mountaiiw,  and  8f>end  sif 
months  in  prayer  and  &ating." 

"  A  most  proper  resolution  !"  laughed  C^aor 
netino  Doria,  though  at  the  allusion  to  the 
mountains  he  had  turned  pale  and  uneasy,  nor 
did  the  cbange  of  colour  escape  fleseo. 

"  Yes,  and  it  shall  be  ke^t.  On  Thursday, 
ttten,  you  wiU  oarae  to  bid  :tae  &reweQi  wd  if 
I  thougU  I  might  prevail  upw  another  pre^ 
«ent,"  and  he  turned  to  AAdrev,  "  I  ^ould  wi^ 
to  see  witdi  you  the  great  sea  Of^it^,  iw4  thi? 
first  man  in  Genoa." 

N^,  nay.  Count !"  s«d  (he  old  mw;  "  Z 
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impetuosity,  *'  thou  art,  my  Lord,  become 
daDgerous  to  Genoa  !"  Inarez  started ;  the 
elder  Doria  looked  confused,  and  flesco  calmly 
smiled. 

"  Methinks  I  am ;  and  as  I  said,  in  utter 
penitence  I  will  take  to  the  mount^ns.  For  this 
mormng,  my  Lord  Spinola  asserted  that  I  had 
well  nigh  ruined  his  son,  and  the  sire  of  Leone 
Durazzo  lays  at  tny  door  the  same  charge.  In 
truth,  1  find  that  I  am  become  a  growing  evil, 
that  only  injures  while  it  exists." 

"  By'r  Lady  !"  muttered  Inarez,  "  he  is  inno- 
cent, or  should  be  made  an  ambassador,"  and 
again  old  Doria  smiled. 

"  Thou  art  right,  my  Lord  !"  sud  Giannetino, 
"  and  couldst  hardly  imagine  that  I  did  mean 
any  thing  of  deeper  import  under  my  sudden 
charge." 

Hardly  !"  answered  Fiesco ;  and  not  a  musde 
of  hb  face  moved ;  not  a  change  of  feature 
expressed'  the  sudden  terror  that  the  words  of 
Giannetino  had  on  the  instant  of  their  utterance 
carried  to  bis  heart.  He  was  collected,  firm, 
and  unruffled.      "  Hardly — no  1      For    deeper 
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of  others,  and  dream  whUe  I  serve  them,  that 

I   am  ambitious.     Out  on  it  1   I  am  none  of  ji 

these !"  '  ' 

*'  Thou  wouldst  be  the  master,  then  ?"  asked 
the  Ambassador,  who  Mt  his  own  blood 
tingle,  for  in  Ilesco's  sketch  he  read  his  own 
picture.  **  Thou  wouldst  desire  sole  power, 
and  quench  thine  ambition  in  the  draught  of 
royalty  ?"  .! 

"  Tis  a  potent  cup  !''  said  Giannetino  Doria. 

"  To  make  men  drunk,  it  is  1     For  power  \ 

intoxicateth   faster   than  the  strongest  waters, 
observed   Flesco,   in   a  quiet>  measured  tone ; 
**  and  Signor,  I  but  do  you  a  favour  by  wishing 
that  the  draught  may  never  be  within  your  reach. 
Drink  poison  first  !'* 

**  I  thank  thee,"   was  Giannetino's  answer 
and  in  his  tone  and  the  manner  of  his  speech, 
Inarez    saw  how  unpalatable  was  the  advice. 
Fiesco  did  not  appear  to  heed  him. 

"  Signers,"  said  the  Count,  rising,  "  I  may 
depend  upon  two  of  you,  at  least,  for  Thursday'^ 
S^te,  and — "  he  continued,  turning  to  Andrew 
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the  ^rtment.  When  gone,  the  Castilian 
remaioed  for  many  minutes  silent,  pondering 
over  every  word  that  had  been  ^kea,  striving 
to  trace  a  latent  meaning  in  each ;  but  all  seemed 
so  open,  so  candid — ^his  denundation  of  power 
so  f]aiD  and  straightforward,  that  he  Dever 
imagined  the  man  who  flouted  at  the  minor 
offices  of  ambitioQ  was  striving  to  gather  into 
his  own  embrace  the  authority  of  a  sovereign 
prince.  He  turned  to  the  Dorias,  and  saw  in 
both  their  &ces  dedded  confidence,  and  implicit 
rdiance  upon  the  Count. 

"  What  says  your  Excelleacy  now  ?"  asked 
Gianoetino. 

"  Not  much  of  importance.  You  trust  this 
Count,  and  though  I  will  confess  I  see  not  one 
tangible  point  in  his  character  on  which  I  would 
hang  an  accusation,  yet  I  fear  him." 

"  He  is  not  dangerous,"  said  Andrew. 

"  I  trust  the  event  may  prove  your  correct- 
ness in  estimating  his  character,"  observed 
loarez.  "  I  shall  rejoice  in  being  mistaken," 
and  changing  the  topic,  he  shortly  afterwards 
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bursttng,  is  too  premature  by  at  least  a  month," 
and  tumiog  his  thoughts  to  another  subject  he 
dismissed  the  matter  for  that  day. 

The  plot  was,  however,  ripe,  and  the 
Goremor  of  Milan  nearer  the  truth  than  he 
himself  even  surmised. 
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wall  enclosing  the  court-yard  separated  it  from 
the  street,  and  on  the  morning  of  the  second  of 
January  the  gates  had  been  left  open,  and  the 
lower  parts  of  the  house  were  visible  to  those 
who  passed.  Several  servants  in  rich  liveries 
lined  the  steps  leadbg  to  the  grand  entrance, 
and  on  hooks  in  the  walls  of  the  coiirt-yard  were 
hung  the  bridles  of  a  number  of  horses  that 
had  been  standing  in  it  since  early  morning. 

This  eventful  day — which  was  to  decide  the 
fete  of  the  Conspirators,  and  the  city — found 
the  former  well  and  securely  prepared  for  carry- 
ing out  the  great  design  they  had  commenced. 
From  an  early  hour,  the  preceding  evening,  they 
had  been  employed  in  bringing  arms  into  the 
palace ;  and  now,  under  the  superintendence  of 
Sacco  and  Calcagno,  every  person  was  to  be 
received  into  the  palace,  but  none  allowed  to 
leave  it.  The  vassals  and  soldiers  who  were  to 
be  employed  in  commencing  the  revolt  had  been 
introduced  in  small  parties,  so  as  to  obviate  sus- 
picion, and  then  concealed  in  various  apart- 
ments. Armed,  prepared,  the  city  full  of  his 
adherents,   the  palace   strong  in   soldiers  and 
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partisans,  the  Count  could  i 
reAon  upon  success,  and  bi 
most  important  step—remaii 
for  with  but  few  exceptions, 
multitude  out  of  doors,  who  1 
promising  their  assistance  to  ( 
signs,  knew  what  designs  those 
to  him  through  the  benefits  t 
fK>m  him— lined  by  his  noblf 
strikingly  popular  hails  of  ehi 
hhndly  promised  support  and 
what,  they  were  profoundly  i 
now  remained  with  him  to  appi 
ntentions. 

ITie  leading  conspuntors  had  i 
he  Count  should  visit  the  c 
Jenoa,  he  should  wait  upon  the 
nve  seen  the  result  of  that  int 
rofound  reliance  upon  him,  a 
sensibility  to  any  of  the  dang, 
omez  Inarez  said  they  werethn 
3rt  object  was  to  gather  into  thi 
on  whom  they  could  rely,  , 
guainted  with  their  designs ;   a 
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who,  disliking  the  Daria  administratioii,  would 
job  Fiesco,  though  stiU  ignorant  of  his  inten- 
tions. They  calculated  upon  many  as  likely  to 
be  influenced  by  the  latter  motives ;  and  Yerrina 
was  dispatched  to  invite  to  the  palace  those 
whom  he  thought  most  likely  to  forward  these 
views,  while  Resco,  the  better  to  cover  his 
plans,  had  formed  a  riding  party,  and  accom- 
panied by  his  ?nfe  and  sister-in-law,  went  out 
shortly  after  his  return  fi^m  the  Dorias. 

little  Jerome  Varras  was  still  constant  in  his 
visits  to  Phifip,  and  he  had  been  more  than 
oDoe  the  medium  through  which  Verona  had 
conveyed  to  the  young  soldier  her  constant  and 
TinvaiTing  regard.  In  accordance  with  his  own 
plans  of  servii^  Philip,  he  frequendy,  when  any 
fresh  novelty  in  ladies'  gear  came  to  his  hands, 
waited  upon  her  at  the  Fiesco  palace  with 
samples ;  and  on  this  very  morning  he  left  his 
own  house  shortly  after  noon,  carrying  with  him 
some  rare  specimens  of  Eastern  manufacture, 
that  a  few  hours  before  had  been  landed  at  the 
port  of  Genoa.     In  passing  through  the  streets, 
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before  her  these — "  but  his  speech  was  cut  short 
by  the  servant's  statemoit  that  she  was  not  then 
in  the  palace. 
**  I  can  return  to-morrow/'  said  the  draper. 
"  Nay,  my  good  master !"  replied  the  other 
quiddy.  "  Once  in  to-day,  you  do  not  get  out 
until  the  morrow,  and  that  wiH  save  you  the 
trouble  of  returning  to  your  own  dwdling.  Your 
silks  wiD  keep  for  this  day.'' 

"  Tut,  man  1"  laughed  Jerome,  "  I  have  a 
wife  at  home  and  a  business  to  mind,  which 
don't  well  allow  any  holidays  beyond  Sunday 
and  those  ordained  by  the  Church,"  and  he 
laughed  again,  thoi^h  not  half  liking  what  he 
heard 

"  My  orders  are  decisive  1  This  way,  master 
draper." 

''And  my  resolution  is  also  decisive.  Ill 
not  that  way,  master  lackey.  Body  o'me !  can  a 
man  not  come  and  go  when  his  business  is 
finished  without  leave  from  you  ?  Oh !  here  comes 
the  Signer  Verrina  !"  exclaimed  Jerome,  some- 
what glad  to  see  him,  and  believing  that  he 
would  be  immediately  permitted  to  depart,  as 

VOL.  III.  F 


THE   HALF-BROTHERS.  99 

"  Many  thanks,  Signor/'  exclaimed  Jerome 
after  him,  and  as  the  servant,  who  had  retired 
before  the  Venetian,  again  approached  he  added, 
''  you  might  have  told  me  this  in  the  beginning, 
and  saved  time."    • 

"  True,  master  1"  and  the  man  led  the  way 
across  the  great  haU,  and  passing  through  many 
passages  stopped  at  a  small  door  near  the  rear 
of  the  palace.  He  opened  it,  and  Jerome  entered,  to 
find  some  half  dozen  armed  men  in  quiet  occu- 
pation, and  himself  locked  in  along  with  them. 
He  looked  at  his  companions,  and  found  them  all 
asleep,  llie  apartment  was  filled  with  arms,  and 
a  table  in  its  centre  was  covered  with  meats,  wine 
flasks,  and  beakers.  The  men  gave  an  uneasy 
turn  in  their  different  positions  as  the  noise  of 
his  entrance  partially  disturbed  them,  then  were 
again  fast  locked  in  sleep.  Jerome  did  not 
like  his  situation.  Quickly  he  reviewed  in  his 
own  mind  the  occurrences  of  the  morning ;  the 
troops  of  armed  men  he  met  in  the  streets,  and 
various  other  circiunstances  that  then  excited 
but  little  attention,  though  now  they  seemed  the 
disponent  parts  of  some  great  design ;  and  then 
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rhea  he  turned  and  looked  a 
iS  strangers  to  htm,  all  arm' 
)f  mHitary  accoutrements  that 
ipartment,  the  convictioo  flasht 
■ome  daring  attempt  was  t 
Dount.  One  of  the  men  a^ 
rery  hard,  and  not  too  pleasec 
rome,  he  drew  towards  himsel 
putting  the  mouth  of  it  to  1 
looked,  and  looked  and  drank 
gan  to  wish  himsdf  safely  a' 
Uneasy  and  alarmed,  he  as 
vacant  chair,  patiently  resolvi 
result. 

The  same  conduct  had  bee 
many  others,  and  in  the  meai 
Deeded  through  the  dty  to  in^ 
palace  those  who  were  belie< 
iotimatioa  or  present  dlsposii 
forward  his  ohjects.  With  i 
was  a  farourite,  for  he  pos: 
Tadlity  in  adapting  himself 
sodety  and  all  destriptions  o\ 
under  a  plausible  exterior  the 
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of  his  own  heart.  With  considerable  tact  and 
judgment,  he  invited  but  those  who  were  most 
likdy  to  advance  his  objects ;  and  naming  six 
o'clock  in  the  evening  as  the  hour  for  supper, 
he  proceeded  to  those  men — ^mosdy  burghers  of 
the  middle  dass  amongst  the  people,  and  who 
were  known  to  possess  the  greatest  inftuence  over 
the  p(^iulation  of  Genoa. 

«'Ha!  Master  Gritti,"  he  exclaimed,  striking 
on  the  shoulder  a  stout  man  who  stood  at  the 
entrance  into  the  butcher's  market  *'  How  fares 
the  world  with  youf 

'*  Gaily,  Signor,"  answered  tixe  other,  the 
chief  member  of  the  guild  of  butchers.  **  Gaily, 
Signer.     Can  I  do  aught  for  you  ?" 

'*  Not  to-day  I  You  sup  this  evening  with 
the  Count  Fiesco,  for  between  us  something 
must  be  done.  The  State— -the  Dorias — ^thou 
knowest  the  rest ;  men  of  importance  are  re- 
quired.   Thou  comest  ?^ 

*'  It  is  an  honour,"  said  the  butcher. 

**  Not  another  word.  At  half  past  five  of  the 
clock  l"  and  Verrina  passed  on,  leaving  the  ot&er 
delighted  by  his  invitation,  and  the  importance 
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thus  attached  to  his  name; 
walked  thiough  the  market, 
the  humbler  members  of  the 
to  some,  even  courteously  lift 
to  their  wives  or  daughters 
calch  their  eyes.  Bending  h 
spinners'  quarter,  and  there 
Count  Resco  was  all  power 
of  some  large  sums  that  h 
when  in  a  most  distressed  con 
tered  one  of  their  leading 
Bembo. 

"Master  flembo,  well  mi 
Fiesco's  kindest  respects.  H 
this  evening  at  his  palace  ft 
past  five.  Strange  events  taki 
Genoa  must  not  be  sacrificed." 
"How,  Signer r  asked  B 
shrewd  looking  man,  who  b 
wealth  in  the  lucrative  trade  vb 
in  silks  with  Paris;  "youalarn 
"  Yet  it  is  but  a  rumour.  R 
Md  threatened  to  levy  an  extra 
"W^Ke  of  the  Genoese  loom,  if 
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th^  Open  countenance  longer  to  the  Emperor 
Chades." 

"  The  Dorias  have  saved  Genoa  to  curse  it," 
remarked  Bembo  bitterly. 

"  it  is  but  a  rumour  though — ^perba}»  a 
foolish  one,"  urged  the  Venetian.  "  The  French 
King  does  not  object  to  the  neutrality  of  Genoa. 
He  win  respect  the  Republic,  while  it  does  not 
interfere  with  him — but  no  farther." 

"  Is  the  news  certtun  ?" 

"  I  think,"  said  Verrina,  lowering  his  voice 
and  bending  his  head,  so  that  he  only  spoke  in 
a  whisper:  "I  think  it  is  true.  The  Dorias 
must  he  guarded  agdnst,  or  farewell  to  our 
trade — to  your  trade.  You  sup  with  the  Count?" 

"I  shall  be  the  first  man  there,"  answered 
the  other  shortly,  and  they  separated,  master 
Bembo,  to  his  business,  Verrioa  for  the  Flesco 
palace.  With  a  firm  step,  as  if  that  night 
Would  hriog  wiUi  it  no  danger,  or  the  morrow 
perhaps  might  not  dawn  upon  the  defeat  of  the 
conspirators,  did  the  Venetian  walk  through  the 
streets,  still  preserving  that  courtesy  of  de- 
meanour which  had  won  him  so  good  a  name ; 
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in  which  what  seemed  a  most  irrelevant  subject 
was  introduced,  appeared  so  startling,  so  strange 
to  Verriiia,  that  with  all  his  self-possessioUi  his 
increasing  haughtiness  towards  Lareero,  be  felt 
the  colour  leaving  his  cheek,  and  his  limbs 
tremble  at  the  words  used  by  himr 

"Ha  !"  exclaimed  Lareero,  facing  him  sternly, 
"  I  touch  thee  now — touch  thee  to  the  quick. 
Good  day,  Signor !"  and  with  a  mocking  bow 
to  the  Venetian,  he  spurred  his  jaded  hack  and 
rode  on. 

"What  means  he?"  muttered  Verrina  to 
himself,  "  what  can  he  mean  ? — Signor  Lomel- 
lino  is  dead — 'tis  a  dull  truth,  unless  the  knave 
have  some  other  object  in  view  than  the  mere 
announcement  of  what  aU  Genoa  knows.  This' 
suspense  is  intolerable !"  and  muttering  to  him- 
self: "  this  night  decides  my  hopes  or  infamy !" 
he  passed  through  the  open  gates  of  the  Fiesco 
palace,  and  learning  the  Count  was  returned,  he 
sought  him. 

In  the  very  apartment  in  which  they  had  first 
planned  the  conspiracy,  Verrina  found  those  who 
were  its  originators,  Sacco  and  Calcagno,  to- 
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Count's  right  arm  in  thought — ^Verrina,  in 
action.  Now  he  seemed,  however,  to  be  but  a 
mere  passive  instrument,  for  he  assented  by  a 
gesture  or  a  look,  and  beyond  that  his  inter* 
ference  for  the  last  hour  had  not  gone. 

"  My  Verrina !"  exclaimed  Fiesco,  on  seeing 
the  Venetian  enter,  and  making  room  for  him 
at  his  own  side,  "we  prosper.  What  say 
you  ?   The  guests  are  invited,  and  will  come  ?" 

**  AH !"  answered  the  Venetian.  "  Some  ex- 
pect a  supper,  others,  more  reasonable,  think 
that  it  wiU  be  seasoned  by  a  lecture.*' 

''Nor  shall  the  knaves  be  disappointed! 
Signors,  our  &te  is  on  this  night's  game !  To* 
morrow,  we  may  rule  Genoa,  or  fill  her  prisons  ; 
but  for  brave  men,  death  is  better  than  a  pro- 
tracted slavery !  Any  change  less  miserable 
than  the  rule  of  the  Dorias  !" 

''  It  terminates  this  night,"  said  Sacco. 

"  Never  to  have  a  resurrection,"  added  Cal- 
cagno. 

"  True,  my  friends !"  continued  the  Count, 
**  for  once  overthrown,  it  will  never  rise  again  1 
The  Signor  Alfeo  is  silent — what  says  he  ?" 
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pass  through  the  eourt»yard,  and  enter  upon  the 
streets.     A  man  of  determination  and  energy, 
his  first  abject  was  the  business  of  his  mission. 
With  caution  and  prudence  he  first  went  to  the 
Doria  palace,  and  found  that  as  yet  no  suspi* 
don  of  his  design  had  entered  there.     At  the 
pubfic  places  he  listened  to  the  conversation  of 
the  citizens ;  but  there  also,  there  was  nothing 
to  annoy  him.     He  passed  on  to  the  city  gates ; 
lounged  for  some  moments  in  pleasant  conver- 
sation with  an  officer  of  the  guard;  with  a  glance 
confirmed  a  partisan,  and  then  turned  to  the 
city  haihour.     Here,  as  elsewhere,  aQ  seemed 
peace  and  security.     Sailors  were  trimming  the 
saik,  and  maidng  preparation  for  the  departure 
of  the  galley  belonging  to  Jerome,  the  Count's 
brother,  for  she  had  been  kept,  though  not  his 
property,  in  his  name.     Men  lounged  about  the 
port,  sailors  and  landsmen,  yet  amongst  many 
there  was  a  peculiarity  of  conduct  and  expres- 
sion when   the  Venetian  approached.     Some- 
times a  rapid  sign  would  be  made,  and  then  he 
passed  on. 
Not  a  suspicion  seemed  to  have  taken  pos- 


THB   HALF-BROTHERS.  Ill 

^er  by  Verrina's  orders  and  adapted  to  them ; 
for  he  had  made  these  cabinets  the  depositories 
of  his  valuable  papers,  and  amongst  them  those 
which  he  had  secured  on  the  night  of  Lomel- 
lino's  death.  Over  the  fire-place  hung  an  old 
pamting;  the  date,  more  than  two  hundred 
years  antecedent  to  his  arrival  in  Genoa,  was 
1322.  It  was  dark  and  almost  indistinct,  the 
colours  bronzed  by  time  had  lost  their  varieties, 
and  aD  were  blended  into  one  indistinct  shade  of 
a  brown  purple,  while  the  outline  of  the  figures 
was  hardly  observable ;  their  features  and  what 
the  painter  meant  by  his  conception  had  become 
too  worn  and  disarranged  by  time  to  be  now 
traceable.  Verrina  paused  before  it.  The  dark 
shades  of  the  evening  fell  upon  its  surface,  and 
it  seemed  almost  a  type  of  himself. 

He  raised  his  eye  mechanically  from  it  to 
the  cabinets.  The  light  was  dull,  yet  he  thought 
he  could  perceive  the  white  edge  of  a  slip  of 
paper  creeping  out  through  the  opening  where 
the  doors  met.  He  gazed  on  it,  as  if  spell- 
bound. He  could  not  move,  could  not  stir  to 
convince  himself  of  the  reality  or  illusion  of  his 
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and  his  oountenanee  grew  pi^,  while  a  sicldy 
teiTor  crept  over  his  heart.     "  What  next  ?'' 

The  servan^t  did  not  answw.  He  grew  puler 
than  his  master,  his  features  were  moved  as  if 
by  some  internal  struggle,  and  then  he  stood 
still  as  a  statue,  the  image  of  mute,  motionless 
tenror. 

'*  Wlain !''  shouted  Verrina,^  fiercely  dutchtng 
his  arm.  "  Who  was  here  ?  What  his  busi** 
ness  ?    Why  was  he  admitted  ?" 

'^  He  presented  your  own  signet  ring,  Signer, 
and  said,  you  had  sent  him  1" 

The  Venetian  felt  his  Uood  flow  cold  and 
languid  through  his  veins,  as  if  the  channels 
were  Hned  with  ice.  His  heart  beat  violently — 
a  racking  pain  pierced  through  his  brain.  His 
aignet  ring  1  He  had  lost  it  on  the  night  of 
Lomdlino's  death.   **  The  name  of  this  visitor?'' 

<<  Castruoci  1"  and  as  if  the  name  was  too 
great  for  utterance,  the  servant  paused  to  take 
breath* 

"  Go  1"  said  Verrina,  with  superhuman  quiet- 
ness in  his  tone.  *^  It  was  wrong  to  have  ad- 
mitted him,  but  the  ring  was  sufficient  warrant. 
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the  workmen  of  Florence !  he  has  been  here 
foiled.  He  has  stolen  nothing.  See,  that  you 
admit  him  not  again/'  and  with  these  brief 
directions,  and  a  light  laugh,  while  terror  and 
deep  dread  sat  upon  his  heart,  he  again  entered 
the  streets,  and  dismissing  his  attendants,  pro- 
ceeded alone  to  the  Count's  palace. 

The  stillness  of  night  was  rapidly  descending 
upon  the  dty  ;  the  shops  were  closed ;  the  bur- 
ghers' business  for  the  day  was  finished,  and  the 
streets  bad  become  tranquil,  relieved  from  the 
pressure  of  trade  and  the  throng  of  commerce. 
Verrina  attended  little  to  any  of  these  circum- 
stances, for  with  rapid  step  he  passed  on  to  the 
palace.  When  he  reached  the  great  entrance, 
he  turned  to  the  nearest  lackey. 

'*  Let  the  gates  be  closed !  Open  them 
for  all  who  seek  admittance,  but  allow  none 
to  pass  out."  He  then  proceeded  to  the 
Count 
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Jerome  thought 
met  more  anned 
lot  to  eocounter  ; 
dty.     Yet  he  nc 
to  any  device  of  i 
tbou^  thinkiiig 
Wis  not  just  rigli. 
prudoot  man  he  s< 
and  counting  Fic.-^i 
he  never  intruded 
tx  his  wares. 

When  beanivt' 
io  the  street  were  i 
bv  what  he  saw  in 
tit>4ant  apartments 
the  rattUngof  arm- 
S(.>unds  there — and 
connecting  what  pi 
within,  and  what 
when  his  reasoniriL 
shortened   by    a    L 
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7«&t  baaquetiog-faall 
to  their  being  m- 
lent,  they  bad  been 
other  rooms  of  ^e 
produce  no  unneoes- 
B  had  been  kept  fi«e 
d  nothing  calculated 
the  ultimate  objects 
iwed  to  be  placed  in 

ock,  was  intended  to 
r  being  ready;  and, 
ad  waited  personally 
ad  Jested  with  them, 
[east  intention  of  his 
I  was  myeterious  and 
before  the  ringing  of 

lister  Gritti   of  the 

oion,  Master  Bembo, 

ter,  "  there  goee  the 

shall  we  go   down 
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been  assembled  in  the  great  banqueting-hall 
of  the  palace.  Previously  to  their  being  in- 
troduced into  this  apartment,  they  had  been 
located  in  some  of  the  other  rooms  of  the 
buildmg ;  and  in  order  to  produce  no  unneoes- 
saiy  alarm,  these  chambers  had  been  kept  free 
from  soldiers  or  arms,  and  nothing  calculated 

to  excite  suspicion  as  to  the  ultimate  objects 

ji 

of  the  entertains:  was  allowed  to  be  placed  in  | 

them. 

A  bell,  rung  at  six  o'clock,  was  intended  to  ] 

give  notice  of  the  supper  being  ready;  and, 
in  the  meantime,  Flesco  had  waited  personally  \ 

upon  his  guests,  talked  and  jested  with  'them,  h 

* 

yet  without  revealing  the  least  intention  of  his  j 

designs.  On  this  head  he  ^m&  mysterious  and 
silent ;  and  some  minutes  before  the  ringing  of 
the  beD,  he  had  left  them. 

"By're  Lady!"  said  M^ter  Gritti  of  the 
flesh->market,  to  his  companion.  Master  Bembo, 
of  ike  silk-spinners'  quarter,  **  there  goes  the  I- 

bell  for  Supper!      Come,   shall  we  go   down  \. 

together?"  V; 


\ 
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those  in  the  rear  of  them,  where  the  full  light 
of  many  lamps  streamed  down  and  illumined 
the  passage,  and  the  features  of  those  in  it. 

"Proceed,  Signors!"  exclaimed  the  master- 
butcher,  who  snuffled  and  strove  to  catch  the 
fiime  of  the  viands,  which  he  believed  laid  out 
in  the  hall,  and  whose  appetite,  at  all  times 
keen,  had  now  been  provoked  by  a  long 
fest.  "Proceed,  Signers!  The  supper  waits 
us!" 

**  Supper !"  muttered  one,  turning  an  angry, 
red  face  towards  the  speaker.  **  Supper,  in- 
deed !" 

"Yes!"  exclaimed  another.  "A  supper  of 
loQgToledos  and  Milan  mail!  Master  Gritti, 
here  is  way  for  you  !" 

"  Tush  !  Signers  1"  exclaimed  Tomaso  As- 
sereto,  who,  admitted  into  the  secret,  and  having 
become  an  active  agent  in  the  conspiracy, 
now  pressed  forward.  "  We  shall  fast  this 
evening,  to  sup  more  gaily  on  the  morrow. 
There,  Signers,  here's  way  made !"  and  the 
company  now  filed  forward  into  the  great  hall. 
Surprise,  terror,  wonder  and  alarm  were  now 
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palace  was  famed  throughout  Genoa,  were 
heaped  piles  of  armour.  Suits  of  mail,  of  a 
higher  quality — plate  and  chain — than  that 
lying  in  the  court,  were  arranged  on  the  various 
taMes,  and  weapons  of  eveiy  description  were 
Strewed  among  them.  Each  man  looked  at 
his  neighbour.  What  meant  all  these  curious 
and  most  dangerous  preparations  ?  was  a  ques- 
tion asked  in  the  silent  gaze  of  each.  Those 
who  had  no  idea  of  the  conspiracy  were  stupi- 
fied — amazed — astonished.  Those  who  knew 
that  the  Count  had  determined  something  for 
that  night — ^but  what  they  could  not  accurately 
explain — ^felt  that  what  they  saw  exceeded  any 
anticipations  they  had  dared  to  form.  Those 
well  aware  of  his  designs,  were  astonished 
themsdves  by  their  effects  upon  their  compa- 
nions. 

The  silk-spinner  had  stuck  hard  to  the  skirts 
of  the  butcher  :  "  Master  Gritti,"  he  said,  in  a 
tremulous  voice,  **what  mean  these  prepara- 
tions ?     We  cannot  sup  on  cold  steel !" 

''Many  a  good  man  has  though  1"  replied 
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a  mdancboly  tone,  **  yet,  Sigoor,  I  agree  with 
you;  and  I  fear  me  that  this  madness  will 
iDJm«  himself  more  than  it  will  others'' 

''Tushr  exclaimed  the   butcher,  and  the 
word  had  been  tiJcen  up  by  the  Count's  par- 
tizanst  and  thus  the  attention  of  the  guests, 
who  had  brokto  into  small  knots,  and  were 
discussing — ^many  in  an  angry  tone — what  had 
just  occurred,  was  diverted  to  another  object 
"  Tush  !     Silence,  Signore !    The  Count !" 
**  I  care  not  T  muttered  Bembo. 
**  Would    tiiat   I    stood    behind    my    own 
counter !"  prayed  Jerome ;  and  then  the  Count, 
smiling  and  richly    dressed,    accompanied  by 
Alfeo,  Sacco,  Calcagno,   Venina,  his  brothers 
Jerome  an^  Ottobon,  his  natural  Inrother  Cor- 
neliusy  and  others  of  his  staunchest  adherents, 
walked  slowly  into  the  hall.     The  interest  of 
those    present,    their  excitement — ^the    oHise- 
quenoe  of  such  strange  and  unexpected  pro- 
ceedii^s — vrete    both    raised    to  the    h^hesl- 
pitch,  when    Fiesco  and  his    party  advanced 
itkto  the  halL    Their  astonkhment  could  not= 
escape  his  notice. 

6  2 
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"  Now,"  he  whispered  to  Alfeo  and  Venina, 
who  hoth  stood  near  him,  **  comes  the  moment 
of  trial.     Courage !    We  shall  succeed." 

"  I  never  doubted,"  said  the  Venetian.  AUeo 
remained  silent. 

Fiesco  slowly  advanced  into  the  centre  cxf  tlie 
apartment  His  eye  seemed  instinctivdy  to 
pick  out  those  men  on  whom  in  this  emergency 
he  could  depend,  and  the  first  to  whom  he  ad- 
vanced was  the  butcher  Gritti. 

"  My  friend,  thou  art  surprised.^ 

"  But  not  terrified,"  said  the  other. 

"  Good !"  rejoined  Flesco,  and  he  went  round 
the  rest,  with  a  word  of  encouragement  to  one, 
a  compliment  to  another,  a  kindly  greeting  to  a 
third,  and  an  inquiry  for  a  fourth ;  and  then,  ^prhen 
he  had  thus  mentally  reckoned  upon  those  who 
might  be  depended  upon,  his  countenance  brigbt- 
ening  up,  his  eyes  kindling,  his  nostrils  dilating, 
his  every  feature  exhibiting  the  pressure  of  the 
strong  feelings  that  animated  him,  he  motioned 
for  silence  with  his  hand ;  and  as  th^  became 
hushed  in  expectation  and  dread,  he  addressed 
them. 
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"  My  friends,  you  are  doubtless  surprised^ 

perhaps  many  of  you  alarmed,  when  invited  here 

to  partake  of  an  entertainment,  you  find  nothing 

save  the  evidences  of  war.     But  I  do  not  now 

call  upon  you  to  come  to  feast ;  I  invite  you  to 

join  me  in  a  deed  of  valour  and  justice,  which 

will  establish  our  liberties,  if  happily  achieved, 

and  crown  you  with  immortal  renown.     Strike 

for  Genoa  1  for  our  country !     She  calls  upon 

you,  supplicates  you  with  outstretched  arms  to 

rdease  her  from  the  odious  tyranny  that  crushes 

and  destroys  her  spirit,  annihilates  her  fi^dom, 

and  enslaves  her  children ! 

''  la  there  any  one  here  that  can  be  ignorant 
of  the  pressing  danger  of  the  commonwealth  ? 
What  do  you  imagine  is  the  meaning  of  the 
warlike  preparations  that  fill  our  streets,  and 
crowd  our  harbours?  My  fiiends,  we  have 
already  suffered  too  much  firom  the  insolence  of 
Giannetino,  and  the  tyranny  of  Andrew  Dona ; 
and  now  we  behold  the  evidence  of  their  conti- 
nued designs  against  our  fii'eedom,  in  their  pre- 
sent naval  and  military  preparations.  They  are 
the  firm  adherents  of  the  Emperor  f  and  his 
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power  must  be  founded  in  our  shvery— pthdr 
gloiy  raised  oa  our  debasement  I  Im^btprave 
by  lettees  beyond  the  power  of  suspkaoDi  that 
the  Emperor  has  promised  to  Andrew  Doris  tiie 
sovereignty  of  Genoa,  and  is  ready  to  fulfil  Us 
promise.  1  could  prove  to  you,  by  unimpeacb- 
aUe  testimony^  that  Giannetano  Doria  has  three 
times  attempted  my  life!  .But  I  seek  not  to 
exdte  your  resentment  fbr  my  wrongs,  wUbt 
the  wounds  of  the  conmionwealth  call  akmd  to 
you  for  a  physician.  They  would  ^raise  « tfaraoe 
on  the  lifeless  body  of  the  State;  but  thk  un- 
righteous dominion  you  have  it  now  in  yov 
power  to  subvert,  and  firmly  to  estabUi  tike 
^fireedom  of  your  country ! 

'*  You  must  drive  out  from  amongst  jou 
these  tyrants,  and  I  have  now  adopted  the  tt^i 
effectual  means  for  this  purpose,  whidi  toaflB^ 
but  your  consent  and  willing  assistanos  to  ^ 
crowned  willi  success.  Our  associates  mubiV* 
our  allies  powerful^  and  these  tyrants  sleep  m 
security,  unprovided  against  tiie  blow  tM 
threatens  them.  Methinks  I  see  your  ^ 
sparkling  with  the  generous  fire  whioli  a  jo^ 
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revenge  kmdles  in  your  hearts  1  I  know  you 
are  impatient  to  express  your  resentment^  to 
secure  your  estates,  your  peace,  and  the  honour 
of  your  ^unifies  I  Let  us  then,  tay  fiiends,  save 
the  reputation  of  Genoa;  let  us  preserve  our 
country ;  and  let  us  show  the  world  that  there 
are  yet  left  in  Genoa  honest  men  who  will  pur- 
chase freedom  at  the  expense  of  theur  lives  1'' 

• 

He  ceased.  A  low  murmur  of  approbation 
rose  in  the  apartment,  for  Us  own  vassals  and 
retainers  had  no  will  beyond  his.  Yet  the  sud- 
den announcement  of  his  designs,  the  extraordi- 
nary consequences  that  might  result  from  them, 
the  utter  want  of  preparation  on  their  part  for 
any  expectation  of  a  design  so  vast,  so  dangerous, 
so  calculated  to  produce  startUhg  effects,  stunned 
hy  its  explanation  the  timorous,  startled  the  bold, 
and  horrified  the  virtuous. 

Yet  the  speech  was  admirably  adapted  for 
the  audience,  amongst  whom  were  many  deorous 
of  change,  and  hoping  to  draw  from  the  turbu- 
lence of  an  insurrection,  and  the  success  of  the 
Count's  designs,  thdr  own  rewards.  Private 
motives  weighed  with  some  wlio  heard  him,  for 
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the  Venetian  was  not  the  only  man  who  expected 
to  turn  to  his  own  personal  advantage  the  hurry 
and  the  confusion  of  a  revolution.  Eveiy  passion 
of  those  present  was  influenoed.    No  man  knew 
how  much  his  neighbour  might  have  been  a 
party  to  this    conspiracy    before    its    present 
announcement ;  and  suspicious,  afraid,  lest  suc- 
cessful against  the  Dorias  they  might  fall  victims 
to  a  refusal  to  join,  many  found  themselves  com- 
pelled to  assent.     Some  were  dependants  of  the 
Count ;  some  feared  his  resentment ;  and  otbos 
-with  nothing  to  lose,  but  all  to  gain,  looked  to  a 
.revolt  as  death  or  the  means  to  fortune. 

"  What  say  you»  friends  T'  asked  flesoo, 
again  looking  round  upon  his  guests,  and  his 
face  had  acquired  a  paler  shade,  as  their  siknoe 
for  a  few  minutes  continued.  *'  Signer  Gritti,'' 
as  the  butcher,  important  with  a  powerful  dass^ 
stood  prominently  forward,  "  will  you  strike  for 
Genoa  r 

'<  I  am  thine,  my  Lord  V*    exclaimed  the 
other. 

''  Thanks  1 "     and    cordially    pressing  the 
butcher's  hand,  he  proceeded    past    his  two 
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ndghbours,  for  he  read  in  their  faces  no  encou- 
ragement, and  stopped  beside  another  tall  man, 
who  stood  also  somewhat  forward,  his  hand 
resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword :  ''  Does  the 
Signor  Priuli  strike  with  me  ?  Liberty  demands 
his  aid !" 

^'  She  shall  not  ask  in  vain !"  rejoined  the 
other.  ^*  I  hold  the  blade;  the  scabbard  is 
gonel''  and  unsheathing  the  weapon,  he  flung 
aside  its  scabbard,  and  hung  the  sword  naked 
at  his  side. 

''  Would  that  Genoa  had  more  such  sons ! 
but  we  do  not  despair.  Ah  I  the  Signor  Donate, 
I  see  thou  art  with  us.  Giovanni  Pesaro,  courage ! 
thine  assistance  is  in  itself  a  host!  Master 
Errigo,  all  Genoa  would  rise  at  thy  voice  1  Pascal 
Cicogna !  In  truth,  with  such  it  were  madness 
to  despair !''  and  thus  picking  out  the  men  to 
be  depended  on,  he  turned  to  the  Signor  Gritti : 
''  What  say  the  silk-spinners  V* 

"  My  Lord  I"  said  Gritti. 

''  One  word !''  interrupted  Fiesco  in  a  whis- 
per.    "  Thou  art  not  with  us  ?" 

"No!    But—" 

63 
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''SSencer    and    Gritti    remamed   dumb.'' 
Master  Varras  \" 

''  I  am  no  soldier,  my  Loid,"  began  Jeraw. 
''  Tush  1  I.  know.  Signor  Vorrina,  tbon  wit 
see  these  two  worthy  citizens  aafialy  disposed  o€ 
for  this  night.  In  the  morning  they  will  be  at 
liberty/'  and  Jerome  and  Ghitti  bring  led  cot 
from  the  hall,  were  both  ^onfiMd  in  tfie  wj 
apartment  m  which  Jerome  had*  passed  Ifae 
morning.  The  worthy  draper  looked  at  his 
companion,  who  remained  silent,  and  tboi 
resigned  himsdf  calmly  to  his  fate» 

<<  All,"  adced  Fiesco,  *'  aze  now  with  mef ' 
''  All !"  was  re-echoed  back  in  a  low,  stcro 
tone,  which  sounded  heavily  upon  the  Cooot's 
own  heart ;  and,  perhaps,  if,  an  hour  before,  one 
kind  word  of  advice  had  been  given  to.  him,  he 
might  have  been  saved.  But  now  the.die  w 
cast;  his  fate  was  decided;  and  the  time  for 
repentance  had  passed,  ^wfllowed  up  in  the  hour 
for  action.  ''  All !"  A  smile  of  triumph  psssed 
over  Verrina's  face ;  a  new  feeling  seised  upon 
his  mind. 

'' AH  1"  he  muttered  to  himself.  ''To-mOROW, 


THB  HALP-BROTHBRS.  131 

and  I  defy  power !"  and  he  turned  to  look  upon  his 
oompanions.  Sacco  and  Calcagno  seemed  fiiUy  to 
appireciatb  the  importimoe  d  the  crisis  ;  but 
on  the  Roman's  dark,  impassiUe  features,  no 
change  appeared  to  have  taken  place,  though 
Verrina  thought  he  saw  lurkbg  a  wild^  terrible 
expreBsioh  in  his  eye ;  but  his  face  was  mostly 
averted,  and  he  could  not  judge  of  his  feelings 
by  Us  eount^iance. 

"  Then,  my  frirads/'  continued  Hesco,  **  Genoa 
does  not  demand  empty  hands.  Here  are  arms, 
and  tiiough  they  may  not  be  much  needed^  stili 
it  is  advisable  that  they  should  be  worn,  fqr  even 
coward  hearts  learn  bravery  when  prepared.  To-i 
morrow  night  we  shall  sup,  when  triumphant  in 
success !    To-night — " 

"  We  may  die  1"  muttered  Alfeo,  so  low  that 
none  heard  his  words. 

"  We  shall  sup  with  the  Donas  I"  shouted 
the  butcher. 

'^  Thou  art  my  prophet !"  added  Fieseo. 
*'  Courage,  then,  my  fiiends !  But  a  few 
moments,  and  I  am  with  you,"  and  caBidg  for 
the  senesdhal  of  his  palace,  he  otda^  suoh 
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refreshments  as  he  considered  most  aooeptaUe, 
and  bread,  with  wine  and  cold  meats,  was  plen- 
tifnlly  distributed  among  the  vassals  and  soldiers 
in  the  court-yard,  while  Fiesco  alone  left  the 
apartment  The  Venetian,  with  Sacoo  and  Cai- 
cagno,  went  amongst  the  guests,  but  the  Roman 
kept  aloof,  and  his  eye  followed  the  receding  figure 
of  the  Count  to  the  door ;  then,  as  if  impeDed  by 
some  sudden  and  powerful  agency  of  mtemal 
feeling,  he  bounded  after  him,  and  as  he  had 
just  reached  the  passage,  he  stood  by  his  side. 

"  My  Lord !" 

''  Well,  my  friend  T'  asked  Fiesoo,  and  his 
own  face  pale  and  care-worn,  (for  as  he  had 
departed  fit)m  the  hall  the  conflirting  fedings  of 
his  heart,  no  longer  stayed  by  the  excitement  of 
the  previous  scene,  came  rushing  upon  him),  was 
turned  towards  the  paler  features  of  the  RomaD» 
"  what  would'st  thou  ?" 

''Do  we  act  right?"  asked  the  Roman 
shortly. 

**  Signer,  the  hour  for  doubt  has  passed.'' 

"  True !"  muttered  the  Roman.  «  Go  on!  I 
return,'^  and  slowly  he  retraced  his  steps  to  the 
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haU.  ''YeV  he  added/' why  should  I  hesitate? 
The  memory  of  past  misfortune  will  atone  for 
the  present  He  did  not  hesitate  in  crime,  nor 
win  I  in  vengeance  t  In  vengeance  for  thy 
wrongs,  Giulia  !'* 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

The  noise  of  preparation  had  penetrated  to 
the  apartments  of  the  ladies  of  the  CoimVs 
household.     It  was  impossible  that  tnxips  of 
armed  men,  and  loads  of  the  weapons  of  wir 
could  be  conveyed  there,  without  some  rqxvt  of 
these  circumstances  coming  to  the  ears  of  Ve* 
rona  or  her  sister;  and  alarmed,  uneasy,  ^ 
saw   the  preparations  which   had  beea  made 
during  the  day  for  the  enterprise  of  the  night 
For  what  purpose  these  men  or  these  heqiB  of 
weapons,  were  brought  into  the  palace,  neither 
knew,  nor  could  even  guess,  but  their  wast 
suspidons  and  their  greatest  fears  were  exeitad 
by  such  imusual  occurrences.   Fiesoo's  connr- 
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sation  during  the  day  had  frequently  provoked 
rmiark.  He  wm  soqietimes  gay,  but  it  was  a 
forced  gaiety^  and  instead  of  that  lively  plea- 
santry which  had  always  on  previous  occasions 
marked  his  conduct^  he  had  often  lapsed  into 
gloomy  meditatioils,  from  which  when  roused, 
he  spoke  irrdevantly  to  the  question  proposed  or 
the  subject  mentioned.  Circumstances  so  un- 
usual had  not  escaped  the  notice  of  those  most 
interested  in  his  welfare. 

The  apartment  of  the  Lady  Leonora  was  now 
occupied  by  hersdf,  her  sister,  and  an  old  man 
of  dignified  and  venerable  appearance,   Paul, 
Fsnsa,  the  Count's  Governor.     The  latter  sat 
on  a  low  chair  before  a  wood  fire — ^his  arms 
croesed  upon  his  bosom,  and  his  head  bent  for- 
ward in  the  attitude  of  one  in  deep  thought. 
Leonora,  the  Count's  beautifiil  wife,  sat  opposite 
to  him,  with  her  sister  Verona  by  her  side,  her 
hand  clasped  in  hers,    and  her  eyes  sad  and 
tetfrlul  turned  towards  the  door.  Verona's  bosom 
Was  agitated  by  various  contending  feelings,—- 
grief  for  her  sister,  alarm  for  the  Count,  affec- 
tion for  the  young  soldier,  yet  she  strove  to 


136  THE  WILL;  OB^ 

soothe  the  mind  of  the  young  wife,  who  terrified 
at  the  immensity  of  the  preparations  evidently 
made  for  some  pmlous  undertaking — the  arms 
and  crowd  of  men  within  the  palace  walls — had 
passed  the  evening  in  grief  and  tears. 

''Do  not  fear,  dear  aster/'  said  Vaooa, 
affectionately  kissing  the  hand  she  held,  "  we  are 
alarmed,  perhaps  without  cause,  and  I  am  cer- 
tain, that  the  Count's  presence  will  soon  ezphin 
these  unusual  appearances." 

''  They  need  no  ezjdanation*  There  is  peril 
in  their  very  look — oh  !  Vorona,  perchanoe 
death !" 

"  We  should  hope  not,"  observed  Paul  Pan- 
sa,  turning  uneasily  in  his  chair,  and  striving  to 
assume  an  air  of  cocdKdence,  though  internal^ 
convinced  of  the  fallaqr  of  his  suppositioDr- 
''  the  Count,  dear  ladies,  is  not  mad  enough  to 
engage  in  aught  against  the  existence  of  the 
State." 

''Why  then,"  asked  Leonora,  "these secret 
and  extensive  prq)arations  ?"  then  pausing,  she 
listened  for  a  second.  "  Stay,  I  hear  his  stq). 
Alone  too  1    Now  I  shall  learn  all,"  and  ia 
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lifted  her  armSi  and  holding  her  from  him^  he 
looked  with  kindness  upoli  her  agitated  fea- 
tures. 

''  Well,  dearest,  what  woiddst  thou  ?" 

''  She  requires,''  exdaimed  Paul  Pansa,  rising 


t 
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almost  breathless  excitement  she  remained,  her 
head  bent  forward — her  eyes  fixed — her  frame 
motionless,  while  slowly  the  step  approached. 
It  was  not  the  rapid,  buoyant  tread  of  other 
days,  that  sprung  forward,  as  if  minutes  were 
ages,  as  if  it  would  outstrip  time  in  his  progress^ 
for  now  it  was  slow,  almost  solemn.  Yet  it  ad- 
vanced, paused  at  the  door,  which  was  at  length 
slowly  opened,  and  Flesco  with  pale  brow, 
though  firm  and  seemingly  determined  expres-  |i 

sion,  entered  the  apartment. 

*'  Luigi !"  exclaimed  the  young  wife,  spring- 
ing into  his  arms,  and  for  more  than  a  minute, 
he  held  her  in  his  warm,  straining  embrace, 
kissed  her  lips  and  forehead,  and  gazed  wistfully 
upon  her  beautifiil  features ;  then  as  he  felt  that 
the  fairest  emotions  of  his  heart  must  yield  be- 
fore ^e  stem  enterprise  that  now  engaged  his 


il 
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attention,  with  a  sort  of  convulsive  effort,  he  '^ 
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up  and  oonfironting  the  Count,  for  he  saw  tint 
with  her  present  agitated  feelings  she  was  un- 
able to  answer  at  once  his  questions,  ^  At  re- 
quires, my  Lord,  to  know  the  meaning  of  the 
strange  preparations  that  now  crowd  your  pir 
lace.'* 

*^  Yes,  dear  Luigi,''  added  Leonora,  reoovermg 
as  the  Governor  spoke,  "  why  are  we  smoundod 
with  arms  and  armed  men?  The  court-yard  is 
(uH  of  soldiers — ^tbe  apartments  crowded  with  the 
weapons  of  warfare.  Oh  I  dearest,  what  meao 
these,  preparations  ?" 

*^  They  are  a  people's  answer  to  personal  ty- 
ranny," sdid  Fiesco,  with  sternness  in  his  tone. 
**  Dearest  Leonora,  it  were  needless  md  usdess 
to  conceal  from  you  longer  our  designs,''  and  as 
his  wife  looked  up  in  his  &ce,  her  eyes  astdiigf 
the  question  she  could  nqt  put  in  words,  and 
Verona  bent  fiirward  to  catch  his  speedi,  tdiik 
Paul  Pansa  .tinned  awiy  fam  hmi^  already  ifeB 
acquainted  with  his  ilesigns  and  motivea,  he 
continued  :  "  We  here  in  Grenoa  have  home  the 
vanity  and  ifisolent  tyranny  fit  two  individiais 
who,  aiming  at  our  uitter  slavery,  seek  to  erect 
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«  Idngly  despotism  upon  our  freedom.    These 
preparations  are  intended  against  them/' 

''  The  Donas?''  murmured  Verona. 

*'  Ay,  the  Dorias,  sister  mine,  thou  guessest 
the  name  aright,  and  these  preparations  are 
devised  against  them.  We  are  armed,  deter- 
mined ; — success  is  certain — ^failure  impossible ; 
and  our  resolves  will  admit  of  no  delay  in  their 
ezeoiitio&.'* 

''  They  must  r  said  Leonora.  ''  They  must. 
Ohl  dear  Luigi,''  and  grasping  his  arm,  she 
looked  supplicatingly  in  his  £su)e,  **  wilt  thou 
peril  life,  safety,  liberty,  upon  this  wild  schema  ? 
Thou  art  ambitious  1  Nay — nay  I  I  know  thou 
art;  but  remember  that  ambition  is  not  the 
surest  path  to  human  happiiiess.  Forego  this 
wfld  plan ;  dismiss  these  men,  and  live  c6ntented 
with  the  splendid  means  we  enjoy !  We  were 
happy  —  exquisitely  happy  —  and  now  thou 
wouldst  render  us  miserable  1" 

**  We  are  slaves !"  said  flesco,  in  a  hoarse 
whisper,  • 

"  Then,"  rejoined  his  wife, ''  there  are  other 
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means  of  dqx)6bg  these  tyrants  than  througb 
the  frightful  ordeal  of  a  revolution.  For  my 
sake,  dear  Lui^! — or  if  I  have  fiJlen  so  bwthat 
thou  wouldst  not  move  from  thy  purpose  at  my 
entreaty — " 

"  No — no !"  answered  the  Count,  passionatdy. 
"  Thou  art  my  dearest  treasure — save  honour — 
on  earth/' 

"  WeB,  for  my  sake,  then ! — ^for  the  Savkmr's 
mercy  !  in  His  name  forc^  this  wild  intention! 
Thou  wilt — thou  wilt,  and  I  can  Uess  thee! 
Young  wives,  aged  parents,  will  hless  thee ;  in 
do  not  imagine  that  this  night  can  pass  witbcmt 
the  terrors  of  death!  The  Dorias  are  power- 
ful—" 

''  They  are  unprq)ared,*'  said  Fiesco. 

"  Their  supporters  will  rally  round  them; 
there  will  be  opposition — battie — deatL  Oh! 
dear  Luigi,  what  guarantee  have  I  of  thine  own 
safety  ?" 

"  Do  not  conjure  up  visions  which  will  not  be 
realized,"  and  a  slight  smile  flitted  across  hk 
features  as  he  spoke.    "  I  shall  live  throagh 
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this  night ;  and  now,  no  matter  how  weD  in- 
dined,  I  could  not  draw  back  from  this  enter- 
prize  !'* 

"  Could  not  ?"  asked  Leonora.  "  Could  not  ? 
Thou  art  here  a  free  agent.  Disnuss  these  men, 
or  stay,  give  me  the  power,  and  in  an  hour  they 
shaQ  not  find  standing  room  in  this  palace." 

"  But  worse,"  added  Fiesco,  "will  The  Dorias, 
who  seek  but  opportunity  to  ruin  me,  would 
learn  their  escape,  and  the  Count  of  Lavagna 
would  find  a  prison  where  now  he  enjoys  a 
home.  My  own  safety  requires  me  to  pro- 
ceed !" 

"  That,"  said  Paul  Pansa,  "  I  can  obviate. 
Give  me  an  hour,  and  I  will  negociate  your 
safety.     If  I  do  not  succeed,  then  proceed  in 
your  designs." 
"  My  associates !" 

''  All,"  exclaimed  Pansa,  rising,  ''  all  shall  be 
saved ;  or  if  they  refuse,  then  even  I  will  join 
you,"  and  he  proceeded,  as  if  to  reach  the 
door. 

"  Stay !"  said  Fiesco ;  "  it  is  impossible !  1 
dare  not  now  retract.     No  ;  I  dare  not !     I  am 
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bound,  pledged,  and  I  must  proceed.  What 
after  aQ  19  it?  A  few  hours,  and  all  ahaE  be 
decided.     Genoa  free ;  her  liberty  restored  T 

"  It  is  a  wild  chimera  1"  rgoined  Plmsa; 
^'  wild  and  cripiioaL  Pause,  my  dear  Lend, 
before  thou  committest  thysdf  thus  fio*.  Pause, 
before  thou  bringest  destruction  upon  thjsdf ! 
before  thou  leavest,  perhaps,  a  widow,  ivbere 
now  thou  seest  a  wife !" 

^[  Ah !  Luigi,"  exclaimed  his  wife,  throwiog 
ho'self  a  second  time  into  his  arms ;  ^  it  ever 
thou  lovedst  me — *' 

''  And  God  knows  I  did,  and  do  stDl  V  said 
her  husband,  sorrowfully. 

''  Then  cease  this  dark  plot !  Dearest,  do 
not  take  life  and  hope  from  me ;"  and  foodly 
she  hung  upon  his  embrace.  "Spare  me— 
spare  thy  wife  ?  Pity  me — ^my  life — my  hope— 
my  all !     Thoult  promise  this  ?^ 

Flesco  gazed  in  her  fece,  but  remained  silent 

^'  Oh,  my  God !  hear  my  prayers !  Husband, 
open  thine  eyes  to  the  crime  thou  intendest! 
the  misery  thou  art  preparing !  Luigi,  art  thoa 
stiUdumb?'' 


THE  HALF-BEOraBRS.  143 

'*  Dearest,  I  must  proceed  !  I  am  engaged 
so  &r  that  to  retract  were  iii4)oasible.  My  word 
is  passed  1  these  people  are  drawn  mto  this 
design  by  my  entreaties  and  su^estion!  I 
cannot  go  back  1" 

"  A  good  citizen,"  said  Pansa  firmly,  **  when 
he  plots  against  the  State,  can  only  retneve  fads 
error  by  stopping  before  he  airives  at  the  actual 
crinie  of  open  revolt.  The  road  is  still  open  to 
thee  to  retrace  thy  steps,  and  if  thou  hast  been 
able  to  engage  these  men  in  a  criminal  plan, 
thou  art  no  less  abte  to  force  them  to  forego  its 
perpetration.     I  seek  thine  own  advantage." 

"  I  bflieve  thee !"  replied  Flesco. 

''  Th^n  trust  me.  Look  af  thy  young  wife ! 
Think  that  if  thou  dost  not  succeed — and  re* 
beOicm  is  not  always  sure  of  success — 'what  will 
be  her  fate?  Perhaps  the  morrow's  sun  may 
look  on  thee  a  corpse !" 

"  Oh,  no  !"  murmured  Leonora. 

"  Child,  it  is  not  impossible  1  You  may  be 
defeated,  and  the  Dorias  all-powerful ;  the  State 
prostrate  at  theur  feet ;  their  desire  of  vengeance, 
doited  by  this  revolt,  will  find  no  bounds  to 
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their  resentment,  but  in  the  utii&r  humiliatioii  of 
their  enemy.  •  Escape  death  and  fail,  what  titen 
remains  but  flight?  and  beggared — for  am- 
fiscation  will  leave  you  nothings — yoa  msj 
wander  through  Europe,  and  bring  down  miserf 
and  wretchedness  upon  yourself,  your  name, 
and  upon  your  young  wife/' 

"  It  is  a  harsh  picture,''  observed  Flesco. 
'^  But,"  said  Verona,  speaking  for  the  first 
time,  "  it  may  be  a  true  one.  Dear  brother! 
we  are  thy  friends,  thy  true  fiiends  !  and  this 
venerable  man  but  seeks  thine  advantage.  My 
sister  cannot  desire  thy  ruin !" 

"  Listen  to  her,  Luigi !''  joined  Lecmon, 
for  the  first  time  bursting  into  tears,  and  m  the 
midst  of  painful  sobs  striving  to  speak.  *^  listen 
to  her — ^to  thy  friends,  and  if  I  have  lost  what- 
ever influence  I  might  have  possessed  with 
thee,  obey  at  least  those  who  advise  for  thy  ad- 
vantage." 

"  I  cannot !"  said  Resco,  striving  to  q«k 
with  determination. 

"'  Tis  a  harsh  phrase,"  observed  ftosii 
mildly. 
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"  Pardon  me,  dear  fnemdy  perhaps  it  is. 
Buty  mark  my  situation,  and  thou  canst  not 
fail  in  seeing  that  I  cannot  retract.  The 
body  may  perish^  but  the  honour  of  my  name 
must  not  be  tarnished/' 

"  It  is  a  noble  sentiment  in  a  nobk  cause  I 
Yet,  brother,  ask  thine  own  heart  1''  said  Verona, 
"  is  it  now  weQ  applied  ?  Ah  I  no,  it  is  not  I 
Dear  Luigil  thy  associates  are  mostly  needy 
liien,  who  seek  to  renew  their  fortunes  in  a 
revolution.  Hiey  have  but  few  ties,  and  are 
careless  of  life,  if  they  have  not  wealth;  But 
thou — ^rich — ^powerful — ^beloved !  thou  riskest 
aQ,  and  may'st  lose  aQ." 

"  Thou  art  hard,  Verona.  The  Signer  Ver- 
rina  is  a  man  of  wealth,"  began  Fiesco. 

"Take  care,  that  he  be  not  one  of  crime! 
But  this  is  not  to  the  purposa  Come,  dear 
brother!  hear  the  Signer  Pansal  Let  him 
go  to  the  Donas.     Let  him — " 

"  It  is  over  1"  said  Fiesco,  interrupting  her, 
as  if  some  great  and  painful  struggle  had  been 
terminated.  '^  It  is  over !  I  cannot  now  depart 
from  my  resolution." 

VOL.   III.  H 
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"  Cruel  r  exdaimed  his  wife.  "  Oh !  this 
is  but  the  mockery  of  love !  The  past  promised 
a  paradise,  yet  now  it  only  makes  the  future 
look  rlarker  and  more  dismal  when  contrasted 


with  its  own  brightness.     Husband!  dost  thou 
love  thy  wife  ?" 

"As  my  own  life!"  said  Flesoo,  in  a  tone 
whose  passion  spoke  its  truth. 

"  Then  why  wouldst  thou  plot  het  destruc- 
tion? Relent!  My  fate  hangs  on  thine, for 
our  lives  are  bound  togeth^  by  the  same  desr 
tiny.  Cut  the  thread  of  thine  ezist^oe,  aud 
thou  wilt  snap  mine  in  twain !  Do  not  think  I 
can  live  and  thou  not !" 

"  The  State,"  said  Pansa,  "possesses  no  power 
over  thee ;  let  not  the  advice  of  a  wife's  tried 
heart  be  equally  disr^arded" 

"Turn  to  me,  Luigi!"  continued  Lconora^ 
His  feelings,  for  a  momait,  notwithstaodiDg 
his  bold  resolutions,  gradually  gave  way  to  i<^ 
entreaties  of  those  round  him,  and  he  averted 
his  face  fix^m  the  speak^.  "Ah,  tumttboo 
yieldest — ^thou  wilt  give  over  this  wild  scbetne ! 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  147 

Oh  joy  I  Luigi — speak— say  thou  wilt!"  and 
again  seeking  his  embracei  she  strove  to  meet 
his  eye.  '*  Confirm  my  hopes,  and  do  not 
cowardly  keep  away  thy  face  I  Dearest !  I  am 
right !" 

Slowly  he  turned  his  features  towards  her. 
A  deadly  pallor  was  on  his  dieek,  his  fi^me 
trembled  under  her  weight,  as  he  supported  her 
in  his  arms,  and  he  felt  that  another  minute  of 
trial   would  exceed   his  powers   of  endurance. 
'*  I  must  end  this  painful  scene  I"  and  he  fondly 
kissed  her  cheek ;  ^*  must,  dearest  1" 
"  Yes,  and  we  will  bless  thee  for  it !" 
"  Still,  thou  art  deceived/* 
Luigi  I  Luigi !  my  heart  breaks  1" 
No  !"  said  he  energetically,  "it  must  live  for 
hope.     We  shall  succeed — ^be  victorious,  and  to- 
morrow will  see  our  triumph/* 

"  Your  death,  rather !"  gasped  his  wife. 
"  Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  dearest,"  said  Kesco, 
with  bold  hope  in  his  tones,  "  for  to-morrow 
thou  shalt  behold  everything  in  Genoa  subject 
to  thy  power,"  and  quickly  disengaging  himself 
from  her  embrace,  he  rushed  towards  the  door 
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of  the  apartment — readied  it  befiaie  any  could 
prevent  him,  thou^  boih  Verona  and  Fud 
Paosa  qsnmg  to  ihnr  feet  to  infafoept  hisescape, 
and  before  mther  coidd  torn,  his  wife  Ml  lifiiess 
on  the  floor. 

''She  is  deadr  aisieked  Venma. 

"  No/'  said  Pansa,  *^  yeung  hearts  do  not 
thus  break*  Slie  has  but  fiunted,"  aad 
fingjing  for  her  female  attendai^  they  nised 
her  from  the  floor,  and  placing  her  on  a  oondi 
they  b^aii  to  apply  restoratives  to  revive 
her  suspended  animalkion*  Long  and  aedulou^ 
did  they  sliive  to  bring  bade  to  its  foraier 
strength  that  life  which  seemed  to  be  flitting  (» 
the  confines  of  the  ^ve. 

"  Dearest  sister/'  murmured  Verona  in  her 
ear;  but  not  a  breath  rewarded  her  anzie^. 
Signer  Pansa,  call  the  Count  ''She  is  dad 
and  alarmed,  Verona  rashed  towards  the  door. 
"  Call  the  Count.     My  Lord  Flesco !" 

"  Hist  1"  exdaimed  Fbds^  "  See,  she  moves," 
and  when  Verona  turning  again  towards  the 
couch  came  to  her  side,  Leonora  slowly  qMoed 
h^  eyes. 
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^Dear  sister  1"  began  Verona. 

'^Heis  goneP'  and  again  ^  jouog  wh, 
after  a  rspid  surrey  that  took  in  afl  t^se  in  tbe 
apartment,  ^h  a  low  moan,  as  if  without  him 
life  were  worthless,  fidnted. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Coaaot  dmiij  traversed 

the  passages  lisading  to  the  haD,  where  during 

the  painful  scene  through  which  he  had  just 

gone,  his  guests  were  still  assembled,  and  thM 

bittedy  did  he  regret  in  his  own  heart,  tiiat  he 

had  entered  so  far  into  this  wild  scheme,  as  to 

leave  it  impossible  to  retrace  his  steps.     His 

wife's  words  had  made  a  deep  impression  upon 

him — so  deep,  that  he  had  to  rush  firom  her 

society  to  keep  firm  the  determination  he  had 

entered  into,  and  he  could  still  hear  her  voice ; 

stifi  listen  to  the  tones  of  anguish  in  which  her 

words  were  clothed.     Slowly  he  proceeded,  as  if 

his  lingering  footsteps  would  rather  turn  towards 

the  chamber    whence    he  was    now  coming; 

and  if,  that  moment,  Leonora  had  rushed  to  his 

vms,  the  conspiracy  would  have  been  ended  for 

^  then  frame  of  mind  could  not,  afler  what  he 

^  bom^  have  resisted  her  entreaties. 
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He  readied  the  entrance  to  the  haH  Tie 
noise  of  voices,  the  dash  of  arms  sounded 
through  it;  and  in  these  sounds  the  roan  of 
loud  kughter,  the  rattling  oi  mail,  the  jests  and 
jokes  audible  where  he  stood,  soon  drowned 
his  newly  arisen  compunction. 

"  My  fisite,''  he  niuttered  to  himsd^  *'is  cast 
Onward  is  now  my  cry  l"  and  throwing  open 
the  doors^  with  firm  step  he  entered,  and  was 
received  by  the  loud  cheers  of  his  asseml 
guests. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

FiESCO  entered  the  hall,  and  a  changed  speo 
tade  met  his  eye  firom  that  he  had  seen  previously 
to  his  leaving  it.  His  guests  had  armed  thetn- 
8dy6%  and  with  the  weapons  they  had  just  put 
on,  they  also  seemed  to  have  clothed  their  coun«- 
tenanoes  with  a  new  expression;  for  now  no 
longer  were  there  visible  any  of  those  looks  of 
fear,  distrusti  and  alarm,  that  before  sat  upon 
most  of  their  faces.  All  wore  an  eager,  impa- 
tient look,  as  if  they  felt  the  time  in  which  they 
remained  inactive  had  been  lost  to  them,  and 
they  were  anxious  to  decide  the  fate  of  their 
enterprize.  Mail  was  worn  by  many  who  had 
never  worn  it  before  this  crisis  in  their  lives  > 
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and  quiet  burghers,  who  had  heard  of  feats  of 
arms,  and  who  had  even  exhibited  at  thw  sides 
goodly  weapons,  but  in  the  course  of  their  fives 
had  never  used  them,  now  appeared  to  strug^ 
to  keep  their  hands  quiet,  and  to  pant  with  aD 
the  eneigy  of  the  most  warlike  for  the  coming 
fray. 

Fiesoo's  strongest  adherents  did  not  aDow 
this  spirit  to  grow  weak,  but  by  judicious  encou- 
ragement they  strengthened  and  improved  it 
Amongst  them,  none  could  excel  Venina  in  this 
peculiar  art.  He  knew  each  man's  dispositioD; 
knew  the  reward  to  hold  out  to  each — hopd  of 
wealth  to  the  adventurous  needy;  dreams  of 
power  to  the  ambitious ;  freedom  from  rivalry  to 
the  trader ;  revei^  to  some  for  private  wnngs 
inflicted  by  the  underliqgs  of  the  Doiia  par^ ; 
love,  hatred,  gain,  power,  vengeance — ^the  Ve- 
netian played  on  all,  and  on  all  with  success. 

''Ha  I  Signer  Calli,"  he  said  to  a  tall  maa, 
whose  dress  faded  and  worn,  his  air  that  of 
debauched  and  broken-down  gentility,  shewed 
at  once  that  revolution  was  with  him  a  means 
expected  to  repair  his  broken  fortunes,  "to- 
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morrow,  and  we  shall  pick  ug  fortunes  in  the 
streets  I  It  is  said  Aat  the  wealth  of  Adam 
Centuriom  is  incalculable  I'' 

"  And  he  is  a  strong  partizan  of  the  Dorias, 
to  boot  r 

''  Eh  ?  Not  a  word !  Silence !  thou  know- 
est/'  and  Verrina  passed  to  another,  leaving 
CaUi  in  mental  calculation  and  immediate  appro- 
priation of  the  Senator  Centurioni's  wealth. 
^*  How,  my  friend !''  he  continued,  at  this  time 
addressbg  a  young  burgher,  whose  countenance 
exhibited  the  revel  of  deep  passion,  as  his 
hands  opened  and  shut  upon  the  hilts  of  two 
swords  which  lay  before  him,  ^'  I  have  not  seen 
thee  before  I  Thou  wert  mingled  in  the 
crowd !" 

'*  I  sought  arms  !"  muttered  the  other. 

''  Bravely  spoken !  What  news  of  thy  fair 
one  ?" 

"  Tush !  Signer.  This  night,  if  I  liven-Wc 
are  armed — all  armed — ^Long  live  the  noble 
Count  Fiesco !" 

'^  I  understand,''  said  the  Venetian,  who  had 
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touched  upon  a  deep  chord  in  the  yoong  twr- 
gher's  heart.     Thou  wouldst  he  avenged. 

"The  State.  Signer.  I  serve  the  State!"  «k1  , 
he  turned  away. 

*^  Signer  Foscari !''  continued  the  VeoetbD, 
addressing  a  man  who  stood  somewhat  apvt 
from  the  others.  His  air  was  proud,  and  he 
seemed  to  consider  that  to  mingle  more  doselj 
with  the  company  surrounding  him  would  be  to 
receive  contamination  from  the  contact  "  Sig- 
nor,  this  hour  to-morrow,  and  the  officers  of  tbe 
State  shall  have  changed !  The  Treasury  viD 
want  a  master." 

"  The  noble  Venetian  !" 

"  If,"  said  Verrina,  interrupting  him,  "kj    ' 
that  title  thou  meanest  me,  the  noble  VeoetiaD 
yields  to  the  still  nobler  Genoese.    Battista  Ver- 
rina follows,  when  the  Signer  Foscari  may  con- 
descend to  lead." 

"  Thou  jestest,"  said  the  other. 

"  Jest ;  no  !  But  now  for  action !  Here 
comes  the  Count!"  and  Fiesco's  couoteoflDce> 
as  he  advanced  up  the  hall,  seemed  to  pat  on  a 
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new  expression,  when  he  now  saw  on  every  side 
nothing  hut  armed  hands  and  eager  faces.  The 
chief  conspirators  crowded  round  him,  and  read* 
ing  in  his  countenance  the  contmuance  of  his 
determination,  they  began  to  make  instant  pre- 
paration for  their  attack  upon  the  city.  Verrina 
and  some  others,  who  were  to  lead  in  the  enter- 
prize,  were  now  to  receive  their  last  instructions ; 
and  gathering  round  Fiesco,  they  waited  in 
sHenoe  his  orders.  His  brothers,  Jerome  and 
Ottobon,  with  Vincent  Calcagno,  stood  nearest 
him. 

"  My  brothers !  and  you,  Cornelius,  we  are 
now  all  brothers  in  this  glorious  cause !  Let 
the  gate  of  St.  Thomas  be  your  care,  Jerome 
and  Ottobon,  and  you,  my  friend  Calcagno. 
Attack  it  when  you  hear  the  first  sound  of 
Verrina's  cannon ;  he  will  then  have  closed  the 
mouth  of  the  basin.'' 

"  Farewell  for  the  time,  Luigi !"  said  Jerome, 
and  even  then  his  vanity  was  evident.  "  If  one 
of  us  fall,  still  our  name  and  glory  will  live  in 
Genoa !" 
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^'  Fasewell,  and  saooess  1''  exdamed  Fksoo, 
warmly  pressing  his  hand,  and  Jerome  moved 
forward  to  dioose  some  more  men  for  his  eater- 
prizej  while  the  other  contimied  to  give  d  the 
necessary  orders,  dividing  his  forces  into  parties, 
and  appointing  places  of  attadc  for  each,  so  that, 
at  the  same  moment,  one  great  oombiDed  sys- 
tem of  offence  might  be  carried  on,  and  tiie  dty 
being  attacked  in  various  places,  its  defaiders 
would  not  know  where  to  turn  to  repulse  the 
assailants.     One  hundred  and  fifty  of  tins  best 
aoldiers  were  selected  to  go  into  that  part  of  the 
city  called  the  borough)  whith^  Fiesco  aad  the 
nobles  of  his  party  were  to  follow  them,  and  bis 
brother  Cornelius  was  to  make  himself  master 
of  the  arch.     It  was  also  resolved  that  when 
Jerome   and   Ottobon   should   be  masters  of 
St  Thomas'  gate,  which  was  beside  the  Doria 
palace,  they  should  force  it 

''  That,"  said  the  Roman,  who  had  remained 
silent  whilst  these  orders  were  being  giveO) 
"  shall  be  my  station.  My  Lord,  I  attach  mjfsdf 
to  your  brothers." 
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"  Be  it  so,  then,''  and  a  peculiar  smile  passed 
over  fHesoo's  face.  "  Jerome,  the  Signor  Alfeo 
joins  thee." 

To  the  orders  given  in  detail  was  added 
a  general  one,  to  shout,  **  Fiesoo  and  Liberty !" 
so  that  friends  might  be  assured  in  the  midst  of 
the  tumult,'  enemies  dismayed,  and  the  neutral 
turned  to  the  Count. 

AU  had  now  been  instructed,  encouraged,  and 
promised  success;  for,  from  the  state  of  the 
conspiracy;  the  impunity  with  which  it  had 
been  allowed  to  proceed;  the  silence;  the 
secresy  surrounding  it;  the  multitude  of  its 
partisans;  the  popularity  of  the  Count;  the 
character  of  the  times,  and  the  love  of  change, 
it  was  more  natural  to  predict  success  than 
fioliire.  There  needed  but  a  word  of  command 
to  throw  loose  upon  the  city,  the  armed  multi- 
tude that  now  crowded  the  Count's  palace. 
Every  thing  was  ready;  and  after  giving  in- 
structions for  the  disposal  of  a  small  force 
to  guard  the  palace  during  its  owner's  absence 
upon  this  important  and  perilous  business,  the 
order  was  at  last  given. — ^The  consjMracy  so  long 
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hatdied  in  seore^ — so  aocorat^  oanoocted — 
its  parts  so  admirably  adjusted,  was,  at  length, 
a  living  reality ;  and  armed  men— daric,  stern, 
and  resolute — moved  by  passion  and  interest, 
s^od  straining  like  dogs  in  slips,  to  rush  fivtb 
upon  their  native  city. 

''  The  hour  has  oome !"  said  Fiesoo,  in  a 
hoarse  whisper,  seiang  the  Venetian  fay  the 
arm. 

''The  hour  for  vengeance,  power,  and  secu- 
rity!'' muttered  Verrina.  "Let  us  on,  my 
Lord.     Signor  Alfeo,  thou  art  silent !" 

''In  tongue,  but  not  in  heart,"  said  the 
Roman. 

"March!"  shouted  Fiesoo,  and  the  gates 
were  opened.  The  first  body  of  the  pcked 
soldiers  destined  for  the  occupation  of  the 
borough,  moved  slowly  and  proudly  fbrward, 
then  followed  the  others,  eadi  party  taking  that 
direction  ordered  by  the  Count ;  and  the  lights 
thickly  scattered  through  the  court-yard,  flashed 
upon  mail  and  weapons,  on  countenances  that 
typified  every  passion  and  emotion  of  i^ch  the 
human  heart  is  susc^tible,  from  the  h^jhest 


THE  HALF-^BROTHERS.  159 

and   most  ennobling,  to  the  lowest  and  most 

degrading.     On  they  marched,  the  Count  re^ 

maining  behind,  until  the  last  troop  had  filed 

forth;  for  it  was  his  intention  to  pass  to  the 

gate  of  St.  Thomas,  whose  occupation  had  been 

entrusted  to   his  brothers;   after  that  he  had 

secured   and  left  guards  at  the  arches  of  St. 

Andrew,   and   St.  Donatus,  and    also   at  the 

Flaoe   des  Sauvages.     In  a  few  minutes  after 

his  first   instructions,  the  palace  was  deserted 

by   all  save  himself,   its  female  inmates,  and 

the  garrison  ordered  to  watch  over  them ;  while 

the  even,    steady  tread  of  the  men,  as  they 

departed  through  the  various  streets,  was  be- 

coming  every  moment  fidnter  and  fainter,  until 

it  was  lost  in  the  distance,  and  not  a  sound 

disturbed  the  silence  of  the  palace. 

It  was  one  of  those  calm,  tranquil  nights, 
tlus  second  of  January — dark  and  starless,  yet 
80  hushed  and  silent,  that  not  a  breath  of 
air  was  felt,  for  the  atmosphere  was  thick, 
warm,  and  impervious.  Sound  seemed  to  be 
lost  in  the  dead  stillness  that  hung  over  the 
rity  of  Genoa.     The  sky  above  was  black — 


16D  YHB  WILL;  OR, 

one  thick  mantle  of  darkness,  unbrokea  by 
a  single  ray  of  light,  not  relieved  by  evm  i 
diange  of  colour,  for  the  olouds  were  jeined 
together  in  one  dense,  cooqpact  mass— im- 
penetrable and  gloomy.  The  inhabitants  depi 
in  security;  the  city  was  buried  in  tiie  most 
profound  repose ;  and  at  the  late  hour  m  whidi 
Fiesoo's  associates  marched  out,  partaes  ct 
pleasure,  or  meetings  for  business,  had  kng 
ceased,  and  eadi  man  had  joum^ed  to  his 
own  home.  But  suddenly  this  repose  was 
broken:  wild  shouts  filled  the  still  air;  the 
sounds  of  arms,  the  discharge  of  pctronds 
and  arquebuses;  and,  above  all,  the  powerftl 
cry  of  **  Hesoo  and  Liberty  I"  rang  tfamugh 
the  dty,  alarmed  all,  startling  and  dismaying 
the  timorous,  encouraging  the  disaffected,  as- 
tonishing the  Count's  partizans,  and  spreading 
terror  and  confosion  on  aU  sides. 

These  wild  shouts  and  various  sounds  hsd 
penetrated  the  apartments  of  the  Fiesco  palaoe> 
and  had  reached  the  ears  of  Paul  Pansa  tmd  <^ 
Verona.  Her  sister  did  not  appear  to  have 
beard  them  at  first,  until  growing  wilder  and 
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louder,  they  became  so  distinct  in  the  aparttnent, 
that  Leonora  could  no  bnger  be  inattentive  to 
theoL,  Half  waked  from  her  second  sivoon, 
she  sprung  from  her  couch,  and  Verona  bounded 
towards  her,  circling  her  waist  with  her  arm. 

**  Dear  sister,  be  calm  I  The  dead  stillness 
of  the  night  renders  every  sound  more  audible, 
and  seems  to  inerease  the  noise.  Be  calm, 
perdianoe  we  may  be  safe.'' 

**  No !"  said  Leonora ;  and  she  appeared  to 

have  followed  h^  sister's  advice,  for  she  spoke 

with  a  forced  calmness,  a  resignation  that  sprung 

from  despair.     ^'  Come  hither,  Verona  !"  and  as 

in  mute  astonishment  the  latter  approached  with 

her  to  the  window  that  opened  upon  the  grounds 

of  the  palace,  Leonora  drew  aside  the   heavy 

▼elvet  hangings,  and  pointing  to  the  dark  sky, 

not  pierced  by  a  solitary  star,  that  hung  over 

their  heads,   she  continued,   ^*  Dark  as  those 

heavens  now  seem  will  be  my  after-fiite.     Not 

many  minutes  ago,  I  saw  the  Count  1" 

**  Yes,  sister,  it  is  not  many  minutes  since  he 
left  us  1" 
**  I  do  not  mean  that.     I  saw  him  as  if  in  a 
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vision !''  Verona  looked  Bsmred.  *'  Do  not 
stecrt,  dear  sister,  since  I  know  it  was  but  the 
effect  of  imagination,  yet  it  is  a  moamfiil 
presage  of  the  future,  for  he  appeared  to  ise 
from  the  bosom  of  the  sea,  his  &oe  oold  and 
diilled  with  the  touch  of  death,  his  features 
pale  and  motionless ;  and  when  I  advanced  and 
would  embrace  him,  he  melted  away  before  my 
touch," 

*'  It  is  the  result  of  excitement  and  fiux^ !" 
said  Fkul  Pansa,  sadly. 

**  I  know  it  I  I  fed  it  to  be  such,  yet  it  is  tfae 
warning  of  what  the  future  may  produce.  It 
is  the  seal  of  fate  iq)on  this  night's  enter 
prize." 

"  Oh  !  no,"  interposed  V^x)na  ;  "  hope; 
sister,  whilst  we  may,  for  I  do  not  think  that 
the  Count  would  have  undertaken  this  bold  and 
determmed  measure,  if  he  did  not  deaily  see 
that  the  result  would  be  &vourable ;  if  he  did 
not  feel  certam  of  the  most  powerful  support" 

'*  Perhaps  so,"  sighed  the  wife ;  and  then  thq^ 
all  for  a  long  time  remained  in  sflence,  iriucb 
would  be  occasionally  interrupted,  as  the  shouts 
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and  uproar  penetrated  into  the  apartment,  and 
fell  like  death-kndls  upon  the  ears  of  Leonora, 
starding    Verona»   and  even  (fismaying    Paul 
F^uisa.       The  femak  domestics  of  the  palace 
had  sought  fifon  the  guard  left  to  watch  over 
theoiy  and  who  were  also  instructed  to  aQow 
none  to  leave  the  building,  an  account  of  these 
fearful  sounds;  and  now,  when  informed  that 
there  was  fighting  in  the  city,  and  when  they 
heard  the  roar  of  the  arquebuses  and  other  fire- 
arms, they  rushed  terrified  to  the  apartments  of 
their  mistress,  and  Leonora  did  not  refuse  them 
permission  to  remain.     A  trembling  group  of 
females  thus  surrounded  her  in  her  own  apart- 
ment;   and  while  Paul  Pansa  rose  with    the 
determination  of  sedng  what  was  to  be  done  in 
allaying  the  tumult,  when  the  fiite  of  the  parties 
would  be  decided — ^for  he  had  determined  to 
remain  strictly  neutral  until  then,  and  use  his 
influence  to  temper  the  severity  of  the  successful 
side— Verona,  now   more  accustomed  to  the 
tumult,  had  one  subject  of  congratulation  for 
her  heart  to  dwell  upon.     Her  sister  sat  mute 
and  despairing.    The  sounds  of  strife  would 
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sometimes  cone  Aesh  snd  dearly  auffide,  and 
again  would  die  awaji  or  only  lie  borne  tonuds 
them  with  a  fakit  murmur ;.  and  Leonora  started 
as  they  grow  distinct,  or  was  ehffledby  fear,  lAea 
they  were  no  longer  beanL  The  tenqMSt  of  tbe 
straggle  fiSed  her  mih  dread;  its  cahn  took 
away  her  hopes ;  but  Votma  had  now  sur- 
mounted the  first  fears,  and  her  mind  could  for 
a  moment  wander  from  the  iiattle  in  die  city 
to  the  captive  in  Hs  dungeons ;  and  she  Aanked 
Providence  that  PhiKp,  shiekied  by  an  imputed 
crime,  -of  whidi  she  felt  him  innocent,  was 
preserved  from  tiie  contagion  of  the  ooo- 
spiracy. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

The  cry  of  "  Fiesco  and  Liberty"  rung 
through  the  streets ;  and  at  the  mention  of  a 
name  so  popular  the  lower  classes  flew  to  arms 
and  instantly  joined  the  conspirators,  while  Con- 
xion and  dismay  reigned  on  all  sides.  Hie 
nobles  and  the  partisans  of  the  aristocracy  and 
the  Doria  party  affirighted,  closed  their  gates, 
barricaded  their  houses,  and  armed  themselves 
to  resist  any  pillaging  attack  that  might  be 
i^e  upon  their  property,  thinking  at  that  mo- 
nient  of  nothing  but  securing  themselves  and 
their  possessions  from  plunder.  It  was  now 
midnight ;  and  the  citizens,  startled  from  sleep, 
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vfere  unaware  of  what  was  going  on  round 
them.  Had  they  been  anxious  to  attack,  the 
conspirators  could  have  offered  but  a  faint 
resistance  to  them,  armed,  numerousi  and 
desperate  as  they  were.  Nothing  but  oonfuaon 
was  visible.  In  the  uncertainty  of  the  occur- 
rence, not  knowing  how  to  act,  and  alarmed  b; 
the  continued  shouts  of  **  Fiesco  and  liberty," 
the  middle  classes,  afraid  to  move,  lest  their 
assistance  would  compromise  themselves,  nv 
mained  neutral,  and  the  lower  orders  sweDed 
the  ranks  of  the  Conspirators. 

Their  success  had  been  astonishing.    In  an 
incredibly  short  space  of  time  they  had  made 
themselves  masters  of  the  chief  points  on  ^fbiA 
they  had  led  an  attack — the  borough  was  in 
their  possession.     The  gate  of  the  arch  leading 
into  it  had  yielded  to  their  attack,  and  Vmioa's 
cannon  gave  notice  that  he  had  been  aUe  to 
block  up  the  mouth  of  the   Darsena,  where 
Doria's  fleet  lay.      The  arches  of  St.  Andrew 
and  St.  Donatus  were  in  their  possession,  aod 
the  Place  des  Sauvages  was  filled  by  their  pirti- 
zans.     In  some  instances  they  had  been  aide  to 
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make  themsdves  masters  of  miimportant  posts 

without  difficulty,  and  in  others  they  had  smart 

skirmishes  to  gain  the  desired  points,  for  in 

sevend  instances  they  were  boldly  opposed  by 

the  soldiers  of  the  guard.     Verrina's  admirable 

precaution  in  introducing  some  of  the  Count's 

vassals    amongst   the   garrison,  had  in  many 

cases  turned  out    most   advantageous    to    the 

conspirators;  for  the  guard  attacked  by  their 

open  enemies  and  betrayed  by  those  joined  with 

them,  were  unable  to  stand  direct  assault]and 

treachery,  and  at  this  period  every  point,  except 

the  gate  of  St.  Thomas   had  fallen  into  the 

hands  of  the  conspirators,  and  here  a  bold  and 

most  determined  stand  was  made  by  the  soldiers 

under  Sebastian  Larcero. 

By  the  first  arrangement,  the  Count  was  to 
pass  by  land  to  the  gate  of  St.  Hiomas,  after  he 
had  left  those  of  St.  Donatus  and  St.  Andrew 
in  safe  possession  of  his  party,  and  thence  to 
proceed  in  his  attack  on  the  Doria  galleys. 
There  was  no  effort  to  be  made  to  surprise  the 
position  of  St.  Thomas,  until  the  report  of  Ver- 
rina's    cannon    should  announce  the    closing 
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of  the  harbour  by  the  gaUey  ytbkk  hd. 
manded 

''The  SigDor  Voiina  has  suooeeded  by  tfas 
time?''  said  AICbo  to  Jeromei  the  Couoftfs 
brother,  as  ^tuir  men  approached  the  gate. 

''Thou  hast  asked  that  same  questkui  the 
third  time/'  laughed  J^xune,  who  had  maticed 
the  Roman's  extreme  impatience. 

"  Our  success  in  no  common  measure  depe&ds 
upon  it/'  ngoined  Alfeo. 

"True.    €alm   thy  heart  then.     There  it 
comes,"  and  there  was  the  deq)-toned  report  of 
the  solitary  gun.     "  On,  my  men  1     Signor,  to 
your  post,"  while  he  had  hardly  given  the  onkn 
when  ¥^esco  himself  appeared 

"All  go  well,"  he  shouted.  "Jerome  re- 
member  our  name  and  honour.  Signor  Alfeo, 
thou  needest  no  enoouragemenL" 

"  None,"  muttered  the  Roman,  betwem  his 
dosed  teeth. 

"  Farewell  I  success  1  I  am  f(ur  the  harbour, 
which  once  in  our  hands,  Genoa  is  free.  Ver- 
rina's  gun  has  signalled  his  success/'  and  he 
passed  rapidly  cm,  while  the  soldiers  under  Jerome, 
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predpitated  theix»elves  upon  the  guard  at  the 
gate  of  St.  Thomas. 

For  a  moment  the  scene  presented  nothing 
but  confusion  on  the  part  of  the  attacked,  as 
they  found  themselves  beset  by  a  numerous 
party  of  armed  soldiers,  and  in  the  darkness  of 
the  night  were  ignorant  of  their  exact  strength, 
or  of  their  objects. 

**  Fiesoo    and    Liberty !''    shouted  Jerome's 
troop. 

**  The  Dorias  and  Genoa  1"  was  heard  in  reply ; 
and  from  that  moment  the  objects  of  the  assail- 
ants were  known ;  and  the  fierce  spirit  of  the  cap- 
tain of  the  guard  supported  his  men,  as  at  the  pitch 
of  his  voice  he  shouted,  "  The  Dorias ! — To  the 
rescue !"  and  throwing  himself  into  the  midst  of 
the  mdl^e,  he  signalled  out  as  far  as  the  dark- 
ness would  permit  him,  those  who  seemed  to 
lead  the  attack.  The  fight  continued  raging 
without  any  perceptible  advantage  on  either  side, 
for  the  numbers  were  almost  equal,  and  both 
nearly  equally  armed. 

**  This,*'  said  Alfeo  to  Jerome  Fiesco,  beside 
whom   he    had  ranged  himself,     and   fought 
VOL.  in.  I 
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with  a  perfect  carelessness  that  sometimes  made 
the  other  marvel  how  he  escaped ;  **  this  game 
is  over  long,  for  in  the  meantime,  while  ^ve  dis- 
pute here,  the  Dorias  may  he  up  and  rouse  tfadr 
partners.     Ho  1  ooutg^  my  men  V* 

'*  Courage  I'^  re-echoed  Sebastian  Lanxro. 

''  Signer,  turn  your  blade  in  this  direction  l" 
exclaimed  Alfeo  to  laroearo ;  and  as  the  hitter 
mstantly  wheeled  at  the  command,  one  rf  the 
conspirators  passed  his  sword  through  the  heart 
of  the  Captain  under  him,  and  Larooo  qvung 
forward  to  the  Romanes  attack. 

*'  By  the  mass  1'*  he  shouted,  ''  life  for  t 
lifer 

''  Not  mine,  however,  is  to  pay  the  forfeit," 
replied  the  Roman,  parrying  with  a  calmness 
that  won  Laroero's  admiration,  his  sudden  attad[. 
"  Yield,  Signer,  and  live  1  fight  on,  and  thy 
death  on  thine  own  head  !*' 

"  *Sdeath,  Signer,  thou  thinkest  words  steel  f 

'*  No !"  and  with  a  push  the  Roman  g&ied 
his  point  down  the  other's  blade,  and  passing  his 
guard,  fixed  it  in  the  pahn  of  his  hand.  The 
weapon  fell  firom  his  grasp.  "  To  the  rear  wA 
'  im  1    On,  my  fiiends  I 
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^'  Fiesco  and  Liberty  V*  shouted  Jerome,  and 
quickly   mastering  the  rest  of  the  soldiers  as 
many  of  their  own  number  joined  the  assailants, 
they  rushed  vigorously  forward,  and  the  gate  of 
St.  Thomas  was  at  length  in  their  possession. 
Quickly  binding  their  prisoners,  amongst  whom 
Sebastian  Larcero  was  the  chief,  they  appointed 
a  small  guard  to  hold  the  gate,  and  were  pro- 
ceeding to  make  new  conquests,  when  they  saw 
the  palace  of  the  Dorias  streaming  with  light, 
and  before  them  a  single  man  advancing,  accom- 
panied by  a  page  carrying  a  iBambeau.     There 
was  a  silence  for  a  second,  until  he  approached 
nearer,  when  the  lighted  torch,  glaring  upon  his 
features,  revesded    to    their  view    the  counte- 
nance of  Giannetino  Doria. 

"  Resoo  and  Liberty!"  shouted  Jerome; 
**  the  Doria  I  down  with  him !''  and  they  rushed 
forward. 


J  2 
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CHAPTER  XIL 

The  confusion,  the  alann,  and  the  dismay  d 
the  first  burst  of  the  armed  bands  of  the  coospi- 
rators  upon  the  peaceful  and  silmt  streets  of 
Genoa,  had  for  the  most  part  been  confined  to 
that  quarter  where  stood  the  Doris  pakoe.  The 
elder  Doria  had  separated  from  lus  nqihew  at 
an  early  hour  on  that  night;  and  aouH^Bumy 
other  topics  of  conversation  that  had  oocupad 
their  attention,  the  conduct  of  Count  Fiesoo  for 
the  last  months  had  been  amply  discussed.  The 
alarm  of  the  Impmal  Ambassadors,  Goma 
Inarez  had  been  smiled  at,  and  they  both  consi- 
dered that  he  and  the  Goyemor  of  Milan  had  ben 
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imposed  upon,  for  they  could  not  imagine  it 
credible  that  such  a  design  as  that  stated  could 
exist  in  Genoa,  and  not  be  known  to  them. 

"  It  is  our  duty/'  said  Andrew,  "  although  we 
do  not  bdieve  this  r^xut,  to  at  least  see  if  there 
be  aught  of  foundation  fcHr  it.  Let  that,  Gian- 
netmo,  be  your  business  on  the  morrow ;''  and 
then  s^arating  they  bo(h  retired  to  rest 

Giannetino  had  since  his  reconciliation  with 
the  Count  Ilesco,  indulged  in  more  than  his 
usual  dreams  of  coming  power,  for  in  him  he 
now  no  longer  saw  that  opposition  to  his  ambi*- 
tious  schemes  which  previously  had  so  often 
crossed  and  thwarted  his  views.  The  Count 
had  vdled  with  almost  unapproadiable  skiU  his 
own  secret  aspirations,  and  his  distrust  of 
Doiia. 

ffis  habits  of  pleasure,  the  most  alluring,  and 
at  the  same  time  the  most  impenetrable  garb 
which  he  could  assume  to  conceal  his  plots  and 
private  designs,  hid  from  Giannetino's  eyes  the 
deep  passion  and  high  ambition  which  ruled  his 
own  heart ;  and  while  thus  removed  from  his 
espionage,  securely  and  secretly  did  he  rear  up 
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that  fabrici  destined  to  overthrow  the  Dbm's 
personal  hopes. 

On  this  night  after  parting  with  |us  grand 
unde,    he  threw  himself  inta  h]9   bed»    and 
dreaming  of  crowns  and  royal  authority,  he  had 
sunk  into  a  deep  and  profound  sleep,  so  deep 
that  the  distant  tumult  did  not  reach  his  ear, 
and  it  was  long  after  the  attack  (m  St  Thomas's 
gate,  that  the  sounds  partially  awoke  him.    He 
turned  oyer,  however,  and  again  fell  ai^leq^,  but 
it  was  only  to  be  instanlty  wakened,  and  to  hear 
the  shouts  of  men  and  the  dash  of  weapons^ 
so  near,  so  continued,  andjH>  fierce^  as  to  in- 
dude  him  immediately  to  discard  his  first  idea, 
that  it  was  a  street  fiay ;  and  hastSy  calliiig  fir 
lights  he  dressed  hiiDsel£ 

Naturally  courageous,  for  no  coward  propen- 
Atj  was  mingled  with  his  haughty  indomitaUe 
pride,  and  thinking  that  it  was  perhaps  die 
slaves  on  board  the  galleys  in  the  harbour;  had 
risen  and  were  breaking  thdr  chaina,  be  amed 
himself;,  and  ordering  a  page  to  precede  him 
with  a  light,  and  also  desiring  his  unde  to  be 
roused  from  sleep,  he  quitted  the  palace^  thus 
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fedily  attended.  His  way  lay  through  the  gate 
of  St  Thomas  which  was  now  in  the  hands  of 
the  enemy ;  and  the  first  intimation  he  had  of 
his  extreme  danger  was  the  shouts  of  those 
before  him,  and  the  wild  threats  of  : 

''  The  Doria— down  with  him !" 

**  Down  with  him  1"  cried  Ottobon  Fiesco, 
whose  sword  was  the  first  directed  against  him ; 
and  while  the  page  stood  terrified,  Gtannetbo 
read  in  every  wild  glaring  eye,  as  it  flashed  upon 
him  in  the  torch-lights,  now  plentifully  supplied 
by  the  conspirators,  his  own  destined  fiite. 

"Down with  himr 

"  Here,  boy !"  said  Giannetino  in  a  whisper 
to  the  page.  "  Throw  down  your  torch,  and  to 
the  palace  !  Tell  my  unde  to  flee  for  his 
life.*' 

"  Down  with  him  I"  again  shouted  Otto^ 
bon. 

"  Way,  knaves  I  Oh  I  A  Doria  to  the 
rescue  l**  and  whirling  his  weapon  round  him, 
he  opened  a  dear  passage  for  the  boy's  escape 
to  his  palace,  while  the  conspirators  now  rushed 


176  THE  will;  OB, 

recklessly  forward,  and  in  the  angry  feiockms 
zeal  of  the  party  instantly  to  destroy  biai,  he  was 
for  some  minutes  sayed. 

**  Hdd  r  shouted  a  Toioe,  dear  and  com- 
manding over  all  the  din  and  uproar  that  per- 
vaded the  place,  so  dear  and  soundmg,  that  it 
penetrated  Giannetino's  ear ;  and  so  well  known 
did  its  tones  appear  to  him  then,  tiiat  even  thus 
pressed  by  danger,  deaUi  bef(»«  and  on  every 
side  of  him,  he  mechanifailly  lowered  his  own 
weapon,  as  did  the  conspirators,  while  an 
avenue  was  opened  among  those  &cing  him,  and 
the  Roman  strode  through  it     **  Signor,  iskad 

thyself!" 

Giannetino  hurriedly  availed  himsdf  of  this 
permission.  He  crossed  swords  with  tfaia  new 
assailant,  yet  even  on  the  very  veige  of  danger, 
he  could  hardly  pany  his  thrusts ;  for  in  his  eye, 
calm,  steady,  and  absorbing  in  its  far^htnes; 
in  the  master's  hand  that  widded  the  weapon 
seekmg  his  life,  he  had  a  distant  recollection  c^a 
former  event;  and  it  was  only  when  sli^tly 
wounded,  and  he  fdt  the  blood  flowing  from  a 
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cut  in  his  left  shouldeTi  that  he  awoke  to 
the  instinct  of  sdf-preservatioiiy  and  fought  for 
life. 

*^  Knave !  I  forg^t^  or  onoe  before  we  have 
met  at  this  same  spot." 

**  Once,  my  Lordl''  said  Alfeo,  in  a  low, 
though  distinct  whisper,  while  not  one  of  those 
near  moved,  for  the  whole  business  was  but  the 
occurrence  of  a  moment.  "  Once,  but  we  never 
meet  again !" 

'^  Thou  ravest  1"  shouted  Giaonetmo,  his  old 
pride  coming  forth  as  he  felt  the  steel  quiver  in 
bis  grasp. 

''  Then  it  is  a  rude  madness,  and  deathly  to 
boot  1"  continued  the  Roman  in  his  own  even 
tones.     "  Deadly   to   thee,  villain  1"  and   with 
one  vigorous  effort,  Giannetino's  weapon  curled 
in  his  hand,  and  snapping  at  the  handle,  the 
Roman   passed  his  sword   through  his  body. 
"  On  1"  he  shouted.     "  To  the  palace !     One 
of  the  litter  may  yet  escape !"  and  the  conspira- 
tors roused,  dashed  forward  to  the  Doria  resi^ 
denoe,  led  on  by  Jerome  and  Ottobon,  while 
Giaonetino  sunk  at  his  feet« 

I  3 
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Alfeo  looked  sternly,  unpitying^y  in  his  fiioe; 
and  liftiiig  one  of  the  tordies,  many  of  wUdi 
now  lay  round  him,  burning  and  flidcering,  as 
thqr  had  fiedlen  from  the  conspirators'  gnsp, 
he  directed  it  towards  him.  His  features  were 
rapidly  assuming  the  pale  hue  and  fixedness  of 
death.  His  hand  still  oonvulsiydy  grasped  the 
hilt  of  the  broken  sword ;  and  the  Roman,  ^th 
a  stem  satis&ction  in  his  eye,  that  seemed  to 
gloat  over  the  prostrate  form  before  its  ^anoe, 
swept  the  light  rapidly  over  Doiia's  dosed  lids; 
and  as  afiected  by  the  flame  they  separated, 
whilst  even  in  the  extremity  of  death,  the  daik 
stem  glance  of  the  one  met  the  ^azed  and 
deadly  look  of  the  other. 

"  Thou  Ihrest  still!"  and  Alfeo  as  he  qpoke, 
kndt  down  by  his  side,  **  and  now  one  word, 
when  thou  art  yet  ci^iable  to  understand." 

Doria  motioned  to  him  fidntly  with  his  hand. 

'^  Stay  1"  continued  the  other,  speaking  as  tf 
he  would  demand  the  soul  to  linger  stOl  in  its 
earthly  abode,  until  it  hadleamed  his  wiD.  ""  I 
would  yet  add  something  to  the  past,"  aod 
stooninor  hiff  rnoiith  down  to  the  ear  of  the  dying 
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man,  he  whispered  for  a  minute  in  it,  and  as 
he  drew  back  his  head.  Dona  made  one  violent 
effort,  called  back  his  flagging  senses,  stayed 
the  life  that  was  passing  away,  cleared  the  film 
of  death  that  had  almost  covered  his  eyeS|  and 
gazing  in  his  &ce,  made  an  effort  to  speak,  but 
the  words  died  on  the  night,  without  sound  or 
utterance ;  and  falling  heavily  upon  the  earth, 
from  which  he  had  partially  risen,  a  convulsive 
shudder  passed  over  his  frame,  and  his  counte- 
nance grew  rigid  in  the  repose  of  death. 

^*  Dead  1"  muttered  the  Roman,  gazing  stern- 
ly and  fixedly  upon  the  body  lying  before  him. 
"  Dead  I  with  all  thy  sins  upon  thine  head — thy 
passions  and  desires  1  Be  it  so  1  Our  destinies 
are  both  fulfilled !  Thou,  the  sacrifice — I,  the 
avenger!  Thou  hast  lived  too  long,  and  yet 
hast  died  too  soon.  Ah  1  I  hear  their  shouts  !" 
for  the  distant  roar  of  the  armed  mob  and  the 
conspirators  wasi  now  audible,  as  they  swept 
onwards  to  the  harbour.  ''  Enough  for  me," 
he  continued,  *^  I  have  done  what  was  most 
needed,  and  no  more  do  their  schemes  effect 
me,"   and  slowly  retiring  from  the  spot,   his 
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retreating  figure  was  soon  lost  in  the  darimess 
of  the  night. 

Hie  next  day,  when  young  Dona's  bod^  was 
found,  on  a  piece  of  paper  attached  to  his  dothes 
and  placed  immediately  over  the  wound   by 

which  he  was  kiUedi  was  written  in  a  laige 
character,  the  single  word  **  GuiLiA."  Its 
meaning  or  import,  to  all  who  saw  it  was  com- 
pletely unknown. 

In  the  meantime  confusion  filled  the  Jkm 
palace.  The  page's  message  had  been  conveyed 
to  Andrew ;  and  some  Senators  and  noUes  of 
his  party,  at  the  risk  of  their  own  lives  had 
reached  the  palace,  and  had  induced  him,  before 
the  party  that  attacked  St  Thomas's  gate  bad 
quitted  it,  to  mount  his  horse  and  flee  for  his 
life. 

Giannetino's  precipitancy  saved  him;  for 
Jerome  Ylesoo  seeing,  that  the  younger  and 
more  dangerous  man  was  now  no  more,  pre- 
ferred the  safety  of  the  palace,  and  the  inuneose 
wealth  it  contained,  to  the  person  of  Andrew 
Dona,  fearing  lest  the  soldiers,  if  admitted, 
might  plunder  it ;  and  thus  the  old  sea-captaiD 
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taking  advantage  of  this  fiivourable  conjunction 
of  circumstances,  effected  his  escape,  whQe 
Jerome  and  Ottobon  marched  on  their  troops 
towards  the  harbour. 

Thus  far  every  thing  connected  with  the 

conspirators  had  progressed  according  to  their 

most  sanguine  wishes.     Giannetino  Doria  was 

dead  ;  Andrew  had  fled ;  the  city  was  in  their 

power ;  and  the  harbour  with  the  Doria  galleys 

ready  to  fall  into  their  hands.    Thomas  Assereto, 

according  to  the  Count's  instructions,  had  been 

able  to  seize  the  nearest  post  to  the  Darsena ; 

and  thus  the  land  on  one  side  of  the  harbour 

was  in  the  occupation  of  the  conspirators,  while 

a   veteran   soldier,  named   Scipio  Brogognino, 

had  orders  to  throw  himself  with  some  armed 

fduccas  into  the  basin,  and  then  co-operating 

with  Verrina  and  Assereto,  to  make  the  conquest 

of  the  harbour  and  galleys  it  contained  certain. 

These  instructions  had  been  performed  to  the 
letter,  and  when  the  Count  had  left  his  party 
disputmg  for  the  possession  of  St.  Thomas'  gate, 
he  proceeded  rapidly  to  the  post  next  the  basin ; 
and  he  had  hardly  arrived  at  it,  when  he  found 
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the  guard  runningi  and  the  most  important  po- 
sition of  all  those  attacked  during  the  night  in 
his  power.  Giving  orders  to  station  parties  at 
all  those  gates  in  the  hands  of  the  con^iratoiSy 
he  entered  the  basm,  finding  it  now  entir^ 
open,  and  joined  himself  to  Verrina,  who  was 
about  to  commence  an  attack  upon  the  Doria 
gaUeys  that  lay  before  him. 

The  Venetian  beheld  every  effort  cniwDed 
with  success;  and  in  the  recesses  of  his  own 
hearty  when  his  messengers  momentarily  brought 
him  intelligence  of  post  after  post  fiJling  into 
the  hands  of  his  fnends,  he  was  plotting  how 
after  their  final  success  he  should  on  the  morrow 

be  enabled  to  fiiee  himself  fix>m  his  own  penonal 

• 

difficulties.  Siurounded  on  all  sides,  watched  by 
a  power  whose  influence  he  vainly  strove  to  com- 
prehend, whose  extent  he  could  not  calculate— an 
enemy  where  he  might  reckon  to  find  a  firiend— 
his  deepest  secrets  in  the  hands  of  one  who,  by  a- 
traordinary  chance  or  supernatural  agenqr,  knew 
all  that  concerned  him — he  now  revdled  in  the 
delight  of  this  successful  revolt,  conscious  that 
the  morrow  would  {dace  the  means  of  removing 
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his  personal  difiBculties  within  bis  reach.  His 
eyes  sparkled  with  triumph,  and  the  Count's 
joyous  looks,  whea  thus  they  first  met  after  their 
separation  on  leaving  the  Flesco  palace,  animated 
the  Venetian. 

**  To-morrow,  my  Verrina,  to-morrow !"  he 
said,  grasping  and  wringbg  the  others  hand 
tightly  in  his  own.  **  To-morrow,  and  Genoa  is 
ours  I** 

''  By  the  samts,  yes  t''  exclaimed  the  Vene- 
tian. "  One  more  move  on  this  chess-board 
of  ours,  and  we  gain  a  kingdom.  To-morrow, 
my  Lord,  thou  art  King  of  this  Republic." 

**  Ah !  that  were  indeed  to  anticipate  events,'' 
said  the  Count  in  a  subdued  tone.  ^'Our  wishes, 
however  high  they  may  leap,  must  be  tempered 
by  our  prudence.  Yet  to-morrow/'  and  he 
paused^  **  may  produce  events  new  in  the  his- 
tory of  this  country.  Let  us  now  on  in  our 
attack,"  and  the  word  was  given.  Verrina's 
galley  passed  the  mouth  of  the  interior  harbour, 
and  dashing  amongst  the  vessels  belonging  to 
the  Doria  fleet,  wa%  instantly  engaged  with  thenu 
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Rapidly  and  dexterously  the  Venetian  avafled 
himself  of  the  advantages  of  the  night  The 
darkness;  the  sudden  attadc;  and  the  crews 
of  the  galleys  mostly  consisting  of  slaves 
chained  to  the  oar,  nearly  all  disarmed,  with- 
out a  proper  leader  to  command  them,  or  an 
adequate  inducement  to  fight  for,  and  besides 
terrified  with  the  shouts  of  their  new  assail- 
ants— deafened  and  confused  by  their  rallying 
cry  of  "  Re^co  and  liberty*' — offered  but  a  feeble 
resistance,  and  fell  one  afler  another  into  die 
power  of  their  enemy.  A  short  hour,  and  now 
Genoa  was  in  the  hands  of  the  Count,  for 
the  fleet  was  the  last  object  of  attadc,  and  b 
it  he  had  succeeded.  His  advices  told  him  that 
in  all  oth^  quarters  of  the  city  nothing  but 
alarm  and  confusion  prevailed.  The  nobles 
dreaded  pillage,  and  were  fortifying  their  man- 
sions. The  burghers,  unable  to  determine  how 
to  act,  were  waiting  for  day  to  choose  a  side, 
and  in  the  mterval  they  had  hastily  barricaded 
their  houses,  while  the  lower  orders  joined  the 
party  of  the  Count,  swept  the  city,  and  carried 
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dismay  before  theoL    He  also  learned  that  the 
pakoe  of  the  Republic  was  lighted. 

Elated  with  hope,  proud  of  his  victory,  he 
met  Verrina  with  extended  arms  and  embraced 
him  on  the  deck  of  the  galley. 

''But  litde  now  remains  to  be  done.  We 
must  rigidly  guard  what  we  have  secured,  and 
in  the  morning  we  shall  find  that  Genoa  has 
declared  for  us.'' 

The  burghers — "  began  the  Venetian. 
Stop  1"  exclaimed  Fiesco,  for  just  as  Verrina  * 
b^;an  to  speak,  a  vnid  confused  shout,  a  t^ble 
upn>ar  succeeded  the  calm  of  their  victory.  "  By 
the  saints  1  that  noise  comes  firom  the  Aximiral's 
galley.  These  knaves  may  mutiny  and  release 
him  1  Guard  thou  here,  and  I  wiU  see  to  this 
uproar,''  and  hastily  quitting  the  Venetian's 
side,  he  passed  across  the  galley  by  a  small  foot- 
board, reached  the  side  of  another  vessel,  that 
lay  contiguous  to  the  one  from  whence  came  the 
noise,  and  was  placing  his  foot  upon  another 
plank,  when  in  the  excitement  of  his  haste,  the 
board  slipped — he  tottered — it  steadied  for  an 
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instant  thra  fell  into  the  water,  canying  faira 
along  with  it.  Rapidlyhe  dutched  at  a  n^ 
caught  it,  and  found  that  unable  to  bear  bis 
weighty  loaded  as  he  was  with  annoiir  and 
weapons,  it  broke  above  his  hand  He  shouted, 
but  the  quickness  with  which  he  fdl  down  into 
the  water,  stifled  his  voice,  and  his  cries  died 
away  cm  the  surface  of  the  sea.  Vidently, 
furiously  he  struggled  with  his  awful  destmy, 
and  could  see  the  lights  &adi  across  *the  galleys 
could  hear  the  voices^  and  discern  the  figures, 
but  none  either  heard  or  saw  hinu 

''Father    of  Mercies !— Saviour  I"    but  the 
water  flowed  into  his  mouth  as  he  attempted  to 
speak,   and   drowned    his  words,  while  e?ay 
struggle  for  existence  so  exhausted  him,  diat  be 
found  he  was  no  longer  able  to  continue  hb 
efforts.    Yet  life  was  dear  to  hiuL     How  dear 
was  it  now,  when  in  the  almost  undi^ted 
possession  of  his  wildest  hopes  of  ambitioa! 
Was  he  thus  to  perish  without  assistance^  or  the 
sight  of  one  solitaiy  friend?    With  a  rioleot 
effort,  he  raised  himself  in  the  water,  and  in  the 
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vdoe  supplied  by  exhausted  nature  in  her  last 
agonies,  he  shrieked  wildly,  ''  Help  I  I  drown ! 
I— hdp !" 

"  By  heavens  1"  said  Verrina,  who  had  separated 
firom  him,  and  had  now  returned  after  quelling 
the  disturbance  amongst  the  galley-slaves,  ''  that 
sounds  like  Fiesco's  voice  I"  but  afraid  to  raise 
any  foolish  alarm,  he  sprang  forward  in  the 
direction  of  the  sounds,  gained  the  side  of  the 
galley  from  which  Fiesco  had  fallen.  But  now 
the  water  was  still  and  unruffled ;  there  was  no 
sound,  no  voice,  not  a  speck  below  to  inform 
him  that  any  had  &llen  there ;  for  the  Count's 
expiring  effort  had  reached  his  ear.  The  next 
moment,  he  had  sunk  to  rise  no  more  in  life. 

Verrina  snatched  a  torch,  swept  with  it  the 
sur&ce  of  the  waters,  but  not  on  object,  save  the 
plank  which  had  fallen  from  the  galley's  side, 
met  his  eye.  He  instantly  saw  that  in  attempt- 
ing to  pass  from  the  one  vessel  to  the  other, 
some  person  had  fallen  into  the  basin;  and 
rapidly  connecting  this  circumstance  in  his  mind 
with  the  can  for  help  which  he  had  heard,  and 
whieh  he  fdt  assured  was  in  the  tones  of  the 
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Count's  voioe,  and  the  ftct  of  his  having  kft 
him  to  proceed  by  that  side  to  the  aoene 
of  the  uproar,  togedier  with'  his  not  meet- 
ing him  tiiare,  the  a»idusioii  instanllj  foited 
itself  upon  his  mind  that  his  friend,  the  Coant, 
was  no  mxare.  Dismayed,  yet  fearful  of  ^Kiting 
a  tumult,  that  might  ruin  the  bold  hopes  he 
had  abeady  formed  and  almost  realized,  ht  ia- 
standy  left  the  place,  returned  to  his  own  gaO^, 
and  gave  his  orders  for  securing  the  harbour,  u 
if  nothing  had  occurred.  He  delemmied  to 
cany  out  his  own  objects  in  the  conspinu^;  and 
though  grieving  for  the  Count,  any  Resoo  with 
success  would  answer  his  purpose. 

Still  uno^tain  as  to  his  suspidons  about  the 
Count,  Verrina  sent  messengers  over  the  otjr 
to  glean  some  tidings  conconing  him.  Never 
despairing  of  the  ultimate  sucoesa  of  the  ood- 
spiracy,  when  he  now  saw  how  frvounbly  it 
had  progressed,  he  had  other  and  to  him 
most  important  schemes  for  the  busy  aight 
Deputing  to  Thomas  Asserete  his  own  000- 
mand,  he  picked  out  a  dozen  of  his  personal  re- 
tainers, and  desiring  them  to  foDow  him,  hesqii- 
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rated  himsdf  from  his  party.  On  passing  the 
flesoo  palace,  he  saw  the  gate  open,  and 
learned  that  the  Count's  domestics  had  joined 
the  armed  bands,  many  of  whom,  bent  on  plun- 
dering, now  filled  the  streets. 

"  Saints !"  he  muttered  to  himself,  castibg  a 
long  and  wistful  glance  at  the  Resco  palace, 
"  why  not  snatch  this  proud  beauty  now  when 
in  my  power  ?  To-morrow  might  see  me  fat 
from  Genoa,  and  her  in  my  possession.  Yet 
no!  We  have  succeeded  thus  far,  and  must 
prosper  still  more.  Time  will  supjdy  other  op- 
portunities;"  and  passing  on,  he  quitted  the 
palace. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

SoMBRB,  gloomy,  and  cheerless^  rose  tliewaDs 
of  the  prison  of  Genoa ;  and  none  seemed,  in 
the  general  soene  of  confusion*  to  have  as  jd 
(Greeted  attention  to  them,  either  for  thepinpose 
of  opening  the  gates — no  unoonmioD  draun- 
stance  in  a  sudden  resolution,  when  those  nong 
often  found  their  best  support  in  their  inmates^ 
or  of  making  the  building  a  point  of  deftooe. 
Yet  the  tumidt  that  raged  in  the  dty  could  not 
continue  so  long  as  U  had  done,  without  peoe- 
traiing  the  walls  and  reaching  the  ears  of  those 
confined  within  the  prison.  With  the  first 
sounds  of  the  w3d  uproar  which  filled  Gem 
Philip  Caha  sprung  from  the  hard  couch  wfaiti 
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he    had   occupied    for  some  hours  preceding. 

Duriog  the  day  he  had  missed  the  fiiendly  visit 

of  his  old  shopmate,  Master  Jerome  Varras ;  and 

uneasy,  worn  out  with  his  long  and  solitary  con* 

finement,  his  sleep  had  been  feverish  and  uncertain. 

The  shouts  afid  cries  of  **  Flesco  and  Liberty'' 

had  penetrated  his  dark  cell,  and  unable  to  un* 

derstand  what  they  meant,  no  person  coming 

near  him,  he  threw  himself  down  on  his  couch, 

and  listened  with  anxiety,  as  they  sweBed  and 

broke  upon  the  night  air.     Soon  he  heard  the 

report  of  arms,  more  shouts,  and,  as  he  fancied, 

the  dashing  of  swords. 

^  What  wild  work  is  this  ?"  he  asked  himself 
" '  Fresco  and  liberty  I'  What  can  it  mean  ?" 
and  turning  uneasily  he  listened ;  but  now  the 
shouts  died  away,  as  the  conspirators  quitted 
that  quarter  nearest  the  prison,  and  the  place 
assumed  its  usual  tranquillity.  For  a  consider- 
able period  no  noise  disturbed  him,  and  in  the 
sil^ice  and  loneliness  of  the  place,  sleep  again 
stole  over  him,  and  he  began  to  slumber.  He 
might  have  remained  thus  for  an  hour,  or  per- 
haps more,  when  a  noise  in  his  ceQ,  and  some 
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one  shaking  him,  at  last  d];^)en0d  de^  and 
starting  up,  the  full  glare  of  a  strong  light  fill 
upon  his  qres,  and  he  found  an  armed  man  in 
the  oeU  with  him.  He  sprung  from  fa»  bed  as 
his  visitor  hdd  up  the  torch  which  he  carried, 
and  in  its  blaze  he  distinguished  the  features  of 
the  Venetian,  Yerrina. 

«'Hushr  said  the  latter.  ''Be  seated.  I 
mean  you  no  harm." 

"Why  here,  thenT  asked  Philip.  "Your 
visits,  like  your  wishes,  never  have  intended  me 
much  benefit" 

"True  for  the  past!  yet  listen.  I  would 
amend  for  the  future,"  and  placing  the  torch  in 
a  ring  which  projected  from  the  wall,  he  seated 
himself  on  the  only  stool  the  cdl  contained,  and 
motioning  for  Philip's  attention,  proceeded. 
"This  night  has  produced  strange  events, for 
now  the  city  of  Genoa  has  dianged  masteiSi 
and  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Count  Ilesco  and 
his  adherents.  We  are  powerful— -omnqioteBt 
here ;  and  prisons,  like  palaces,  ean  be  qwoed 
as  we  wilL      One  word  I     Wouldst  tiioa  be 
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"  Yes  !"  answered  Philip,  astonished.  "  Who 
unjustly  accused  would  not  ?" 

"  Few;"  continued  Verrina,  musing,  "no 
matter  whether  they  may  have  offended  law  or 
not,  would  love  to  dweU  in  a  prison,  when 
they  inight  be  free.  Chains  of  heai^  iron  are 
no  gauds  that  a  man  will  wear  for  ornament, 
and  a  stone  couch  is  no  inducement  to  remain 
in  a  prison.     Thou  wouldst  be  free  ?'' 

**  Why  ask  such  a  question  a  second  time  ?" 

*^  Then  thou  shalt.  But  there  are  conditions 
that  must  be  fulfilled  ere  thou  canst  leave  this 
dungeon.'' 

"  Speak ;  name  them !" 

"  That  thou  leavest  Genoa  for  ever,"  began 
Verrina. 

*'  Go  on  !"  said  Philip,  interrupting  him. 

"  That  thou  abandonest  a  vain  and  foolish 
design  now  occupying  thine  attention  with  refer* 
ence  to  thyself." 

"  Thou  hast  declared  two  points  of  thy  pro- 
posed agreement.  What  next.  Signer  ?"  asked 
Philip  calmly. 

"That,"  continued  Verrina,  "My,  and  on 

VOL.   III.  K 
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oath,  thou  must  renounce  the  Lady  Verona 
CibOy  and  that  thou  dedarest  the  same  in 
writing.  Agree  to  these  conditions/'  and  he 
rose  from  his  seat^  ^*  agree,  and  li?e  I  Refuse 
them,  and  by  the  Virgin  and  saints,  thou 
diest  1" 

"  Then  by  the  Virgin  and  saints — thine  own 
oath  1"  exclaimed  Philip,  with  vehement  passion 
in  his  words  and  gestures,  "I  die !  What ! 
Give  up  my  birthright,  proclaim  myself  a 
murderer,  flee  Genoa,  and  leave  thee,  Ve- 
rona !  Go  to,  Signor  1  Thou  mistakest  thy 
man!" 

'*  Then  die !"  said  the  Venetian,  with  all  the 
bitterness  [of  fixed  hatred  in  his  tones.  ''I 
could  have  saved  thee — ^would  have  enriched 
thee,  but  now  thou  hast  chosen,  and  shalt  die 
like  any  other  miserable  criminal!  shall  die 
too,  though  innocent  1" 

"  I  thank  thee  for  that  at  least !"  replied 
Philip,  firmly.  ^'  If  I  be  condemned,  be  it  so, 
for  I  would  choose  a  thousand  deaths  before  the 
long  life  of  torture  thou  proposest!  I  ynH 
have  no  such  conditions,  and  Genoa  yet  bar- 
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bours  within  its  walls  a  spirit  of  justice,  let  who 
will  rule  her !" 

'^  It  is  a  vain  hope !  Think  again!  life  to 
thee  is  everything  1" 

"No,  Signor;  honour  is  more!"  returned 
Philip,  firmly.  "  Leave  me.  I  spurn  thy  pro- 
posals, and  in  the  full  hope  of  my  innocence  I 
may  live  without  entering  into  conditions  dis- 
graceful in  themselves,  and  if  confirmed, 
only  conferring  on  me  a  miserable  existence." 

"  Do  you  refuse  ?" 

**  Yes ;  if  instant  death  without  trial  or  hope 
were  the  immediate  consequence,  I  would  not 
consent  to  such  an  offer." 

"  Then  listen  !"  said  Verrina,  in  low,  hissing 
tones,  that  seemed  to  come  from  between  his 
closed  teeth,  as  if  the  very  spirit  of  vengeance 
steeped  to  the  lips  in  gall,  was  speaking,  and 
tainting  his  words  with  its  malevolence. 
"Listen!  By  some  means,  to  me  unknown, 
thou  hast  learned  a  secret  which  I  believed 
confined  alone  to  myself.  We  are  brothers  by 
the  same  father,  though  of  different  mothers, 
and  because  I,  the  elder-bom,  had  dared  to  lead 
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what  my  prudent  parent  considered  a  life  of 
excess,  I  was  cut  out  of  my  inheritance— left  to 
live  on  my  wit.  I  did  do  so  I  Thou  caost  see 
how  well,  for  I  determined  thou  shouldst  be  no 
bar  to  my  enjoyments.  Thou  earnest  into  the 
world,  and  hadst  well  nigh  as  sflendy  left  it  -,  bul 
my  folly  in  employii^  in  the  execution  of  my 
plans  a  villain  who  cheated  me,  and  has  saved 
thee,  defeated  me,  and  thou  now  livest — ^Inrest  for 
a  week  1  The  heir  of  wealth,  of  gnat  name, 
thou  shalt  die  like  a  mean  felon." 

''I  shall  live,"  said  Philip,  firmly,  *' in  the 
consciousness  of  my  own  innocence." 

''  Thou  relievest  me  I"  sneered  Venina. 
^'  But  one  word  for  all.  This  night,  in  the 
excess  of  this  revolt,  I  can  break  open  thy 
prison,  strike  off  these  fetters,"  as  he  touched 
with  his  foot  one  of  the  chains  that  manacled 
the  other's  limbs,  ^'  and  restore  thee  to  fifeedom. 
I  will  add  wealth  to  compensate  for  the  sacri- 
fice thou  makeat.  Young  man,  shun  death 
when  thou  canst !" 

'*  Not  for  worlds  would  I  agree  to  this  pro- 
posal!    Innocent,   I  do  not  fear  trial;  for  I 
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know  I  shall  be  safe.  Leave  me,  Signor!  I 
would  not  call  thee,  brother,  for  that  word, 
which  with  others  would  be  a  link  of  love, 
becomes  with  thee  a  bond  of  hate.  Go,  Signor. 
I  would  be  alone!" 

"The  Lady  Verona — "  began  the  Vene- 
tian. 

"  Go  !  I  would  not  hear  thee !"  said  Philip, 
interrupting  him.     "  Go— go  !" 

"  Fool !"  muttered  Verrina.  "  1  would  have 
saved  thee.  Ho !  jailer  1  See  to  thy  prisoner ; 
for  no  matter  who  rules  the  State,  the  laws 
must  be  respected,  and  murder  punished  !'* 

Then,  taking  the  torch,  he  strode  to  the 
door,  and  turning,  gazed  for  a  second  in  Philip's 
hce ;  but  the  latter  calmly  and  firmly  withstood 
his  glance.  His  eye  did  not  quail  before  his ; 
his  form  swelled  out  and  grew  erect ;  and  the 
Venetian,  muttering  some  few  words  to  himself, 
passed  out.  The  door  was  instantly  closed; 
the  heavy  chains  and  bolts  rattled  mournfully ; 
and,  again  confined,  Philip  was  alone  in  the 
solitude  of  his  dungeon. 
The    Venetian   gathered  his   soldiers  about 


198  THE  WILL;   OR, 

him,  and  rapidly  proceeded  to  the  gate  of 
the  arch  in  the  borough.  Foiled — dissatisfied ; 
the  Count's  probable  fate  recurring  with  thou- 
sandfold more  power — seeming  almost  a  fixed 
certainty,  he  felt  at  that  moment  how  unstable 
was  his  position.  The  revolt  had  succeeded  be- 
yond the  most  sanguine  expectation:  the  dty 
was  completely  in  the  hands  of  the  assailants, 
when  now  this  calamity  occurred,  so  distress- 
ing, so  absorbing,  so  unpropitious.  He  stQI 
believed  in  success;  and  passing  through  the 
streets  wherever  he  met  a  partizan,  he  had 
for  him  a  word  of  encouragement  and  hope. 
Not  a  syllable  escaped  him  with  reference  to 
the  Count;  and  he  found  that  none  had  yet 
perceived  their  loss,  or  suspected  its  probability. 
In  the  streets  he  found  nothing  but  the  con- 
spirators and  their  friends;  and  as  be  ap- 
proached nearer  the  arch,  he  heard  the  loud» 
rallying  cry  of  his  party. 

"  They  have  gotten  the  Count !"  he  muttered, 
as  he  pressed  forward ;  but  at  that  moment,  one 
of  his  messengers  met  him,  and  related  the 
inteDigence  that   Fiesco  was  no  where  to  be 
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found.  Then  came  another — a  third — a  fourth, 
all  with  the  same  intelligence,  and  when  he 
bad  reached  the  gate,  he  perceived  Jerome  and 
Ottobon,  and  along  with  them  Sacco,  Calcagno, 
and  the  diief  conspirators,  all  conversing  apart 
from  the  soldiers,  and  all  seeming  as  if  some 
heavy  calamity  had  Men  upon  them.  He 
strode  into  the  midst  of  the  group. 

"  Ha  !  Signer  Verrina !"  exclaimed  Jerome 
Fiesco.  **  Hast  seen  my  brother,  the  Count  ? 
Knowest  aught  of  him  f* 

"Yes,"  said  the  Venetian,  firmly.  "Be 
prepared,  Signors — '* 

"  Speak  I"  cried  Ottobon,  with  alarm  in  his 
countenance. 

"  He  is  dead !"  replied  Yerrina ;  and  as  all 
drew  back,  amazed  and  aghast  at  this  un- 
welcome and  sorrowful  information,  the  other 
continued :  "  I  must  deplore  his  loss :  yet, 
Signors,  our  cause  and  his  name  still  sur- 
Vive. 

"  I !"  observed  Jerome,  drawmg  back,  and 
speaking  with  slow  emphasis,  "am  now  the 
head  of  my  house." 
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''And  &e  leader  of  our  enterprize!"  added 
Yerrina,  before  any  other  oodd  interfere.  "  Be 
silait,  Signors;  and  when  we  daim  the  Re- 
public in  the  morning,  though  we  must  depioR 
the  noble  Count's  loss,  our  soldiers  wiQ  not 
know  but  that  they  have  been  still  led  by  their 
fimnerLord.     Signors,  what  say  you  ?^ 

**  V'  said  Ottobon,  the  first  to  answer  the 
question,  ''will  yield  to  my  brother.  Oar 
oiterprize  now  hanfly  requires  a  leader:  j^ 
we  must  have  a  head." 

''I  serve  the  house  of  Fiesoo,''  said  Socco, 
with  sententious  brevity. 

<'  And  I  also  r  added  Calcagno. 

''Signors,  then,"*  observed  Yenina,  "to our 
posts !  The  Senate-House  in  our  power,  and 
we  rule  Genoa.  Ho  I — ^Forward  to  the  Senater 
and  the  soldiers  commanded,  and  the  mob  thus 
encouraged,  about  four  hours  after  they  had 
first  burst  forth  upon  the  dty,  the  conspiralois 
turned  to  the  ancient  hall  of  the  Republic. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  Senators,  the  nobles  not  adherents  of 
Fiasco,  the  higher  classes  of  the  citizens,  all 
those,  who  at  first  confounded  by  the  sudden 
and  most  unexpected  outbreak  cf  conspirators 
in  the  heart  of  their  city,  had  in  time  raUi^, 
and  now  sought  their  own  protection  in  the 
safety  of  the  State ;  all  these  soon  banded  them- 
selves together,  and  attempted  to  vnrest  from 
the  enemy  the  strongholds  they  had  already 
gained.  Yet  they  were  still  unsuccessful.  Afler 
a  short  and  bitter  struggle  they  were  defeated 

•  _ 

at  St.  Thomas'  Gate;  a  distinguished  noble  of  their 
party  was  made  prisoner ;  and  they  themselves 
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dispirited  by  their  overthrow.  In  the  Senate 
they  met,  at  extreme  peril,  to  devise  means  of 
safety ;  but  in  the  very  midst  of  their  delibe- 
rations, the  noise  of  the  mob  and  the  conspi- 
rators advancing  towards  them  stopped  debate, 
and  they  came  to  the  hasty  determination  of 
sending  some  of  their  number  to  wait  upon  the 
Count,  and  leam  his  demands. 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  wild  shouts  of  the  ap- 
proaching  party — the  rallying  ay  of  "Resco 
and  Liberty,''  broke  upon  their  ears,  and  thej 
were  immediately  afterwards,  brought  face  to  &ce 
with  the  Count's  party  headed  by  the  YenetiaD, 
Jerome  and  Ottobon,  and  the  leading  conspira* 
tors.  The  place  was  made  brilliant  by  the  ligbt 
of  numerous  torches  which  the  mob  belongiog 
to  the  revolutionists  bore  before  them;  and 
thinking  that  this  was  another  party  sent  fiv- 
ward  by  the  Senate  to  charge,  Jerome  shouted— 

'^On,  friends!  To  the  Senate  House!"  and 
they  dashed  forward  upon  the  Senate's  AmbflS- 
sadors,  and  turning,  put  them  to  flight,  with  the 
exception  of  Ansaldo  Justiniani,  who  boldly  stood 
his  groundi 
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'*  Signors  !'*  he  began,  for  th6  conspirators 
drew  back,  when  they  saw  him  thus  alone. 

''Hear  him,"  said  Verrina  in  an  anxious 
whisper  to  Jerome  Fiesco,  who  stood  forward, 
when  the  Senator  b^an  to  speak.  "Be  cautious ! 
Since  though  victorious,  yet  one  rash  word  may 
overthrow  all  our  successes.  The  house  of  Fiesco 
lives  in  thee  1" 

''  And  shall  not  suffer  I"  replied  Jerome  petu- 
lantly.  ''  Signor,"  he  continued,  addressing 
Justiniani,  "  thy  business  with  us !  Yet  stay — 
we  shall  meet  thee  in  the  Senate  House,  where 
we  can  better  understand  thy  wishes.'' 

•**But  one  word.  Signer,  before  you  advance 
towards  the  palace  of  the  Republic.  I  would 
know  where  the  noble  Count  Fiesco  now 
is." 

"  That,"  said  Jerome  boldly,  and  advancing 
to  Justiniani,  as  he  spoke,  "  is  matter  of  slight 
import  now.  There  is  no  Count  to  be  treated 
with  but  Jerome  Fiesco.  He  represents  his 
house." 

"  How,  my  Lord  I"  asked  the  Senator,  "  is 
your  brother  no  more  ?" 
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''  He  is  not  here/'  said  Jerome  evauvdy,  and 
Justiniani's  countenance  instantly  evidenced  tbe 
importance  of  tiie  news. 

"  We  are  lost !"  muttered  Yenina  in  Otto- 
bon's  ear.  '^  By  the  saints !  tbe  Count's  death 
is  to  them  new  life.  See  how  the  knave's  ooun- 
tenance  has  changed  with  his  information !" 

"Brother!"  whispered Ottobon.  "Caution, 
or  we  are  ruined." 

"  Tush  !"  exdaimed  Jerome,  sharply,  and  he 
turned  round  rapidly  to  Justiniani.  '' Signer, 
we  shall  delay,  for  a  few  moments,  our  advance 
upon  die  Senate  House.  When  we  arrive  at  it, 
however,. it  must  be  surrendered  into  our  hands 
without  condition." 

"  Is  such,"  asked  Justiniani, "  your  determined 
resolve  ?" 

"  It  is,*'  answered  Jerome  briefly. 

"  Then,  I  shall  proceed  straight  to  the  Senate, 
and  lay  before  them  this  demand.  Signer, 
give  us  a  few  moments  for  brief  consultation," 
and  Justiniani  turned,  and  rapidly  proceeded  to 
the  Senate,  where  his  news  was  to  his  par^'  tbe 
dawn  of  hope« 
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He  had  hardly  left  them,  when  Verrina  seized 
Jerome's  arm.  'Thou  hast  ruined  us  !"  and  he 
spoke  with  the  energy  of  despair,  "  utterly,  ab- 
solutely ruined  us.  Thou  art  unknown  to  the 
people — unknown  to  the  soldiers  who  lived  in 
the  Count;  and  when  this  news  gets  abroad, 
our  bands  wiU  melt  away  like  snow  in 
April/' 

**  Thou  presumest,  Signor !" 

"  Tush  1"  said  Verrina  fiercely,  for  in  that 
moment  he  felt  despair  subduing  his  energies, 
and  destroying  the  bold  hopes  which  the 
events  of  the  previous  few  minutes  had  pro- 
duced; and  it  was  with  a  savage  ferocity  of 
gesture  and  tone, 'that  he  addressed  Jerome, 
which  almost  awed  him.  ''  Thou  hast  ruined 
all.  On  to  the  Senate  House !  Seize  it,  proclaim 
thyself,  and  thou  mayst  yet  succeed.  On !  Delay 
now  is  death !" 

"  I  shall  be  advised,"  observed  Jerome. 

"  Samts !"  shrieked  Verrina,  for  in  the  lapse 
of  the  few  minutes  since  Justiniani's  departure, 
the  report  of  the  Count's  death  had  spread 
rapidly,   and  the  very  troops  under  Jerome's 
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command  now  paxised  and  hung  bade    TIk 
began  to  whisper — drew  more  apart  from  &e 
leaders — the  shouts  of  the  mob  were  graduaD 
hushed,  the  lights  they  carried  were  being  extio 
guished,  while  a  low,  anxious  conversation  was 
continued  round  them;   and  true  to  the  Ve- 
netian's prophecy,   their  spirits   became  com- 
pletely changed.  "  On  to  the  Senate !"  continued 
Verrina— 

"Nay,"  said  Ottobon,  "let  us  wait  tiiem 
here." 

"  Oh  !"  exclaimed  Verrina,  "  must  aO  my 
enterprizes  be  cursed  with  failure  I  Signon, 
there  remains  but  one  hope.  The  Senate  House 
in  Our  hands,  we  can  retrieve  what  is  lost  and 
still  command  Genoa.  Be  advised,  before  the 
defection  from  our  ranks  leaves  us  bare,  and 
mareh  on  to  it — the  people  want  but  a  rallyiog 
point." 

"  True !"  observed  Ottobon,  with  sudden 
change  of  opinion,  "  let  us  foUow  the  Signor 
Verrina's  advice." 

"  It  is  our  only  hope,"    said  Calcagno,  ap 
preaching  Jerome.     "  Our  knaves  are  alread. 
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alalrraed,   and  the   people   ^e   rapidly   leaving 


us/' 


"  Embrace  it,  rriy  Lord !"  entreated  Sacco. 
But  now,  when  Jerome  would  give  his  instruc- 
tions to  march  forward,  and  seize  the  palace  of  the 
Republic  in  order  to  place  the  State  in  his  hands, 
he  found  that  there  were  few  to  obey  him ;  for 
during  the  pause  of  the  few  minutes'  conversa- 
tion Amongst  their  leaders,  the  people  beginning 
to  fear,  and  not  being  disposed  to  trust  Jerome 
a$  implicitly  as  they  would  have  done  his  dead 
brother,  had  gradually  and  silently  departed ;  and 
of  the  vast  mob  that  had  first  joined  the  conspi- 
rators, not  a  hundredth  part  now  remained.  The 
lights  had  nearly  all  disappeared — not  a  cheer, 
not  a  loud  word  broke  the  deep  silence  that  sur- 
rounded the  paid  soldiers  and  their  leaders. .  Hope 
was  extinct  in  the  breasts  of  the  conspirators, 
and  now,  when  they  would  haVe  moved  forward, 
there  were  few  to  follow  them. 

In  the  interval,  the  Senate  had  made  good 
use  of  the  time  this  vacillation  among  the  con- 
spirators, consequent  upon  the  news  of  the 
Count's  death,  had  afforded  them.     They  ap- 
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pointed  offioers,  rallied  their  troops,  calfed  out 
the  weQ-affected  among  the  inhabitants ;  and  as 
towards  morning  the  mob  that  had  supported 
the  conspirators  was  breaking  up  in  despair,  the 
hands  of  the  Senate  became  strengthened  with 
the  light  The  news  of  the  Count's  death  had 
filled  the  one  party  with  hope,  and  had  almost 
overthrown  the  other,  for  they  could  hardly  place 
much  dependence  in  Jerome.  Their  arms  bad 
dropped  from  their  hands,  their  union  was 
broken  up ;  and  now  in  this  utter  prostratioii  of 
the  party,  the  extraordinary  secrecy  whidi  had 
been  adopted  throughout  the  organizatkm  of  the 
conspiracy,  was  most  detrimental  to  its  oontmu- 
ance.  With  the  death  of  its  leader  had  dqnrted 
the  great  bond  of  unanimity  that  linked  them  to 
his  cause,  and  most  of  those  who  acted  with 
him  knew  neither  his  confidants,  nor  the  objects 
he  aimed  at.  In  the  darkntes  of  night,  after 
the  first  reverse,  they  hastily  broke  up,  many  to 
their  homes,  who  believed  that  they  had  escafed 
observation,  and  many  fled  the  city. 

£ven  in  this  reverse  of  their  fortunes,  the  in- 
decision  of  the  Senate  for  the  time  saved  them ; 
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for  whilst  one  party  proposed  attacking  theoii  and 
compelling  them  to  yield,  another  thought  it 
more  safe  to  treat  with  them ;  and  all  agreeing 
to  adopt  this  course,  they  chose  Paul  Pansa,  who 
had  left  the  Fiesco  palace  shortly  before,  to  wait 
upon  Jerome,  and  offer  him  a  pardon  for  himself 
and  all  his  accomplices. 

Alarmed  and  dismayed  by  the  sudden  and 
unexpected  change  which  the  prosperity  first 
attending  the  conspirators  had  now  taken,  all 
b^an  to  look  out  for  themselves,  regardless  of 
the  fate  of  each  other ;  and  wh^  he  saw  that  no 
hope   remained,   prostrate,  stunned,  his  proud 
anticipations  for  the  morrow  darkened  and  de- 
stroyed by  the  sorrowful  realities  of  the  hour, 
Verrina's  first  object  was  safety  in  flight.  Bitterly 
cursing  in  his  own  heart  Jerome  Kesco,  and  seeing 
how  hopeless  was  the  cause  of  theconspirators,how 
distant  all  his  own  speculations,  he  called  to  him 
Ottobon  Fiesco,  Calcagno,  and  Sacco,  and  con- 
sulting together  for  a  few  minutes,  they  resolved 
to  man  the  Count's  galley  in  the  harbour,  and 
put  out  to  sea. 

'*  But  an  how  before,''  said  Verrina  with  a 
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bitter  sneer,  "we  wwe  all  powerful— now  yst 
are  fugitives !" 

*'  It  is,"  remarked  Ottobon, "  the  fiiteof  most 
oonspirators/' 

"  Yes  r*  added  the  Venetian,  "  when  foot 
become  their  leaders !  Let  ns  forward,  however, 
Signors.  Hark  1  I  hear  the  approach  of  troops  T 
and  from  the  next  street  a  party,  numerous  and 
strongly  armed,  turned  towards  the  Senate 
House.     '^  Signors,  time  is  precious !" 

''  By  the  saints !"  cried  Saooo, ''  the  Republic 
exerts  itself  when  the  danger  is  past!  On, 
Signors  1"  and  they  quickened  their  pace  through 
the  streets,  then  silent  and  tranquil,  as  if  an  boor 
before  they  had  not  been  the  scenes  of  violeDoe 
and  bloodshed. 

"  How  calm  Genoa  feels  now  !**  obserred 
Verrina. 

**  The  storm  is  over  1"  said  one  of  his  com- 
panions. 

"  And  we,"  added  the  Venetian  with  a  wild, 
bitter  laugh,  "  are  the  shipwrecked  marinen !" 
Yet  rejoice,  Signors !  Amidst  all,  we  have  saved 
life  !"  and  turning  into  the  harbour,  they  found 
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the  gaHey,  which  in  their  absence  had  been 
turned  into  a  receptacle  for  their  prisoners, 
ready  manned  ;  and  ordering  the  sailors  to  put 
out  to  sea,  they  had  ahnost  slipped  their  cables, 
when  Ottobon  Fiesco  remarked  to  Verrina,  that 
they  had  some  prisoners  on  board,  who  had 
been  taken  during  the  skirmish  at  St.  Thomas' 
gate. 

"  Let  them  go,  then !  We  neither  desire 
their  company,  nor  in  this  state  of  our  affairs 
fear  to  free  them.     Let  them  go !" 

"  It  is  my  own  opinion,"  said  Ottobon;  and  the 
men  being  liberated,  they  passed  from  the  galley 
into  an  armed  felucca  under  her  side,  and  they 
had  hardly  pushed  out  from  her,  when  a  loud 
voice,  whose  tones  startled  the  Venetian^ 
shouted : 

**  Ho  !  health  to  the  Signer  Verrina !  He 
leaves  Genoa." 

"  'Sdeath  !"  muttered  the  Venetian.  "  That 
villain  Larcero  has  been  one  of  our  prisoners  1 
Delay,  men,  for  a  second." 

"  What  folly !"  said  Ottobon.  "  Slip  the 
ropes,  men,  and  to  sea !" 
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''  Ha !  ha  I"  and  Larcero's  loud,  boisterous 
laugh  sounded  fiendish  m  Verrina's  ears.  ^  Dost 
leave  nought  behind  thee  ?  No  love-token — no 
mark  of  regard — ^nothing  to  prove  thine  affec- 
tion for  Genoa?  By  the  saints  1  thou  art 
ungrateful  I -' 

Verrina  turned  away  from  ihe  side  where  the 
felucca  lay. 

''  FarewetQ  for  a  time  V*  continued  the  other. 
*'  Thou  shalt  return  to  Genoa,  to  wear  a  rope 
furnished  at  the  State's  expense,"  and  he  langbed 
loud  as  he  spoke,  while  the  ^all^  dowfy  dipped 
ho-  ropes,  and  the  sails  lazily  flapping  in  tiu 
soft  breeze  of  the  morning,  she  steered  towards 
France. 

Discontented,  moody,  every  hope  annihi- 
lated, Verrina  sat  looking  out  upon  the  broad 
waters  before  him,  as  he  gradually  quitted  the 
bay  of  Genoa.  Yesterday  and  he  was  fiiD  of 
hope;  not  an  hour  before  and  his  enterprizes 
were  crowned  with  success,  and  now  he  was 
escaping  from  the  fears  of  death.  By  one  of 
those  slarange  vicissitudes  in  the  career  of  men, 
by  one  of  those  mutations  that  too  often  oocur, 
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and  dash  from  the  hand  the  certainty  that  it 
grasped  but  a   moment   before— -  their  leader 
dead — their  conled^ucy  broken  up — ^their  first 
successes  useless,  theconspiratorsfound  themselves 
exiles,  and  their  whole  schemes  defeated.     On 
none  had  this  terrible  disaster  fallen  with  such 
astounding  weight  as  on  the  Venetian.     The 
others  engaged  in  it  became  its  instruments — a 
few  from  ambition,  most  from  the  hope  of  re- 
ward—  some  from  their  connexion  with  the 
deceased  Count ;  but  none  were  spurred  on  by 
such  a  multiplicity  of  causes,  so  strong,  so  en- 
during, by  such  terrible  inducements  as  the 
V^ietian.    With  success  he  had  regarded  Verona 
as  the  reward  of  his  services  towards  the  dead 
Count,  and  yet  this  was  but  a  minor  induce- 
ment amongst  many  others.     His  fortime  was 
at  stake,  and  Lomellino^s  accusation  had  saved 
Philip  from  all  participation  in  the  revolt,  or 
being  implicated  in  the  conspiracy  that  pro- 
duced it.      He  felt  in  his  own  heart  that  the 
evil  schemes  which  he  had  devised  against  others, 
were  about  to  cause  his  own  ruin.    Every  hope 
was  prostrate ;  every  device  a  failiu^,  and  cover- 
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ing  his  face  with  his  hands,  in  utter  anguish  of 
spirit  he  groaned  aloud. 

Jerome  Flesco  was  still  at  the  head  of  the 
soldiers  and  armed  partisans  of  his  cause ;  but 
that  irresolution  and  want  of  prudence  that  had 
so  rashly  disclosed  his  brother's  premature  fite, 
led  him,  when  he  saw  himself  almost  deserted,  to 
listen  to  the  advice  of-  the  Senate's  ambassador, 
and  yield  to  their  terms  of  a  free  pardon  for  him- 
self and  his  accomplices ;  and  as  morning  dawned 
— ^bright,  calm,  and  beautiful  did  it  dawn  upon 
Genoa — the  last  band  of  the  coDspirat(N:s  filed 
slowly  through  the  gate  leading  to  the  Fiesco 
fortress  of  Montobbio.     Hardly  a  citizen  wit- 
nessed their  departure ;  and  if  a  stranger  bad 
then  entered  the  city,  he  would  have  conadered 
the  report  of  the  insurrection  during  the  nig^t, 
the  narrow  escape  of  the  Republic  from  a  duinge 
of  masters,  and  the  Count's  death,  as  almost 
improbable  fictions ;  for  not  a  sign  of  the  night's 
riot  was  visible. 

The  city  was  calm  and  tranquil ;  the  enemy  had 
gone ;  no  marks  of  violence  were  left ;  since  in  the 
juiventures  of  the  night,  the  suddenness  of  the  at- 
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tack,  the  rapidity  with  which  the  conspirators  acted, 
the  darkness  that  assisted  them  had  terrified, 
dismayed,*  and   disarmed  their   opponents,   for 
surprised,   they  were   in  some   instances  con- 
quered without  a  blow.     Now  scarcely  a  vestige 
of  the  conflict  remained.     Some  were  killed,  but 
the    niimber  was  small;  and  thus   ended  this 
remarkable  conspiracy,   remarkable  for   its  or- 
ganization, its  secrecy,  the  security  with  which  it 
lived  in  the  very  heart  of  the  city,  and  its  extra- 
ordinary success,  until  the  death  of  the  Count 
Fiesco  saved  the  State,  and  the  advantages  he 
had    obtained  crumbled  away  in  a  few  hours, 
when  his   name  and  presence  no  longer  gave 
influence  and  support  to  the  proceedings  of  his 
associates.     The  conspiracy  had  been  defeated, 
and  Genoa  saved. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

*  What  a  morning  broke  upon  the  palace  of 
the  deceased  Count  Flesco  1  Gloriously  beautiH 
the  sun's  rays  penetrated  through  every  apart- 
ment, and  as  mid-day  approadied,  the  heaveos 
seemed  to  shine  witii  a  brilliancy  and  splaidour 
seldom  mtnessed  at  that  period  of  the  year. 
The  young  widow — but  the  day  previous  a  young 
wife  in  all  the  pride  of  life's  best  hopes-Hso* 
drded  by  aU  that  coidd  endear  the  human  heait 
to  the  enjoyment  of  existence  ;  wealthy,  power- 
ful, loved  —  was  now  a  bitter,  disconsolate 
mourner*  The  Count's  death  had  been  rdated 
to  her  by  Paid  Pansa ;  and  Verona,  shocked  and 
overpow^^  by  ihe  sad  inteDigrace,  feared  atfl 
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more  its  effect  upon  her  sister's  feelings ;  but 
the  latter  received  it  with  a  calmness  that  sur- 
prised, whilst  it  almost  awed  those  who  wit- 
nessed it.  She  never  moved,  or  gave  utterance 
to  any  complaint,  but  with  a  coldness  that 
alarmed  her  sister,  she  listened  to  the  sad  news 
so  drcumspectly  and  tenderly  broken  to  her ;  and 
when  Verona  came  over  to  her  chair,  and  took 
her  hand,  she  gazed  into  her  face,  and  terrified, 
sprung  from  her  side.  Her  eyes  were  cold,  and 
fixed  in  their  expression  ;  her  countenance,  thaf 
of  one  whose  mind  had  become  a  wreck.  She 
neither  moved  nor  expressed  any  sudden 
emotion  consequent  upon  the  sad  intelligence 
thus  imparted  to  her ;  but  sat  as  if  stunned  by 
the  heavy  misfortune  which  had  realized  her 
own  most  painful  anticipations.  Her  feelings 
paralyzed,  her  heart  tortured,  her  strength 
sank  beneath  the  weight  of  the  blow  thus  in- 
flicted ;  and  in  a  temporary  derangement  of  intel- 
lect she  found  relief  from  the  contemplation  of 
the  terrible  realities  surrounding  her  position. 

Anxiously  Verona  and  her  other  relatives,  who 
ox^wded  round  the  young  widow,  strove  to  con- 
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sole  her;  but  with  a  wandering  mind  wfakb 
menafully  towards  her  own  findings  refused  to 
contemidate,  with  the  steadiness  of  reasm,  the 
exigencies  and   misfortunea  of   her  sitaaliaii, 
she  had  been  remoyed,  after  the  first  AoA, 
from   the  necessity  of  dwelling  upon  her  owa 
unhappiness;  and  in  the  calmness  cf  psrtisi 
insanity,  she  was  saved  from  then  gasing  npoa 
the  dreadful  picture,  whidi  now  veiled  from  her 
view,  might  at  some  fiiture  period  be  uncovered 
^to  present  to  her  even  a  more  terrible  proqmt 
than  it  could  then  have  done.     An  hour  afiff 
the  first  shock  of  the  Count's  death,  she  had 
become  in  feding  and  manner  a  second  diikL 

To  add  to  Verona's  uneasiness  on  account  of 
her  sister,  h^  mind  was  also  tortured  byahm 
on  behalf  of  Philip,  for  true  to  hear  recoDectioD  of 
Alfeo's  promise,  she  counted  the  minutes  as  they 
slowly  progressed  towards  that  hour  when  die 
was  dther  at  liberty  to  open  the  padiet,  or  he 
himself  should  appear.  Most  of  die  details  ooo^ 
nected  with  the  transactions  of  the  preoedbg 
night  had  been  made  known  to  her ;  yet  stnogdy, 
the  Signer  Alfeo's  name  had  not  been  mea^ 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  219 

tioned,  and  she  could  well  now  understand  the 
reasons  that  influenced  him  in  leaving  with  her 
these  proofs,  and  stipuls^ng  for  a  certain  hour 
until  which  th^  should  not  be  opened.  In  the 
event  of  success  he  would  have  been  with  her ; 
and  in  the  ontainty  of  defeat  she  despaired  of 
again  seeing  him. 

It  was  now  one  hoiff  after  noon.     Slowly 
passed  the  time  ;  and  Verona  had  been  left  alone 
wiUi  her  sister,  for  there  had  been  an  extraordi- 
nary meeting  of  the  Senate ;  and  all  those  who ' 
feared   the  Dorias,  or  apprehended  that  from 
connexion  with  the  late  Count  they  might  be 
liable  to  suspicion,  attended  it,  to  prove  their  inno- 
cence by  their  presence.    Verona  was  then  alone. 
Her  servants  waited  in  an  ante-chamber,  and  she 
sat  with  her  sister,  striving  to  allure  her  to  speech, 
but  in  vain.     Leonora  was  passionless,  silent,  not 
noticing  the  slightest  circumstance  that  occurred 
in  her  presence ;  her  eyes  were  bent  upon  the 
floor  or  arras,  and  gazing  at  it, with  that  vacancy 
of  sight,  which  seeming  to  fix  attention,  neither 
sees  nor  feek. 

^'My    sister!"  «aid    Verona,   opening    the 
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she  started  as  her  eye  encountered  his.  ''  Yet 
it  is  now  past  I  I  would  claim  the  packet  yes- 
tetday  entrusted  to  your  care ;  and  though  in  a 
few  hours  I  may  leave  Genoa,  still  I  have  pro- 
vided for  your  chai^.  Even  Boniface  Lomel- 
Uno  would  now  acknowledge  his  innocence  !" 

''  Signor,   thou    workest    with    more    than 
mortal  power !" 

"  I  work  with  the  agency  of  truth,  of  know- 
ledge, and  determination,  the  attrilputes  that  ally 
man  most  dosely  to  his  Creator.  But  no  more 
of  this.  Our  interview  must  be  brief,"  and 
talking  the  packet  which  Verona  had  by  this 
time  placed  in  his  hands,  he  added:  ''Thd* 
otgect  of  thy  great  interest  is  secure.  His  re-x 
lease  will  not  perhaps  be  immediate,  yet  he  is 
safe.  As  to  myself,  we  shall  meet  again  but 
once.  Till  then  farewell!"  and  kissing  the  hand 
which  Verona  in  the  first  surprise  of  his  decla- 
ration had  placed  in  his  own,  he  was  gone  before 
she  could  ask  another  question. 

'*  How  strangel"  she  murmured,  some  minutes 
after  his  departure.  '*  This  Signor  Alfeo  is  to  me 
a  mystery  1     He  knows  everything,  sees  every- 
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thing,  hean  everything,  and  whence  he  oomes 
or  whither  he  goes,  none  can  teQ !"  and  fill- 
ing into  the  train  of  thought  which  d^  in- 
cident of  the  last  few  moments  had  prodooed, 
she  seated  herself  beside  Leonora,  who  during 
Alfeo's  presence  in  the  room  had  never  once 
raised  her  eye  to  his  &oe,  or  broken  her  contmued 
silence  with  a  single  remark. 

Some  twenty  hours  had  elapsed  ance  the 
worthy  draper,  Jerome  Varras,  and  his  com* 
panion  in  misfortunes  and  sditary  confinement, 
had  been  located  in  an  apartment  of  the  FieBeo 
palace;  and  afler  the  first  shock  and  surprise, 
Jerome's  reflections,  with  the  true  mafrimdnid 
instinct,  turned  homewards.  What  ynM 
Mistress  Varras  do,  think,  or  say?  On  die 
subject  of  the  conjectures  c^  his  hdpmate  the 
silk-spinner  was  silent. 

The  first  hours  passed  silent  and  most  ud- 
pleasant  to  both,  for  Jerome  was  annoyed  widi 
his  thoughts  about  his  own  domicile,  and  the 
other  was  tortured  with  perhaps  more  unpIeBsaot 
reflection.     He  dreaded  the  success  of  the  cod- 
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spirators,  when  he  had  no  hand  in  the  movement ; 
he  feared  for  the  prospects  of  his  trade. 

The  apartment  was  well  stored  with  eatables 
and  wine ;  and  the  two  strove  to  console  them-^ 
selves  in  their  misfortunes  by  taking  advantage 
of  the  good  things  thus  providentially-  placed  in 
their  way.  Towards  the  middle  of  the  night 
they  had  fallen  asleep,  and  were  like  the  rest  of 
the  Genoese ;  on  that  eventful  night,  started  from 
their  slumbers  by  the  shouts,  the  tumult,  and  the 
noise  that  raged  through  the  dty. 

**  Body  o'  me  1*'  exckumed  Jerome  springing 
up,  for  the  silk-spinner  had  started  from  his 
uneasy  sleep  before  him,  "  what  is  all  this  ?  eh  ? 
Master  Bembo,  what  stirs  the  dty  into  such 
awful  din  r 

^*  The  conspirators,''  said  Bembo,  nervously 
dutching  his  chair,  **  they  have  broken  out  into 
the  streets.  Master  Varras,  this  will  be  a  night 
of  trouWe  1" 

"  To  me  it  will,"  remarked  Jerome  with  most 
melandioly  tone  and  mournful  aspect,  ^'  What 
win  Mistress  Varras  say  ?" 

'*  Tut !  shell  open  her  window  and  look  out. 
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Then  when  she  has  seen  the  cause  of  the  tomult, 
like  a  sensible  woman  shell  get  firi^teDed  md 
go  to  bed,"  rejoined  the  silk-spinner.  "Will 
Fiesco  succeed  ?" 

"  I  know  not." 

''  Care  not !"  added  the  other.  "  Nor  do  I. 
There  again,"  and  there  was  another  wild  con- 
tinuous roar.  "They're  hard  at  work!"  con- 
tinued the  silk-spinner,  rising  and  padng  the 
apartment,  "  hard  at  work.  Master  Varras  T  and 
thus  in  such  conversation  removed  fiom  the 
means  of  learning  anything  connected  with  tibe 
movement,  whose  progress  they  attempted  to 
judge  by  the  clamour  without,  did  they  pass  the 
long,  dreary  hours  of  that  eventful  night 

Towards  morning,  all  was  cabn  and  quiet. 
Not  a  sound,  not  an  echo  of  the  previous  nigfat's 
tumult  broke  in  upon  then-  sditude ;  and  now 
they  discussed  the  question  how  they  were  to 
be  released,  and  the  still  more  important  0De» 
what  had  occurred  during  the  n^ht  Who  had 
succeeded  ?  Wbidi  party  was  victorious  ?  And 
Jerome  again  asked  himself: 
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• 

"  What  would  Mistxess  Varras  say  ?" 

Hour  succeeded  hour,  and  there  was  still  the 
same  oontinued  monotonous  sQence.  Clocks 
heavily  tolled  the  hour;  the  sunbeams  grew 
stronger,  more  dazzling;  the  sun  ascended 
higher  in  the  firmament ;  yet  as  time  thus  pro* 
gressedi  not  a  footfall,  not  a  voice  sounded  near 
them. 

^  We  must  get  out,"  said  the  silk-spinner, 
whose  courage  increased  with  the  light  and  the 
presence  of  day ;  "  we  have  suffered  enough  for 
one  night  1    What  think  you,  Master  Varras  ?" 

"  That  we  can  do  little  good  here.  There's  a 
step ; — Glisten !" 

"  No  1  it's  fancy  1"  and  fancy  it  was,  for  no 
step  was  near,  and  Jerome  still  continued  a 
prisoner,  when  long  after  noon,  as  they  judged 
by  the  dedine  of  the  sun,  their  door  sprung  open, 
and  Master  Varras  drew  back  as  the  Roman 
stood  on  the  threshold  before  them. 

"  This  l"  exclaimed  the  silk-spinner  angrily. 

^'  I  know,"  said  the  Roman,  '^  thou  would'st . 
upbraid   me  for  this  long  confinenient.    The 
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fiuilt  is  not  mine.  The  Count  Yieam  is 
dead!" 

**  Dead  I"  rejoined  both  in  one  breath. 

^'He  was  a  gallant  and  noble  gentlemaQr 
said  Jerome,  speakii^  first  after  this  ezpressioD 
of  their  united  astonishment,  '*  a  gallant  gentle- 
man !  may  he  rest  in  peace  1" 

'^  May  he,  I  pray !''  added  the  silk-spimier, 
and  in  that  moment  he  forgot  all  but  his  noble 
and  endearing  qualities.  **  Signor !  the  Donas 
are  triumphant  ?" 

''Their  prindples  and  partizans  rule,"  mi 
Alfeo  with  bitterness  of  tone,  turning  to  Yarns. 
"  Master  Varras,  I  would  confix  widi  thee  alone. 
Signor,  thou  art  treeV  and  the  three  quitted 
the  apartment  together. 

The  silk'^spinner,  anxious  to  learn  at  greater 
length  the  proceedings  of  the  night,  and  now 
heartily  rejoiced  that  in  the  Count's  ftilure  he 
could  not  be  implicated,  hurried  out  on  tiiis 
permission,  and  left  Alfeo  and  Jerome  togedier. 
They  conversed  long  and  with  seemin^y  great 
interest^  whatever  might  be  their  subject ;  for  Ae 
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worthy  draper's  countenance,  though  at  first 
much  douded  by  the  intelligenoe  of  the  Count's 
melancholy  fate,  gradually  b^an  to  brighten  up, 
and  in  the  hurry  of  the  moment  he  grasped 
Alfeo's  hand,  and  exdaimed : 

**  111  do  it,  Signer,  with  much  pleasure.  But 
I  must  first  see  Mistress  Varras/' 

**  Tis  a  pleasure  I  would  not  forbid  thee," 
said  Alfeo.  ^^This  matter  must  rest  on  thy 
own  management  for  the  present.  Before  its 
final  arrangement  I  shall  again  return  to  Genoa. 
Tried  in  the  fire  myself,  I  will,  if  possible,  pre- 
serve others  firom  its  flame.  I  owe  him  grati- 
tude, and  the  smallest  favour  paid  where  once 
he  did  a  trifling  service,  now  commands  my 
truest  thanks.  The  Signor  Lomellino  looks 
more  for  his  dead  uncle's  stolen  wealth  than  for 
his  murderer.  Be  cautious  !  Farewell,  for  the 
present  1" 

Jerome  paused  to  look  after  the  stately  figure 
of  the  Roman ;  and  his  own  heart,  more  relieved 
than  it  had  been  for  the  last  month  or  more, 
he  slowly  followed    him,  reached    the    street, 
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waDdng  until  he  came  that  &t,  witii 
like  the  staid,  decorous  gait  of  a  sober  bm^Hsr ; 
but  when  once  he  fdt  the  open  air  play  upon  Us 
face,  he  curbed  his  pace  for  a  second,  then  duted 
off  fuU  speedy  and  neittier  paused  nor  halted 
until  he  found  himsdf  aidosed  in  the  embraoe 
of  the  mourning  Mistress  Vairas. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Loup  shouts  filled  the  streets  of  Genoa.  The 
people  shrieked  and  bellowed  out  of  their 
thousand  throats*  Acclamations,  greetings,  lusty 
cheers,  rung  and  rung  again,  until  there  seemed 
no  end|  and  men  thought  they  could  not  shout 
enough.  It  was  an  evening  of  apparently 
universal  joy.  The  conspirators  were  crushed, 
the  revolt  suppressed,  the  Dona  party  secure,  the 
nobles  triumphant,  a  great  danger  defeated,  a 
powerful  citizen  no  more,  and  the  city  freed  from 
a  tyrant's  rule.  What  more  sought  they? 
Nothing;  and  so  the  mob  roared  forth  their 
satisfaction ;  and  the  very  men  who  but  a  few 
hours  before  had  joined  this  dark  conspirator^ 
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whose  rallying  cry  was  "  Fiesoo  and  liberty,'' 
were  now  the  first  to  shout  after  his  downfiilL 
It  was  another  proof  of  the  mutability  of  human 
affairs— of  the  instability  of  human  passion. 

The  decisions  of  the  Senate  in  the  morning  had 
been  most  favourable  to  the  Dona  party ;  andthqf 
had  deputed  two  of  their  numberi  Signer  Bene- 
dict CSenturioni  and  Dominic  Doria,  to  proceed  to 
Andrew  and  to  bring  him  back  to  the  dty.  lo 
the  meantime,  orders  were  giv^n  for  sudi  pre- 
parations as  could  be  made  to  give  him  a  fittiDg 
reception;  and  towards  evening,  acoomfnniedby 
almost  the  whole  population  of  Genoa,  he  rD> 
turned  in  triumph  to  the  city.  Music,  gariandss 
triumphal  arches,  every  exhibition  of  popular 
joy  that  the  scanty  time  could  enable  them  to 
prepare,  were  put  in  requisition;  and  accom- 
panied by  shouts  and  praise,  he  entered  the  dtj 
but  a  few  short  hours  after  he  had  been  compdkd 
to  flee  from  it. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  manifestation  of 
the  popular  favour ;  nothing  save  its  hoDowoess. 
Many  a  bold  throat  shouted  success  to  the  gresi 
sea-captain^  while  the  owner's  heart  was  filM 
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with  alarm  and  hi»  coimteDance  pale  with  fear, 
lest  it  might  be  known  that  but  a  few  hours 
before  hb  hand  bad  supported  the  gallant 
Count 

'*Ah,  master  CSecciol"  said  the  litde  silk- 
spinner,  edging  his  way  into  the  crowd,  and 
shouting  lustily  for  the  Dorias,  "  methought 
thou  wert  out  last  n%ht." 

"  1 1  Pooh,  fiiend,  thou  jestest  1"  returned 
the  other  thus  addressed,  a  stout,  burly  man. 
''  I,  indeed  I  No,  no«  Hurra  for  the  brave 
Doria,  the  father  of  his  country  I" 

**  They  said  as  I  state,  in  our  quarter — "  con-* 
tinued  the  other,  sticking  to  him  like  a  leech. 
"  Take  care,  for  these  reports  are  dangerous/' 

^'  They  lied  I"  said  the  other,  vehemently ; 
'^  lied  in  their  throats,  my  master.  Cheer  on, 
friends !     Hurrah,  hurrah  for  the  Doria  \** 

Andrew's  progress  was  a  Roman  triumph. 
The  streets  were  strewed  with  the  early  flowers 
of  the  Italian  spring,  the  houses  decorated  with 
banners,  streamers,  ribands.  Joy  was  every  where; 
seemingly  glad  countenances  thronged  door  and 
window,  and  the  highest  nobles  and  officers  of 
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the  State  walked  beside  hk  stirrup.  They  pro- 
ceeded to  the  Senate^  condoled  vrith  him  on  die 
loss  of  his  grand  nephew,  GJannetino,  and  tfaea 
detailed  the  history  of  their  own  prooeedings; 
the  quelling  of  the  tumult,  the  pardon  granted 
to  the  oonapirators. 

Thenert  daycameirad  the  Senate  met  again, 
while  Andrew  and  his  fiiends  mustered  strong. 
He  sought  vengeance  for  the  death  in  his  fanuly, 
retribution  for  his  own  compulsory  fligfaL  In 
the  Senate  his  party  succeeded}  the  pardon  of 
the  State,  signed  by  its  great  seal,  was  violated, 
and  terrible  sentence  passed  against  the  house  of 
Fiesoo  and  its  adherents.  Tlie  Count's  magnifi- 
cent palace  was  to  be  razed  to  the  ground,  his 
great  estates  confiscated ;  his  brothers  and  the 
principal  of  his  faction  were  condemned  to  death; 
and  an  those  who  had  the  least  hand  in  the 
revolt  were  sentenced  to  fi%  yeacs'  banishment 
fit>m  the  dty  and  territory  of  Genoa ;  and  orden 
were  also  given  that  Jerome  Fiesco  should  sur- 
render into  the  hands  of  the  RepnUic  the  htUea 
of  Montobbio.    This  terriUe  sentence  produced 
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a  dood  that  hung  dark  and  lowering  over  the 
Gity»  for  no  roan  knew  when  he  might  not  suflfer 
from  its  eflFects ;  and  hundreds  who  had  been 
engaged  in  the  revolt,  fled  the  morning  after  this 
sentence  became  known.  Consternation  bc^an 
to  fin  the  hearts  that  had  previously  beaten  strong 
with  the  joyful  anticipations  of  escape ;  and  the 
triumph  of  the  preceding  day  was  but  the  pre- 
cursor of  that  morning's  misfortune. 

The  family  of  Cibo  used  its  influence  to 
lessen  the  cruelty  of  the  sentence,  more  terrible 
and  disgraceful  after  the  pardon  signed  and 
secured  by  the  Senate.  They,  however,  found 
Doria  strong  and  inexorable ;  and  at  last  Verona 
was  made  acquainted  with  the  purport  of  the 
edict  which  had  gone  forth — with  the  oontem^ 
plated  destruction  of  her  sister's  residence,  and 
the  confiscation  of  Fiesco's  estates. 

**  Cruel  1"  she  murmured,  looking  upon 
Leonora's  dim  eye,  and  wandering  expression 
of  countenance.  ^^  These  men  would  drive 
even  thee  from  shelter,  if  they  could,"  and 
that  evening  the  splendid  palace  was  left  to  its 
fate. 
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The  history  of  the  parties  engaged  in  the 
Count's  late  insurrection,  was  now  one  of 
mourning  and  fear.  Some  of  the  leaden  had 
escaped.  Jerome  Flesoo,  haughtily  refusing  to 
even  treat  with  the  Genoese,  was,  at  tiie  mgent 
request  and  instigation  of  the  Emperor, 
besieged  by  the  troops  of  the  Senate  in  his 
fortress  of  Montobbio,  for  Charles  feared  lest 
the  castle  would  611  into  the  hands  of  die 
French. 

Dispersion,  death,  the  anticipation  of  deid^ 
the  loss  of  reason,  the  loss  of  property,  the 
unnecessary  shaking  of  the  sodal  state,  the  loo 
of  Giannetino  Doria,  all  these  sad  and  terriUe 
occurrences,  the  result  of  tins  conspiracy,  hid 
come,  passed,  and  Genoa  was  s^  saved.  Per- 
haps  it  was  better  that  such  should  be  her 
condition.  The  rule  of  the  Count  Fksoo^  if 
he  had  succeeded,  might  have  produced  ev3 
instead  of  good,  yet  history  chronides  these 
remarkable  attempts  as  amongst  Hie  meet  ei- 
traordinary  in  her  annals,  and  they  may  serve 
as  useful  knowledge  to  the  statesman  and 
student  of  civil  poli<^. 
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The  aeoond  morning  after  the  violence  of  the 
conspiracy  had  passed  away,  and  its  boldest 
efforts  were  IdSt  in  Hesco's  melancholy  and 
sudden  &te»  Philip  Calva,  exhausted,  worn 
down  by  his  position,  almost  desiring  death  as  a 
termination  to  his  melancholy  situation,  turned 
his  languid  and  mournful  glances  towards  the 
dark,  bare,  and  gloomy  walls  of  his  cell.  His 
mind  was  oppressed  with  the  news  of  the  pre- 
ceding day.  Dark  shadows  of  coming  evil 
haunted  him.  He  thought  fate  had  now  done 
her  worst.  She  could  hardly  do  more,  for  with 
the  account  of  Hesco's  death  had  perished  even 
hope.  Jerome  Yarras  had  not  been  with  him 
for  two  days,  and  he  found  himself  alone  and 
friendless,  deserted — without  refuge  or  protec- 
tion. The  Lady  Verona  could  do  nothing  for 
him,  and  his  heart  was  fast  sinking  within  him 
at  this  evident  complication  of  misfortunes. 
He  turned  his  glance  sadly  upon  the  dark, 
damp  walls  of  his  cell ;  gazed  at  the  high  and 
strongly  grated  wmdow,  through  which  he  could 
see  the  sun's  %ht,  but  no  more— could  trace  a 
small  space  upon  the  dear,  bright  sky  over  his 
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head,  and  Aere  ended  hia  oontemplatba  of 
external  objecta.  His  jailer  was  suily,  bis 
health  fiuUng  from  oonfinement,  his  hope 
departing ;  and  wearied^  heart  sick,  he  threv 
himself  down,  and  in  moody  silence  began  to 
think  of  his  position. 

*'  I  will  never  suffer  such  a  &te  I"  he  ex- 
claimed, aloud,  when  the  thought  of  his  execu- 
tion for  murder  occurred  to  him.  ^'I  woidd 
die  a  thousand  other  deaths,  starve  myseli^ 
drown  myself  in  a  mouthful  of  water  first !  Oh\ 
that  this  suspense  were  overl  But,  end  as  it 
nmy,  I  will  endure  no  public  execoiion,"  and 
in  the  sternness  of  his  determination  he  ex- 
pressed this  resolve  so  loud  as  to  be  audiUe 
beyond  his  cell. 

''  You're  right,  Phil  1  Body  o'  me  I  botjoa 
are  1"  was  shouted  from  without,  and  as  the 
door  was  opened,  the  litlJe  drapa*  bounded  into 
the  apartment,  and  sprung  into  the  oiiier^s  arms. 
''All's  safe,  PhU!  Thank  the  saints!  we'! 
defeat  this  fiend  of  a  Venetian  yet !" 

**  Jerome  1"  exclaimed  the  young  soldier,  in 
wondering  astonishment^  for  the  little  drqier 
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had  bc^un  to  dance  and  sing  in  the  full  delight 
of  his  own  heart,  and  could  hardly  be  restrained 
from  skipping  about  the  cell^  and  throwing  his 
arms  round  the  prisoner  every  other  minute. 
"  Jerome,  art  mad,  or  what  ?*' 

"  Mad  1     Body  o'  me,  yes !     Mad  with  pure 

joy  r 

"  Then,*'  asked  Philip,  "  what  is  the  cause  ?" 
and  even  in  all  his  sadness  of  heart  and  lowness 
of  spirit,  he  could  not  refrain  from  laughing 
outright.  ^'  What  of  the  Venetian,  the  Signor 
Verrina?" 

''  That  he's  Satan,  or  worse,"  said  Jerome, 
angrily.  "  A  cowardly  plotter  who  would  have 
robbed  thee  of  life,  but  has  failed  !  A  word  in 
thine  ear  1"  and  the  draper  looked  anxiously  to 
the  door.  ''  We  have  discovered  Vincent  Lo- 
mellino's  murderer !" 

"And — and — "  the  young  soldier  paused. 
His  heart  was  full,  for  now  the  bright  hopes, 
nursed  through  the  past  time,  came  strong  upon 
his  memory,  yet  curbing  himself,  he  asked, 
"  Who  is  he  ?" 

'*  A  knave  without  grace  or  God's  fear  1  a 
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trickstCT;  murderer  ia  wQl,  though  now,  praise 
to  the  saints!  not  thine  own  Uood.  Dost 
jguess  him  ?*' 

^  The  Signor  Verrina,"  said  Phil^  slo^y. 

"  The  same." 

**  He  has  fled  from  Genoa !     How  has  this 
been  discovered  f 

"  Attendy**  said  Jerome,  seatmg  himself  upoa 
Hie  other's  couch.  "  Hiou  hast  a  poweffid 
friend  in  the  Roman,  Signor  Alfeo/'  and  Jerome 
hastily  detailed  his  d^ention  in  the  Fiesoo 
palace,  his  release  by  Alfeo,  and  then  proceeded: 
'*  After  I  had  been  thus  freed,  he  drew  me  to 
one  side,  and  desired  me  to  wait  upon  Lomil- 
lino,  and  to  tdl  him  tiiat  from  private  infivmar 
tion,  he  believed  that  strong  proofe  of  the 
Venetian's  being  the  murderer  of  his  late  unde 
could  be  found  in  the  former's  residence,  and  to 
obtain  a  power  to  search  his  dwdhng,  ako 
adding  that  gold  and  jewels  belonging  to  the 
deceased  might  be  discovered  there.  I  instantfy 
obeyed  him,  and  after  settling  matters  at 
home—" 
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«c 


Mistress  Varras,"  said  Philip,  ''  must  have 
been  sadly  frigbteDed." 

*'  Frightened  1"  interrupted  Jerome,  as  if  the 

word  didn't  convey  half  of  her  alarm  and  unea- 
siness. *^  But  no  matter.  I  waited  upon  the 
Signor»  stated  the  business,  and  he  instantly 
thanked  me,  got  the  requisite  authority,  and 
searched  the  house." 

"  Well !"  exclaimed  Philip,  deeply  agitated 
and  anxious. 

*'  In  a  small  cabinet,^'  continued  Jerome, 
''  we  found  proofs  which  no  man  could  gainsay. 
Grold,  immediately  recognised  by  LomeUino  as 
his  uncle's,  and  several  jewels,  but  still  stronger 
evidence  remains — " 

'*  Stronger  I  That  were  well  nigh  impossible," 
observed  the  other. 

"  Yes,  stronger !  A  bond  passed  to  Vincent 
LomeUino  by  Battista  Verrina  for  some  thou- 
sands of  crowns,  passed  two  or  three  days 
previously  to  the  Count  Fiesco's  great  revel,  and 
payable  on  the  morning  succeeding  it.  In  the 
meantime  LomeUino  was  murdered.     And  far- 
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ther  yet — the  Signor  Alfeo   holds  hb  agnet 
ring,  marked  with  his  arms  and  initials." 

«  Verrina'sringf'  asked  PhiKp. 

**  The  same.  It  was  found  trampled  deep 
down  in  the  very  ground  imder  the  window, 
where  the  thief  and  murderer  on  that  night 
entered.  What  think  you  now?  Is  thene 
hope  or  not  ?''  asked  Jerome  triumphantly. 

"  Strong  ground  for  hope/'  said  Philip  after 
a  pause.  '*  But  the  Venetian  has  escaped,  and 
am  I  to  remain  here  until  he  is  captured  ?" 

"  Your  prison  will  he  now  less  irksome  than 
before,  when  there  seems  a  means  of  rdieving 
you  from  the  imputation  of  your  crime.  Hie 
present  tumult  must  be  allayed,  before  they  will 
turn  to  a  matter  of  such  slight  importance  to 
them  as  your  trial.  Bide  in  patience,"  conti- 
nued Jerome,  "  and  you  will  be  amply  re- 
warded." 

"  I  trust  so,"  said  Philip.  "  Yet  imprison- 
ment in  a  dreary  cell,  chained,  shut  in — de- 
prived of  the  light  of  Heaven,  exduded  from 
the  sight  of  nature,  affords  no  inducement  for 
the  exercise  of  any  quality  but  patience." 
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^'  Be  patient  then/'  advised  the  little  draper. 
*'  Be  patient,  and  your  patience  will  certainly 
meet  its  reward.  In  the  meantime  some  relax- 
ation may  take  place  in  your  confinement.  The 
Signor  Lomellino  would  afford  his  influence.'' 

"  Perchance  he  might.  Yet  as  he  showed  no 
favour  when  first  this  charge  was  brought  by 
him  against  me,  he  shall  not  be  solicited  for 
favours  now,"  replied  Philip. 

"  Then  there  remains  but  the  advice  to  bear 
with  your  present  position,  now  that  your  life  is 
secure,"  said  Jerome.  "  If  you  will  receive  no 
favours,  you  must  be  contented  to  live  here 
without  complaint." 

'^  To  all  I  am  silent,  unless  to  thee,"  replied 
the  soldier ;  and  as  the  little  draper  rose  to  leave 
him,  he  added,  ''  commend  me  to  Mistress 
Varras,  and  say,  that  in  prison  I  do  not  forget 
her  former  kindness.  When  fi*ee  I  shall  be  able 
to  show,  I  trust,  that  I  value  it." 

"  Tut !  tut !"  laughed  Jerome.  "  Good  day  I 
and  hope  for  the  best,"  and  the  little  draper 
delighted  with  his  mission,  left  Philip  fi*ee  from 
the  terrors  which  previously  to  his  arrival  filled 

VOL.  III.  M 
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his  imagination!  and  quitted  the  prison.  FhiKp 
f(^t  in  no  common  degree  relievedi  when  fran 
Jerome's  testimony  he  found  that  he  had  not 
only  room  for  hope,  but  a  certain  prospect  of 
acquittal ;  and  with  all  the  impetaosi^  of  a 
youthful  heart  and  sanguine  fteGngs,  he  jumped 
into  all  the  day  dreams,  that  before  this  event 
had  filled  his  mind,  and  was  again  happy,  aft 
least  so  in  antidpatioo. 

The  drap^  was  no  less  ddighted  than  his 
friend  He  was  happy  in  being  the  messenger 
and  deliyer^  of  good  tidings,  and  as  he  returned 
through  the  streets,  he  could  hardly  pace  akxig 
with  that  sober  step  so  becoming  in  a  quiet 
buigher,  but  sometimes  skipped  and  ran,  laug^ 
and  passed  more  than  one  hasty  jest  upon  thoee 
whom  he  met ;  and  as  m  the  heedless  mirth  of 
his  delighted  feelings,  he  rapidly  timed  a  oonier, 
he  came  rudely  in  contact  with  a  man  meeting 
him. 

*'  Your  pardon,  S^or,"  was  Jerome's  hasty 
excuse. 

"*  Fardon — ^by  the  saints,  my  fitde  nuster, 
thou — hey  I  Master  Yarr^  ?" 
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**  Cq)ta]n  Laroero  T'  ezdaimed  Ja*ome,  not 
mach  relishiDg  the  encounter* 

"  The  same,  my  yard  of  dolfa !''  said  Lareero 
with  his  usual  manner.  "  What  news,  now  ? 
How  fares  the  prisoner  ?  I  have  an  interest  in 
hinu*' 

**  Then,"  said  Jerome,  "  thougk  he  is  not  yet 
a  free.  raaD,  he  is  fairly  on  the  way  to  it.  We 
have  pleasant  tidings  on  that  score,**  and  Jerome 
rdated,  though  conocalmg  the  names,  his  reasons 
for  his  assertion;. 

"  By  the  mass  ?*  exckomed  Larcero.  "  I 
know  it  alL  It's  clear  now;  and  there  b  to  me 
DO  seeret  in  your  oommunication.  The  Venetian, 
Vecriiu^  is  the  matf.  No  more  secrecy !  M^ter 
Varras,  for  thou  seest  I  know  it  all,*'  and  Jerome 
started  as  he  mentioiied  tiSte*  name,  while  an 
additbnaii  ligbt  broke  upoil^  the  other's  mind. 
'*  I  see  it  all  and  more  than  tho«  csast  imagine^ 
His  reasons  are  dear  to  me.  Good  day,  masted 
Varras !"  and  as  the  Captain  was  about  to  pro^ 
ceed  his  own  way,  he  turned  rapidly  round 
again.     '*  But  the  yoimgster  is  still  in  prison  ?" 

"  Still,"  rejoined  Jerome. 

M  2 
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'<  We  can't  alter  that.  But  we  must  make 
his  cell  a  littk  eaaer  ;  knodc  (^  his  iiXMiSi  and 
give  a  little  more  fresh  air.  Eh !  Master 
Varrasr 

'*  The  thing  most  required,"  rgdned  Jerome, 
and  the  Captain  seemed  that  moment  m  hk 
estimation  more  amiable  than  he  could  have  be- 
lieved possible.  ''That,  Signer,  would  be  a  posi- 
tive kindness." 

"We  shall  see  what  is  to  be  done,"  aod 
Laroero  proceeded,  while  Jerome  wenthisown 
way  homewards.  As  he  passed  the  pahoe  of 
the  late  Count  Flesoo,  the  Senate's  inexocaUe 
sentence  was  about  being  in  part  fulfilled;  for 
the  court-yard  was  full  of  woikmen,  and  ham- 
mer,  bar,  and  pickaxe  were  bualy  employed  in 
conunencing  the  destruction  of  one  of  the  most 
splendid  piles  in  Genoa.  Jerome  passed  (m  vntb 
a  sigh.  He  could  not  look  uponthis  ruthless 
act. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Nearly  a  month  had  elapsed  since  the  event- 
iiil  second  of  January,  now  so  remarkable  in 
the  annals  of  Genoa.  The  conspiracy  was  de* 
feated,  its  chief  originator  dead,  and  the  fortress 
of  Montobbio,  the  last  stronghold  of  the  Fiesco 
family  besieged  by  one  of  the  Spinola,  as 
General  of  the  Republic.  Its  inmates  had  been 
increased  by  the  accession  of  Ottobon  fiesco, 
CalCagnOy  Sacco,  and  the  Venetian.  They  had 
safely  reached  Marseilles  in  the  Count's  galley ; 
but  not  bemg  received  as  they  had  anticipated, 
and  also  learning  that  Jerome's  pardon  had 
been  confirmed  by  the  Senate  on  the  next  day, 
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though  the  report  was  untrue,  they  had  deter- 
mined  to  throw  themsehres  into  the  fortress  and 
share  the  jBincied  advantages  of  their  party. 
Three  out  of  the  four  sought  to  recover  thdr 
possesnonsi  and  homes ;  but  one  of  them,  the 
Venetian,  had  deeper  interests  at  stake,  interests 
wly  to  be  managed  by  his  personal  attendance 
in  Genoa.  With  the  outbreak  and  consequent 
failure  of  the  conspiracy,  had  perished  much  of 
the  expected  success  of  his  schemes ;  but  bdd. 
daring,  resolute^  not  easily  depressed,  or  turned 
fit)m  his  pujposesy  he  now  threw  his  life  upoa 
another  chance^  and  had  returned  to  the  fortieai. 
Besieged,  and  unable  to  withstand  the  farces 
of  the  Senate,  Jerome  Fiesco  was  obliged  to 
yield,  and  the  others  found  themselves  prisooen, 
where  they  had  expected  safety. 

A  horseman  rode  slowly  through  the  streets 
of  GeQos^»  He  was  well  attended  by  some 
mounted  men,  and  all  had  the  appearance  of 
persons  who  had  ridden  iar,  and  at  a  fast  pace, 
for  their  honses  seemed  blown  and  jaded,  and 
themselves  much  in  need  of  rest  Their  kader 
seldom  raised  his  &ce  from  the  street  over 
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which  he  vms  passing.  He  hardly  turned  ohe 
glance  upon  the  people  or  (iieir  houses;  but 
with  his  hat  drawn  closely  over  his  face,  lie  rode 
on,  until  he  reached  tiie  Balbi  palace.  Having 
dismounted,  he  entered  the  house.  The  ser- 
vsnls  whisperad.  shook  their  heads,  and  passing 
muttered  remarics,  proceeded  to  their  various 
occupations. 

About  an  hour  after,  Verona  Cibo  was  sitting 
in  a  small  a|)artment  of  her  fiither^s  palace.  She 
was  alone,  for  her  sister,  whose  health  was  suf- 
fering from  the  confinement  of  the  past  weeks 
since  her  husband's  death,  and  whose  mind  still 
remained  in  its  state  of  partial  insanity  in  con- 
sequence of  that  melancholy  event,  had  been  led 
out  to  the  grounds,  and  in  the  care  of  a  faithful 
domestic  enjoyed  the  fresh  air  of  a  beautiful 
morning.  Verona  amidst  all  her  sorrows  had  at 
least  one  great  cause  of  satisfiustion,  the  positive 
confirmation  of  the  young  soldier's  innocence ; 
and  though  she  was  hardly  astonished  that  the 
Venetian  should  be  discovered  to  be  the  mur- 
derer of  Vincent  LomeQino,  she  still  felt  it  un- 
seemly that  any  of  the  Count's  intimate  friends 
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should  have  been  guilty  of  such  a  crime,  and  feared 
that  his  memory  might  suffer  from  this  slain  on 
another.  Nevier  liking  the  Venetian,  leanuDg 
that  Phi£p's  detention  was  his  own  wotk,  tint 
his  probable  execution  might  have  resulted  from 
Verrina's  rapacity,  and  his  desire  to  hold  what  be 
had  so  unjustly  acquired,  he  now  seemed  to  her 
as  a  plague  to  be  loathed  and  shunned.  Calmly 
and  sorrowfully  she  reviewed  the  past  Signor 
Alfeo,  perhaps  the  strangest  character  amongst 
all  those  with  whom  she  had  of  late  associated, 
had  departed  from  Genoa  ;  how,  when,  v^tber 
— none  knew,  at  least  none  could  teU ;  and  his 
very  name  was  not  mentioned  as  that  of  one 
who  had  taken  any  part  in  the  revolt  He  had 
escaped  the  breath  of  even  a  whisper,  for  Je- 
rome never  spoke  of  tiiose  assembled  m  the 
Hesco  palace  on  that  eventful  night,  and  the. 
silk-spinner's  fears  preserved  his  prudence  from 
reproach.  In  the  midst  of  her  meditations,  a 
servant  entered,  and  Annibal  Balbi  was  an- 
nounced, and  immediately  presented  himsdf. 

"  My  Lord  I"   exclaimed  Vorona,  on  seeing 
that  young  noble,  now  much  altered  since  his 
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short  absence  firom  Genoa.  "I  rejoice  to  see 
thee,  yet  methink  the  air  of  other  cities  has  not 
Genoa's  full  freshness  with  it — thou  hast  been 
aiKng !" 

**  No !"  said  Balbi,  seating  himself  opposite 
to  her,  and  slowly  relinquishing  the  h^d  which 
she  placed  in  his  on  his  entrance.  "  All  cities 
are  now  alike ;  perhaps  all  superior  to  Genoa, 
as  regards  me." 

"  Nay,  nay  1"  replied  Verona.  "  We  are 
now,  Annibal,  as  brother  and  sister." 

'*  As  such  are  we  now !"  and  he  spoke  in  a 
low,  tremulous  voice.  "  Well,  my  sister,  thou 
wert  saying  that — " 

*^  We  should  mutuaDy  forget  what  is  covered 
by  the  veil  of  the  past,  and  live  for  the  future ! 
I  have  sitfered  much  during  these  few  weeks. 
My  sister  insane,  her  prospects  of  happiness 
for  ever  blasted,  her  relations  by  marriage  in 
great  peril,  do  not  think,  my  Lord,  that  mine 
has  been  a  life  of  joy  since  you  quitted 
Genoa." 

"  All  this  have  I  heard ;  and  my  mission 
here  was  to  serve  thee,  if  possible.     Our  family 
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13  poweHiil  with  the  State.  Wiik  thine 
they  should  be  inresistflile.  I  also  heard  another 
dicuiDstanoei  which  urged  my  return.  It  re* 
garded  thee  I" 

**  Me  !**  exclaimed  Verona. 

*^  Yes  I  Tlieie  is  in  prison  here  a  certain 
Captain  Calva/'  Verona  looked  cahnly  in  bis 
&cej  but  she  instantly  saw  that  he  spoke  with 
some  sincere  purpose,  *'  and  I  hear  that  he  is 
charged  with  the  commission  of  a  foul  crime,  of 
which  I  believe  him  innocent'' 

''  He  can  be  proved  so !"  exdaimed  Verons, 
warmly. 

"  I  rejoice  at  itr  continued  BalbL  ''And 
one  of  the  causes  which  most  urged  me  hither 
was  to  seek  an  opportunity  to  save  him.  He 
b  accused  of  Vmcent  Lomdiino's  murder  1" 

"  Yes  1"  said  Verona.  But  at  that  moment 
a  loud  shout  was  raised  at  the  end  of  the  street 
in  which  the  Cibo  palace  was  situated ;  and  as 
both  rose  in  wonder  at  the  noise,  it  spproifAsA 
nearer  them,  accompanied  with  the  tramp  of 
horses  and  the  irregular  tread  of  a  great  multi- 
tude.    The  shout  swelled  into  a  mighty  cheer. 
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for  the  party  approaching  was  then  passing  the 
residence  of  Adam  Centurioni ;  and  the  Senator's 
appearance  at  the  balcony  of  his  dwelling, 
called  forth  loud  applause,  as  he  was  known 
to  be  a  strong  partisan  of  the  Doria  faction* 
The  crowd  roared— their  voices  swelling  into 
one  mighty  acclamation  as  the  Senator  bowed 
repeatedly  to  them;  and  the  next  moment 
they  were  in  Balbi's  view.  A  glance  convinced 
him  of  the  cause  of  the  tumult ;  and  turning 
hastily  to  Verona,  he  said : 

*'  Dear  lady,  this  is  no  sight  for  thee !  Par* 
don  me,  if  I  would  suggest  thy  departing  firom 
this  apartment." 

"  I  know  its  meaning  1  Montobbio  is  taken !" 
.  **  Such,  I  fear,  is  the  case.     The  two  Fiescos 
— Calcagno— SacGO — ^the  Signer  Verrina — " 

**  How  I  aU  these  prisoners  ?"  and  she  sud- 
denly advanced  to  the  window.  **  I  had  heard 
that  none  but  Jerome  were  in  the  fortress!" 
Then,  instantly  withdrawing,  she  and  Balbi 
retired,  as  the  prisoners  approached  the  firont  of 
the  palace.  All  were  mounted  and  strongly 
guarded  by  horsemen   ranged    on  each  side. 
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wh3e  from  behind,  foDowed  an  immeose  multi- 
tude, dieering,  oonun^iting  upon  their  appear* 
anoe,  recalling  their  histoiy,  rdating  the  events 
of  the  cx>nspiraqry  and  filling  up  with  their  own 
accounts  what  was  wanting  in  its  details.  The 
prisoners,  with  Yerrina's  exception,  looked 
dejected  and  dissatisfied;  but  at  that  moment, 
the  Venetian  had  put  on  his  haughtiest  and 
sternest  look,  and  glanced  at  the  multitude 
with  that  proud,  contemptuous  aiq)ect,  which 
seemed  to  teQ  them,  that  he  was  of  different 
mould  firom  themselves. 

They  had  hardly  reached  the  firont  o(  the 
palace,  when  the  Signer  Lomellino,  attended 
by  an  ofiioer  of  the  Doge,  turned  the  comer. 
His  eye  rapidly  glanced  over  the  crowd,  for  tint 
morning  he  had  learned  of  the  surrender  of 
Montobbio,  and  was  setting  out  to  arrest  Verrim 
on  the  charge  of  murder,  fearful  that  some 
compromise  mi^t  have  been  oome  to  between 
the  besieged  and  the  besi^;ers,  which  wouU 
enable  the  Venetian  to  escape ;  for  more  anxious 
to  obtain  the  gold  and  jewels  tiian  punish  the 
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tnturderery  he  dreaded  a  confiscation  of  their 
property  before  he  had  proved  what  was  his 
own  in  the  Venetian's  possession.  He  spurred 
his  horse  into  the  midst  of  the  throng. 

**  Backy  Signor  1"  said  the  officer  riding  at 
the  head  of  the  troop ;  while  it  was  remarked, 
that  Verrina  grew  deadly  pale  as  he  saw  him 
approach,  and  beheld  the  party  accompanying 
hhn.     "  Nay,  Signor !" 

**  Your  pardon !"  exclaimed  Lomellino.  "  The 
iHilitary  yields  to  the  civil  power  in  Genoa. 
And  with  the  Doge's  officer,  I  would  here 
arrest  for  foul  miu-der  a  Venetian,  your 
prisoner,  commonly  called  the  Signor  Ver- 
rina!" 

"  That,"  said  the  Venetian,  slowly,  for  the 
officer  then  drew  back,  "  is  my  name.  Thou 
art  Signor  Lomellino !  Now,  what  wouldst 
thou?" 

'^  Officer,  thy  prisoner !"  called  Lomellino, 
sharply.  "  Signor,  my  dear  dead  uncle's  blood 
calls  for  vengeance  on  his  murderer's  head — on 
thee  1     Thou  art  the  man !" 

"  Liar !"  exclaimed    Verrina    suddenly,   for 
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from  the  first  word  spoken,  he  had  instantly 
learned  the  purport  of  the  other's  mission,  and 
determined  to  brave  it  out.  ^'  A  fool,  baie, 
knave!  who  when  thou  seest  a  man  strickai 
in  trouble,  wouldst  beoome  a  pander  to  the 
craving  appetites  of  thy  masters,  and  strive 
to  take  from  us  all  that  now  remains — our 
honour !" 

^*  Honesty  also,  thou  shouldst  have  added !" 
said  LomeDino,  sneerii^ly. 

"  Oh  I  for  one  quarter  of  an  hour  witfi  Aee 
alone !"  cried  Verrina.  **  By  Heavens !  I 
would  carve  with  my  weapon  on  thy  cmvea 
heart,  a  character  thou  hast  so  weD  earned — 
that  of  a  base,  lying  knave.  On,  Signer !  Let 
us  get  to  prison  quiedy." 

"We  are,"  muttered  Jerome  Flesoo,  "well 
enough  exposed  as  it  is.  S%nor!"  and  he 
addressed  the  officer  in  command,  "  give  orders 
to  march." 

"No  !"  shouted  LomeDino.  "  There  is  my 
warrant — here  the  Doge's  officer,  and  we  airest 
the  Signor  Verrina  for  murder !" 
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*'Who  next?"  asked  Verrina.  "Wouldst 
offer  a  hecatomb  to  thine  imde's  manes?  I 
am  thy  second  victim  !" 

'*  The  first  was  thine  own  I"  answered  Lomel- 
linOy  at  random ;  and  Verrina,  with  all  his  bold- 
ness, quailed  at  the  accusation,  while  the  speaker 
turned  to  the  officer:  ''Thou  hearest,  Signer, 
our  charge  and  arrest  Wilt  deliver  the  pri- 
soner ?" 

"  At  the  door  of  the  ja3, 1  may.  Thou  hast 
put  in  thine  accusation,  and  canst  then  seek 
him  there,'*  and  ordering  his  men  to  march, 
Lomellino  was  unable  to  gain  more  than  the 
recognition  of  his  arrest,  and  he  accompanied 
the  party  as  it  passed  on  down  the  street.  The 
mob  no  bng^  shouted,  since  this  new  cir- 
cumstance gave  them  fresh  food  for  conversa- 
tion, and  slowly,  almost  solemnly,  the  party 
proceeded ;  and  as  the  high,  dark,  dreary  walls 
of  the  prison  loomed  in  the  distance,  the 
conspirators  looked  wistfully  in  each  other's 
faces. 

*'  That,"  said  Jerome,  with  a  low  moan,  ''  is 
my  grave  I" 
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"  Courage,  brother !"  cried  Ottobon.  "  We 
are  not  the  first,  nor  shall  we  be  the  last,  who 
have  entered  and  returned  alive." 

"  We  shall  be  exceptions,"  said  Sacco. 

"  No  !"  exclaimed  Verrina,  impetuousfy. 
"We  shall  liver   ' 

"  I  hope ;  but  fear  it  1"  was  Calcagno's  re- 
mark, as  the  gate  opened,  the  mob  paused, 
and  the  prisoners,  with  their  guard,  slowly 
entered.  They  dismounted;  and  as  LomeDino 
again  tendered  his  charge,  the  Venetian  was 
separated  firom  his  companions,  and  led  to 
the  cells  inhabited  by  the  lowest  criminals. 

"  Adieu,  Signers !"  he  cried  to  the  others, 
as  they  separated.  "To  you,  lying  knave!" 
and  he  turned  fiercely  to  LomeQino,  "  to  you, 
I  say — ^we  shall  meet  again  1  and  then — "  he 
passed  on. 

"  Thou  utterest  a  true  prophecy  1"  exclaimed 
LomeDino.  "  We  shall  meet  again  I — ^Tbou  on 
the  scaffold — ^I,  amidst  the  spectators!"  and 
with  a  low,  chuckling  laugh,  he  advanced  to 
the  gate. 

"  By  the  saints  !  that  blow  was  sent  home  !** 
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said  one  of  the  escort,  as  Lomellino  passed  into 
the  street,  and  the  answer,  with  this  remark 
on  it,  reached  the  Venetian's  ear.  He  did  not 
turn  his  head;  but  the  words  sunk  into  his 
heart. 

The  greater  portion  of  the  scene,  in  which 
the  attempt  to  arrest  Verrina  for  the  murder  of 
Vincent  LomeDino  had  been  made,  was  visible 
to.  Annibal  Balbi.  Verona  had  retired  from 
the  windows,  and  the  young  noble  instantly 
collected  from  what  he  had  heard  and  sera, 
the  whole  information  that  she  could  have 
detailed  to  him  respecting  Philip,  in  whom, 
from  the  past  circumstances  that  occurred 
between  them,  he  was  more  than  ordinarily 
interested.  Generous — ^l)rave  ;  though  pas- 
sionate, fuU  of  warm  feelings,  and  kind  in 
his  nature,  he  had  allowed  his  passion,  in 
the  qase  of  Verona,  to  overcome  his  sense 
and  judgment;  but  the  last  meeting  with 
Philip,  his  determined  opposition  to  Balbi's 
proposals,  and  the  latter's  own  impression 
that  Verona  was  apprised  of  the  young 
soldier's  love,  so  operated  upon  his  mind,  that 
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inm  moDMnt  of  de^iair  he  had  attemiitod  hk 
own  life.  Foiled  in  this  by  Alfeo^s  mterpositiop, 
his  better  judgment  triamphed,  and,  dBtChmned 
to  conqiier  his  passion,  he  qintted  Genoa.  The 
Roman  was  right,  ?d)en  he  desired  Venma  to 
tnist  to  him,  since  it  was  onfy  xm  hearii^ 
by  diance,  of  Philip's  captme  fer  the  aBeged 
murder  of  Vincent  Lomiffino,  diat  sore  in 
his  own  heart  of  tte  soIdier^s  innooence^  be 
instant^  set  out  fer  Genoa,  and  on  the  road 
heard  of  the  revolt  of  the  Count  ReSoo,  sod 
its  mdandidiy  result 

He  turned  to  Verona,  who  sat  pale  and 
aurighted. 

*^  Captain  Caka  is  safe,  for  I  heard  the 
Signor  LomeDino  demand  die  arrest  of  the 
Venetian,  Verrina,  fer  his  late  uncle's  mtoder. 
Yet,  strange !  Signor  Vetrina  is  the  last  nun 
in  Genoa  I  would  thus  charge!" 

''You  know  him  notT  sobbed  VeroQii 
''But has  the  Senate  no  pity?  The  one  brodier 
lost  hi&life-— his  pruperty — his  all  in  tins  mad 
revolt    Win  they  sacrifioe  the  other  r^ 

"No — no!'*  exclaimed  Annibal,  "and  now 
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cmoe  my  services  are  not  needed  by  him  whom 
I  came  to  save — " 

<<  Thanks,  thanks !  dear  Annibal  1"  murmured 
Verona. 

^  I  win  to  the  Senate,  and  stu*  up  my  friends. 
They  could  not — they  shdl  not  think  of  such 
an  act|  as  destroying  the  last  props  of  the 
Flesco  family  !  Courage,  dear  Lady  1"  and 
striving  still  more  to  ^[icourage  and  console 
h^,  he  left  the  room. 

An  hoiu-  afta-  the  arrival  of  the  conspirators 
in  the  prison  of  Genoa,  the  Senate  met.  Many 
of  the  members  were  the  adherents  of  the  Doria 
party*- many  of  them  personal  friends^  rdatives, 
and  intimates  of  the  old  sea  captain,  who  felt 
with  him  in  his  bereavement,  and  at  the  same 
time  feared  lest  remission  of  punishment  in  this 
instance  might  be  encouragement  to  some  future 
event.  Nor  was  Andrew  Doria  himself  negli- 
gent to  secure  a  majority  in  &vour  of  the 
views  which,  in  this  instance,  he  had  adopted ; 
and  when  the  Senate  met,  with  dark,  frowning 
brow,  and  severe  aspect  he  entered  the  Hall  of 
thb  Republic.      Many  opinions  had  been  given 
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mostindinbgtothesideofclemency;  andftul 
Fkmsa  st3X)ngly  deprecated  such  continued  cruelty. 
The  State  had  stripped  the  great  famfly  of  the 
Freschi!  of  their  alll  They  had  brokra  their  fiuth 
with  Jerome !  Banish  them  now — and  they 
would  scarcely  be  guilty  of  a  less  crime  than 
depriving  them  of  life ;  and  the  old  man  wept  as 
he  spoke  of  the  Count's  death. 

^*  Thou  hast  no  tears/'  said  Andrew  Doris, 
turning  sternly  on  Pansa,  ''to  shed  for  those 
who  feD  beneath  the  attack  of  these  cut-throats. 
Thou  hast  no  tears  for  the  widowed  wife  and 
orphan  children  of  Giannetino  Doria." 

*'  The  Count  was  punished  for  his  crime  in 
his  own  person/'  mildly  remonstrated  Pansa* 

*'  He  did  not  atone  for  his  victims,  nor  yet 
save  them/'  added  Doria.  **  His  life  does  not 
compensate  for  my  nephew's  loss." 

"  The  cause  of  his  conspiracy/'  said  the  elder 
Cibo,  ''  was  to  be  found  in  the  conduct  of  thine 
own  nephew.  I  would  not  wittingly  break  the 
poet's  advice  regarding  the  dead;  but  had  my 
Lord  Doria  behaved  with  more  prudraoe  and 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  261 

less  pride,  we  should  have  never  witnessed  these 
harrowing  scenes." 

^'  Thou  speakest  unadvisedly,  Signor/'  ob- 
served Centurioni,  for  Andrew  did  not  imme- 
diately reply.  "Unadvisedly,  and  leanest  too 
much  towards  these  conspirators/' 

"^I  speak  with  truth,  Signer!"  replied  the 
old  man  haughtily,  "and  when  in  my  own 
home  I  look  upon  my  child,  a  poor  idiot,  since 
that  terrible  night,  I  will  spare  no  man,  be  he 
who  he  may,  who  has  been  the  cause  of  that 
revolt,  and  upon  Giannetino  Doria  I  charge 
much  of  it." 

"  He  was  my  nephew  I"  said  Andrew. 

"  His  faults,  my  Lord,  do  not  lie  with  thee." 

"  Nor  his  virtues  !"  sneered  Andrew,  "  for 
it  would  seem  that  the  latter  was  but  a  sorry 
catalogue  of  false  wares !  Signer,  I  thank  thee. 
But  we  will  pass  from  this.  What  say  you.  Sig- 
ners as  to  the  punishment  of  these  men  ?  Shall 
they  live  or  die  ?" 

"  Live !"  exdaimed  Paul  Pansa.  "  Pardon 
them !     Let  them  live." 


262  THE  WILL;  OB, 

^  There  is/' said  John  BaBiano,  ''one  of  them, 
I  fear  me,  removed  from  the  probabBity  of  par- 
don. He  is  charged  by  Signor  LomelEno  with 
the  muitler  of  his  kte  mide ;  and  the  l^nor 
also  daims  certain  wealth  in  gold  and  jewA 
which  are  in  Verrina's  dwelling/^ 

*'Tha|  is  for  after-consideration/'  remained 
Andrew  Doria^  *'if  acquitted  of  this  crime 
against  the  State,  he  can  be  efaarged  fer 
the  murder.  If  found  guilty,  one  death  must 
expiate  his  crimes.  What  may  the  votes 
say,  Signers  ?• '  and  after  some  ferther  discassioD 
they  were  collected. 

"How  do  they  decide?^'  whispered  Adam 
Centurioni. 

*'For  death!"  groaned  Pansa,  '"fordeathT 
and  the  sentence  was  taken  up.  It  passed  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  for  in  a  few  seconds  it  had 
quitted  the  Senate  House,  and  wa&  rapi<fiy  tn- 
versmg  the  city.  It  penetrated  streets  and  hues, 
the  houses  of  the  poor,  the  palaces  of  the  nobbs; 
and  after  it  had  been  in  every  man's  mouth; 
after    it   had    been   discussed^  canvassed ;  the 
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Senate  praised  and  blamed,  as  fancy  led  the 
speakers ;  Andrew  Doria  censured  or  lauded — 
it  at  last  found  its  way  into  the  prison. 

Jerome  Fiesco  coldly  smiled,  when  he  heard 
it.  Saoco  sat  down  to  draw  up  his  will,  though 
he  had  nought  to  leave.  The  State  had  strip- 
ped him  of  his  all,  and  Calcagno  blessed  the 
bearer  of  the  good  intelligence,  which  Ottobon 
received  in  solenm  silence. 

"  Death  I"  exclaimed  the  Venetian,  when  he 
heard  the  sentence.  "  It  is  weU !  They  do 
not  kin  the  soul;  and,''  he  muttered  to  him- 
self, when  alone,  '^I  die  for  conspiracy,  not 
murder.   Be  it  so.   Thus  has  fate  said  it !" 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Two  days  had  passed — ^long,  anxioxis  days— 
and  during  them  aU  the  interest  that  oonld  be 
applied  to  the  relief  of  the  prisoners  was  put 
in  requisition^  but  without  that  general  effect 
anticipated.  Ottobon  Fiesco  was  respited  for  a 
time;  the  others  had  been  on  that  morning 
summoned  to  be  prepared  for  death.  There  was 
no  hope !  not  a  single  chance  of  change ! 

The  Venetian,  proud,  haughty,  and  repulsive 
to  those  who  came  in  contact  with  him,  veiled 
under  this  exterior  the  anguish  of  heart  within. 
He  had  tried  bribery  with  his  keepers,  but  in 
vain.     Solicitation  was  useless;  escape  impos- 
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sible.    On  the  morning  of  this  second  day,  when 

they  had  been  warned  of  the  determination  of 

* 

the  Senate  to  execute  the  extreme  sentence  of 
the  law  upon  them,  Verrina,  who  had  heard  his 
fate  with  calm,  sullen  indifference,  was  stretched 
upon  a  miserable  pallet,  watching  with  strange 
emotions  the  contest  of  a  fly  and  a  spider  upon  the 
opposite  wall.  Long  and  accurately  did  he  mark 
the  struggle  as  if  he  had  something  of  great  im- 
portance depending  upon  its  result ;  and  when  at 
length  he  saw  the  fly  drawn  forcibly  into  the 
greedy,  eager  grasp  of  its  powerful  enemy,  heard 
its  last  loud  flutter,  and  then  rharked  the  silence 
that  followed,  as  its  conqueror  in  the  first  enjoy- 
ment of  his  triumph  silently  sucked  its  still 
living  body,  he  turned  from  the  sight  and  mut- 
tered: 

"  Such  is  power !  The  weak  are  the  sacrifices 
of  the  strong,  who  feed  upon  them,  draw  the 
life's  blood  from  their  hearts,  and  then  trample 
upon  their  dead  bodies  1  Such  is  power  I  and 
all  are  alike  in  its  exercise  1" 

He  ceased.  The  low  munmu-  of  the  sounds 
that  filled  the  streets,  then  alive  with  the  bustle 

VOL.  HI.  N 
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and  traffic  of  a  great  city,  sounded  in  his  eais, 
deadened  by  its  distance  and  the  thidc  wbDs  of 
the  prison,  yet  he  listened  attentively  to  it,  as  if 
it  deeply  concerned  him;  and  frequency  he 
could  also  hear  the  shutting  and  opesoing  of 
adjacent  cells,  the  rattling  of  heavy  chains,  and 
the  grounding  of  an  arquebuse,  as  the  sentry 
came  to  a  halt  before  the  door.  Such  sounds 
could  bring  little  pleasure  to  a  prisoner's  mind, 
to  the  Venetian's  less  than  to  aly.  .  Yet  in  aO 
the  wild  tumult  of  thought  consequent  upon  ttie 
events  of  the  last  few  weeks  in  which  he  had 
been  a  conspicuous  actor,  Yerrina  felt  one  source 
of  consolation.  He  should  die  as  a  conspirator, 
not  a  murderer ;  and  when  some  nobles  of  the 
city,  who  took  an  interest  in  his  behalf,  spoke 
to  him  of  life,  he  paid  little  attention  to  their 
intercession.  Death  was  before  him,  in  odc 
shape  at  least,  and  he  would  secure,  if  possiUe, 
the  less  dishonourable.  The  other  conspiratois 
were  elevated  by  every  hope ;  but  he,  by  none. 

The  morning  had  passed  into  mid-day,  the 
mid-day  was  gradually  disappearing  before  the 
coming  evening,  but  Verrina  firom  eariy  mom 
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still  lay  stretched  upon  his  miserable  pallet,  hug* 
ging  his  diams,  or  playing  with  them ;  and  as  he 
refused  food^  he  condescended  to  jest  with  his 
keeper,  and  made  some  inquiries  as  to  his  com- 
panions in  misfortune ;  was  witty  upon  hanging  a 
lawyer ;  and  stated  his  determination  to  demand 
the  axe  and  block  as  the  due  of  a  noble.  The 
keeper  was  more  astonished  than  edified.  He 
shrugged  his  shoulders ;  Verrina  smiled ;  and  then 
another  hour  was  passed  in  the  loneliness  of  his 
cell 

"  I  have  not !"  he  uttered  to  himself,  and  he 
spoke  in  the  very  bitterness  and  anguish  of  his 
heart,  *'  I  have  not  in  this  proud  city,  vast  and 
populous  as  it  is,  one  true  friend— one  man  or 
woman  who  loves  me  for  myself  I  Oh,  crime  I 
the  criminal  are  thy  last  and  surest  victims! 
Others  may  escape — ^they  never.  Neither  man's 
lament  nor  woman's  tear  is  heard  or  shed  for  me ! 
I  am  a  noble,  and  my  class  would  save  my  life 
as  an  o£fering  to  their  own  order,  not  because 
they  care  for  me,  and — "  he  paused.  A  slow 
step  was  heard  at  his  cell  door.     The  lock  was 

N  2 
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slowly  and  noiselessly  opened ;  and  in  the  now 
fast-waning  light  of  the  short  evening,  as  it 
was  merging  into  night,  he  saw  a  muffled  figure 
enter,  bolt  the  door  behind  him,  and  then  ap- 
proach his  couch. 

"  SigDor,''  said  Verrina  sneeringly,  ^^  thou  art 
a  late  visitor." 

''True,"  r^oined  the  other,  loosening  his 
doak. 

"  By  the  saints,  I  mistake,  or — ^no  I  am  right ! 
The  Roman,  Michael  Alfeo,"  and  Verrina  sfHTing 
up  from  his  recumbent  position.  ''This  is 
strange.     Thou  here  and  free  !" 

'^  Both,  Signer !" 

"Some  borrow  the  fiend's  liick,"  muttered 
the  Venetian.  "Yet,  Signer,"  he  continued 
aloud,  "  I  rejoice  to  see  thee.  Be  seated  My 
apartment  is  not  over  well  furnished,  nor  over 
well  lighted.  But  pray  be  seated.  How  hast 
thou  escaped  ?" 

"  I  left  Genoa,  when  St  Thomas'  gate  fdl 
into  the  hands  of  our  party,  and  spent  the  re- 
mainder of  the  night  upon  the  'mountains.    In 
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the  morning  I  entered  the  city  again,  and  waited 
upon  the  Lady  Verona  Cibo,  with  whom  I  had 
some  business/' 

*'  Indeed  T  muttered  Verrina,  strangdy  and 
anxiously  regarding  his  visitor. 

"  And,"  continued  the  other,  "  when  I  had 
finished  it,  I  quitted  Genoa  a  secoml  time,  never 
to  have  returned,  had  I  not  heard  of  the  fieJl  of 
Montobbio  and  thy  capture.  I  have  journeyed 
thus  far  and  risked  life  to  see  thee.'' 

"It  was  kind,  Signer,  and  thou  hast  my 
thanks.  Yet  methinks  thou  hast  an  object. 
Be  free,  Signer,  predse,  and  come  to  the  point. 
Thy  journey  would  serve  others  not  me,"  and  he 
turned  his  eyes  full  and  searching  upon  the 
Roman's  calm,  moumftd  countenance.  "  Am  I 
in  the  right,  Signer  ?" 

"  Partly,  thou  art.  Hear  me !"  and  drawing 
closer  to  the  Venetian,  who  maintained  his  seat 
upon  the  side  of  the  pallet,  he  continued. 
"  Thou  canst  remember  a  supper  once  given  by 
Vincent  LomeUino  to  a  party  of  Genoese  nobles, 
on  the  night  preceding  the  Count  Fiesco's  mar- 
riage?" 


270  THE  WILL;  OR, 

The  Venetian  bowed  his  bead  to  conceal  ibe 
emotions  which  the  reference  to  this  event  bad 
reflected  in  his  countenance. 

**  I  see  thou  dost !  At  that  supper  an  un- 
mannerly knave,  ca&ed  Castrucd — '' 

''StopT  shouted  Verrina,  dutdiing  the 
nanrator  fiercely  by  the  arm,  and  staring  into 
his  fyce^  maridog  each  expression  of  feature 
with  a  painful  accuracy.  '*  Stop !  By  the  saints ! 
I  remember  all!  Thy  visi^  Signor,  has 
puzzled  me  for  wedcs.  Seen  before,  but  when 
or  where,  I  oould  not  teQ !  Now  all  is  dear  and 
bright  as  noon^y.  Yes,  I  can  be  no  longer 
deceived !    Thou  and  CTastruoci  are  one  T 

"  At  that  supper,  this  knav^''  contmued  the 
Roman,  without  noticing  the  other's  videot 
interruption,  *'  contrived  to  make  his  appcaraDce, 
though  an  uninvited  guest,  for  he  had  then 
objects  of  his  own  in  view.  By  the  eonnmnoe 
of  a  servant  he  obtained  admission,  and  fiivoured 
by  fortune,  happened  to  enter  vriwn  fab  own 
conduct  was  the  subject  of  remark.  FrevioQs 
circumstanoes  in  the  fiyes  of  some  tiien  preseot 
had  become  known  to   him;  their  ezpositioo 
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served  his  purpose  in  maintaining  the  character- 
he  had  assumed.  His  errand  there  appertained 
to  the  late  Oiannetino  Doria,"  and  as  he  men- 
tioned the  name,  his  face  was  slighdy  flushed. 
*'  You,  however,  ako  came  under  his  remark." 
"  Go  on !"  said  Verrina,  carelessly,  "  go  on  !" 
'^  He  then  mentioned  to  thee  a  matter  of 

» 

some  in^ortance ;  of  none,  mark  me,  to  you 


now." 


"  Indeed,  Signor !"  remarked  the  Venetian 
bitterly. 

**  It  is  now  a  truth/'  continued  the  other ; 
^^  and  although  then  he  never  imagined  it 
woiild  be  his  duty  to  interfere  in  business  that 
did  not  concern  him,  for  being  a  charlatan  to 
carry  out  his  private  objects  and  not  for  the 
sake  of  gain — " 

"  One  word,  Signor,"  asked  the  Venetian, 
momentarily  turned  6rom  the  contemplation  of 
his  own  position  by  a  desire  to  elucidate  what 
was  strange  and  mysterious  in  the  conduct 
of  his  visitor.  '^  You  remember  the  day  of 
oiu-  conference  at  the  Fiesco  palace,  when  up- 
bidden  you  entered,  and  were  enrolled  amongst 
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US,  on  the  strength  of  a  communication  to  the 
Count?" 

Alfeo  bowed  his  head  in  assent. 

"  The  Count,"  continued  the  Venetian,  "  was 
chary  of  thy  communication*  It  is  now  past 
We  are  all  scattered  !  changed,  yet  I  would 
know  its  import" 

^'  It  was  a  tale  of  passion  and  disgrace,"  said 
Alfeo,  "  still,  as  this  is  an  hour  of  explanatico, 
thou  shalt  learn  its  purport.  On  that  night ;  1 
related  an  incident  that  occurred  at  Rome. 
Giannetino  Doria  was  the  merchant  of  my  story, 
a  noble  lady  of  Rome  his  victim ;  I  a  passionate 
lover — ^now  an  avenger  I  Thou  hast  all !  It 
was  the  same  story  that  moved  the  Count 
when  again  told  within  his  own  palace,  and  in 
the  council-room  of  the  conspiracy." 

''  Thou  and  Castruod,  then,  are  one !"  ex- 
claimed Verrina,  again  interrupting  him. 

"  Be  it  so  I  We  are  I  But  let  me  on  to 
my  tale.  A  mark  of  kindness  shewn  to  one  in 
whom  the  mterest  of  my  life  was  centred,  was 
treasured  then  in  my  memory ;  and  when,  in 
after  years,  I  returned  to  Genoa,  wrecked  in 
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hope,  with  vengeance  in  my  heart,  I  found  that 
with  the  progress  of  time  had  occurred  great 
and  most  important  changes.  I  foimd  that  my 
knowledge  and  power  could  be  useful  to  one 
who  had  more  than  served  me ;  to  another,  who 
deeply  interested  me." 

'^  I  know  it  all,''  said  Verrina  impatiently, 
"  know  it  alL  Thy  clients  are.  Signer,  Philip 
Calva  and  the  Lady  Verona  Cibo.  Go  on! 
What  wouldst  thou  ?" 

'*  Philip  Calva  is  thine  own  brother — the  heir 
to  all  the  wealth  thou  now  possessest !  Of  the 
past  I  speak  not.  Do  justice,  now,  and  acknow- 
ledge the  relationship  1" 

*^  He  is  a  murderer  1"  said  Verrina  sternly, 
'^  and  his  afiinity  to  me  would  need  more  than 
assertion ;  it  would  demand  proof.'' 

"  And  so  should  there  be  proof  of  his  crime,'' 
returned  Alfeo  gently. 

'*  There  is  proof.  Documents,  gold,  jewels, 
all  identified  as  the  property  of  the  late  Vincent 
Lomellino,  are  found  in  his  baggage  at  his 
lodging  I  What  seek  you,  Signor?  Is  not 
this  proof?" 

N  3 
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"  It  is-^of  aQother's  crimiiuil  act— of  thine 
own  I" 

<<  Saints  r  exdaimed  Verrina,  springing 
angrily  from  his  seat. 

"  Be  calm/'  said  AUeo,  intenmpting  him, 
and  he  bent  upon  his  flushed  feoe  a  oold,  pene- 
trating look,  before  which  the  other  quailed, 
*'  be  calm.  Signer.  I  advance  nothing  that 
cannot  be  proven.  That  rii^  is  thine,''  and  he 
shewed  him  his  signet  ring.  ^  It  was  found 
under  the  window  through  which  thou  didst 
enter  on  the  night  of  Count  Fiesco's  festa. 
These  papers  were  in  the  posaesaon  of  the 
murdered  man ;  and  his  heir  has  sinoe  seardied 
thine  own  dwelling  here  in  Genoa — found  thy 
bond  passed  to  Vincent  LomeOino,  and  payable 
the  day  after  his  unexpected  death — gold  known 
as  his^*jewels  marked  and  proven  his.  All 
these  are  in  thine  own  house,  wh««  die  seal  of 
the  Republic  now  guards  them.  What  sayest 
thou  ?" 

"  I  am  a  victim  1" 

"  Thou  art  a  murderer  I"  said  Alfeo,  sternly. 
'^  Let  us  have  no  more  of  this.     The  papers  are 
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the  deposition  of  one  since  dead,  into  whose 
arms,  in  Venice,  was  entrusted  the  posthumous 
child  of  thine  own  father.  The  cupidity  of  its 
intended  destroyer,  partially  moved  as  he  was  to 
pity  by  the  in&nt's  smile,  caused  him  to  disobey 
thine  orders !" 

"  May  angels  and  saints  curse  him !"  cried 
Yerrina.  *^  May  they  pass  his  death-bed  with 
nought  but  condemnation  in  their  mouths !" 

'«  These  depositions  are  here.  One  witness 
is  dead  ;  but  these  papers/'  and  he  held  out  to 
Yerrina  the  very  roll  that  once  seen  in  Lomel- 
Uno's  house  had  caused  his  death — "these  papers 
prove  this  statement;  and  Adrasto  di  Yitelli 
lives.  He  heard  the  woman  swear  to  their  im« 
port,  and  in  Genoa  lives  the  other  witness  of 
this  crime.  Pause  before  thou  darest  to  dispute 
such  testimony.  Thou  art  a  doomed  man ! 
There  is  no  hope  for  escape !" 

"  I  know  that,"  answered  Yerrina,  doggedly. 
"  Doomed  on  all  sides ;  denied  a  chance  of 
redress !     What  more  dost  demand  ?" 

"  That  on  the  verge  of  eternity  thou  actest 
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with  justice.  Acknowledge  this  yonth  as  thy 
brother — prodaim  his  innooeDoe  of  the  charge 
laid  against  him !" 

*'  And  die  a  murderer !"  sneeringly  suggested 
Verrina.     "  Signor,  thou  art  kind  !*' 

^*  No  :  all  this  can  be  provided  against 
Andrew  Doria  said,  when  in  the  Senate  House, 
three  days  past,  the  Signer  BaDiano  mentioDed 
this  second  charge  against  thee,  that  the  con* 
spiracy  should  take  precedence,  and  if  the  Senate 
acquitted  thee  of  that,  then  they  might  try  the 
other  crime." 

"  Wen,  what  does  this  for  me?" 

"  Much !  F^pare  for  death !  Acknowledge 
thy  brother,  and  calling  in  proper  witnesses  excul- 
pate him  by  a  written  deposition  from  the  gdk 
of  murder.  There  is  interest  enough  in  the 
State  to  conceal  from  all  but  the  authorities  the 
substance  of  thy  confession.  Do  this,  and  thoa 
canst  die  in  peace.  Die  as  a  conspirator,  not  a 
common  cut-throat!  I  tell  thee,  thou  canst 
not  live !" 

"  I   may   escape  !"  suggested  Verrina;  for 
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since  this  wholesale  revelation  of  his  guilt  thus 
made  by  his  visitor,  he  began  to  see  that  he  must 
do  as  advised;  and  the  terrors  of  death  also 
operated  upon  his  mind.     "  I  might  escape !" 

"  To  the  other  world  thou  wilt ;  but  not  in 
4his  one.     What  sayest  thou  ?" 

''  I  might  refuse  r 

^'  Then  listen  !  Sebastian  Larcero  presses  on 
thee  ^th  more  than  mortal  enmity^  and  as  the 
firm  adherent  and  ready  knave  of  the  Doria 
family^  he  has  powerful  interest,  and  even  now 
he  strives  to  have  thee  tried  for  this  murder.  He 
can  easily  furnish  a  plea,  for  though  oondenmed 
as  a  conspirator,  he  can  all^e  that  the  safety 
of  thy  brother  demands  thy  trial  as  a  murderer. 
Choose  thy  fate :  open  exposure  as  a  vile  cut* 
throat— or  private  reparation  where  thou  hast 
done  grievous  wrong.'' 

"  I  agree  !"  gasped  Verrina ;  and  Alfeo  rose, 
and  for  a  few  minutes  quitted  the  ceU.  When 
he  retmned,  he  was  accompanied  by  a  priest, 
Julius  Cibo,  and  Jerome  Varras.  The  Venetian 
regarded  the  young  noble,  who  bowed  to  him. 
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with  a  finn  look,  Jerome  with  «  cardeas  one, 
and  the  priest  with  a  half  frown.  Silently  they 
ranged  themselves  round  him,  waiting  for  same 
moments  in  calm  expectation  of  his  Idsure; 
and  as  the  priest,  who  acted  as  scribe,  drew 
forth  some  paper  and  writing  materials,  Vorina 
turned  quickly  to  him. 

'^  When  do  we  dief'  he  asked  in  a  cardess 
tone. 

''  To-morrow,  at  noon  !'*  was  the  reply. 

"  Then  write,"  continued  Venina ;  and  slowly 
and  calmly  he  rdated  the  dicumstanoes  attend- 
ing Lomdlmo's  death ;  his  own  entrance  to  his 
dwelling;  his  determination  to  possess  those 
papers  which  had  been  made  the  means  of 
forcing  him  to  sign  his  bond  for  a  laige  sum, 
and  his  own  necessity  in  using  his  weiqpon. 
"  Write  all  I"  he  added,  stemty;  ''  for  I  would 
make  no  reserve.  This  confession  does  not  see 
the  light  until  after  my  own  death  makes  way 
for  it." 

'^  No,"  answered  Al&o,  *'  its  disgrace  shall 
never  touch  thee." 

"  Thanks  I     As  to  the  other  matter,  Signer," 
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and  he  turned  to  the  Roman,  *^  that  I  shall 
iMtde  otherwise.  It  needs  no  public  attestation; 
Farewell^  Signers,  all,  but  the  Signor  Alfeo. 
He  remains  with  me." 

In  a  few  seconds,  the  Roman  and  he  were 
alone.  Verrina  turned  uneasily  towards  him, 
yet  without  speaking.  His  colour  was  excited, 
his  eye  flashing,  and  there  was  for  a  moment  a 
strange,  remarkable  change  in  his  manner. 
Both  remained  in  silence  for  some  minutes  more, 
until  at  length  Verrina  spoke. 

"  Thou  art  Castrucci,  then  ?" 

"  I  am  Adrasto  di  ViteDi — a  noble  of  the 
Roman  city,"  said  Alfeo,  slowly. 

'^HaT  exclaimed  the  Venetian,  '^  the  light 
breaks  in  upon  me  I  Thou  wert  the  witness  to 
the  confession  of  which  thou  didst  speak.  The 
past  is  the  past  It  cannot  be  recalled,  and  I 
seek  no  more  information  regarding  thee.  But 
a  word  I     Thou  art  satisfied  ?" 

''  Thy  brother  is  dear  of  this  murder.  He 
has  no  chum  on  thine  inheritance,"  replied  Alfeo 
to  this  question. 

''  That  too  shaU  be  settled  i"  and  whikt  Alfeo 
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sat  by,  he  took  the  pen,  and  wrote  with  a  stewfy 
hand  a  short  will,  acknowledging  the  young 
soldier  as  his  brother  and  the  ri^tfiil  heir  to 
all  his  immense  property  in  Venice.  That  in 
Genoa  had  been  confiscated.  **  Now,  dost  seek 
aught  else  f* 

"  Nothing,''  answered  the  Roman,  deddedfy, 
and  rising  as  he  spoke. 

"One  word  yetT  said  Verrina.  "I  am 
now  poor,  crime-stained,  condemned  to  die,  yet 
life  is  still  worth  struggling  for.  I  could 
escape!" 

''  How  r  asked  Alfeo,  astonished.  **  Why 
shouldst  seek  to  do  that?  What  to  thee  is 
life  when  deprived  of  those  means  thou  hast 
always  enjoyed  ?" 

"Much,  Signer.  Lend  me  that  dagger  at 
thy  girdle,  and  1  am  a  free  man." 

Alfeo  looked  at  him,  heavily  ironed,  chained 
to  the  floor ;  then  he  ^anced  his  eyes  up  at  th6 
dose  grated  window  through  which  was  hardlf 
now  visible  the  faint,  lingering  light  ol  the 
departing  day ;  scanned  its  massive  iron  bars, 
the  strong,  iron  clasped  door ;  and  drawing  the 
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dagger  from  his  belt,  laid  it  at  his  side  "  It  is 
a  foolish  venture." 

"No!"  said  Verrina,  eagerly  clutching  the 
weapon.  "  Farewell,  Signer !"  and  the  Roman 
thus  warned,  moved  to  the  door.  The  keeper 
opened  it  Alfeo  walked  rapidly  down  the 
passage.  He  paused,  turned ;  a  sudden  thought 
darted  through  his  mind,  and  rapidly  ap^ 
proaching  the  keeper,  he  whispered  in  his 
ear. 

"  It  might  be  so,'*  muttered  the  man,  and 
they  instantly  began  to  open  the  door.  The 
bolt  turned.  There  was  a  heavy  rattle  of 
chains,  a  wild  laugh  sounded  through  the  cell, 
and  then  there  was  the  sound  of  some  weighty 
body  falling,  and  the  chains  and  irons  clanked, 
and  clashed,  and  struggled  against  each  other. 

"  Quick !"  shouted  Alfeo.  «  Quick !"  and 
the  door  was  opened.  "  By  the  saints  we  are 
too  late !" 

"  Too  late !"  murmured  the  Venetian,  who 
lay  extended  on  the  floor  of  his  cell,  one  hand 
doubled  up  in  his  fetters,  the  other  crossing  his 


282  THE  WILL;  OR, 

bosom,  whfle  the  handle  of  the  dagger  seemed 
to  have  just  glided  fix)m  its  grasp,  for  nothing 
more  but  that  part  was  visiUe,  as  the  blade  was 
buried  in  his  heart,  and  driven  home  with  a 
violence  that  showed  his  desperate  purpose. 

"  We  are  too  late,"  said  Alfeo  mournfully, 
as  the  other's  words  had  hardly  passed  out  of  hk 
moutii  until  he  was  dead.  **  He  has  escaped 
the  shame  of  an  execution  at  any  risk." 

Without  remaining  longer  than  to  see  that 
the  Venetian  was  really  dead,  Alfeo,  after  lifting 
the  document  which  Verrina  had  just  before 
written,  and  pointing  it  out  to  the  keeper,  kft 
the  prison,  and  hurried  towards  the  residence 
of  the  Cibo  family.  On  lus  way  he  met  Jerome 
Vairas,  recounted  to  him  the  circumstance,  at 
which  the  worthy  draper  was  much  astonished, 
and  then  he  passed  00,  while  Varras  sbwly  pro- 
ceeded towards  the  prison.  Whm  within  a  few 
yards  of  the  entrance  to  the  building,  Sebastian 
Larcero  overtook  him. 

'*  Hey,  Master  Vairas  1  we  are  always 
meeting  hereabouts.     My  Lord  Doria  has  the 
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Senate's  permission  to  stay  Battista  Verrina's 
execution,  untQ  he  is  tried  for  the  murder. 
One  death  will  cover  both  crimes." 

"  Too  late,  Signer,"  said  Jerome^  "  The 
Signer  Verrina  is  dead." 

''  Dead  !"  shouted  Larcero,  stopping,  and 
with  a  fearful  oath  seizing  upon  the  draper. 
''  Thou  liest,  knave  I  Dead  i  Tut  I  It  is 
fancy." 

''  He  stabbed  himself  to  the  heart  not  ten 
minutes  ago,"  said  Jerome,  releasing  himself 
with  some  difficulty  from  the  other's  grasp. 

"  May  the  fiend  seize  him  1  Curses  on  him ! 
He  has  cheated  mel"  and  as  Larcero  turned 
away,  Jerome  was  terror-stricken  by  the  awful 
expression  of  his  features,  so  terrible,  so  male- 
volent,  and  almost  fiendish  did  they  appear. 


284  THE  WILL;   OB, 


CHAPTER  XDC. 

Some  hours  after  noon  on  the  following  day, 
the  streets  of  Genoa  swarmed  with  the  midii- 
tudes  of  people  that  were  returning  from  having 
witnessed  the  execution  of  the  conspiraton. 
Jerome  had  died  with  a  firmness  and  a  resob- 
tion  not  expected.  Sacco  and  Calcagno  imi- 
tated their  patron ;  and  Ottobon,  the  youngest 
of  the  fSunily  had  been  respected,  and  his  seo- 
tenoe  changed  into  a  violent  arrest  against  him- 
sdf  and  his  descendants,  forbidding  them  as  &r 
as  ihe  fifth  generation  to  approach  Genoa  or  its 
dependencies;  while  every  inch  of  the  vast 
property  of  the  Fiesoo  family  was  confiscated  to 
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the  State.  The  conquerors  had  shown  little 
mercy,  and  the  conquered  had  suffered  the 
utmost  stretch  of  their  vengeance. 

A  group  of  people  returning  from  the  execu- 
tion, was  ranged  before  the  Fiesco  palace,  now 
a  huge,  startlmg  ruin,  from  which  every 
moment  was  drawing  something  away.  In 
a  few  days  was  totally  demolished  what 
it  had  taken  years  to  erect,  and  centuries 
to  bring  to  that  perfection  at  which  it  had 
arrived  at  the  time  of  the  late  Count's  death. 
The  vengeance  of  the  State  spared  nothing. 
All  that  was  exquisite  in  the  architecture  of  the 
times,  had  been  lavishly  employed  in  ornamenting 
the  palace.  Taste  had  created  novelties,  genius 
enriched  it,  and  gold  had  purchased  the  rare 
products  of  other  countries,  and  the  still  rarer 
mementos  of  Grecian  and  Roman  civilization; 
but  with  a  Vandalism  almost  unparalleled,  the 
edict  of  the  Senate  spared  neither  art  nor  anti- 
quity. With  ruthless  hand  it  consigned  all  to 
one  common  destruction. 

'<  Well  1"  said  a  plain  dtizen,  looking  at  the 
front  of  the  palace^  now  stripped  of  some  of  ita 
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most  beautifiil  ornameats,  which  lay  scattend 
and  faroken  in  the  yard  bdow — ^^The  Senate 
might  have  spared  the  stone  and  wood.'' 

*^  And  the  State  would  have  been  the  gainer/' 
observed  another.  **  To  pay  men  to  puU  down  I 
By  the  Wirgm  1  they're  not  half  so  rea<fy  to  mend 
or  build" 

*^  They  would  not  leave  a  tnoe  of  the  fiunily 
in  Genoa  I"  added  a  third. 

**  My  Lord  Doria  would  not,"  said  the  first 
speaker.  ''  But  that  is  of  little  moment,  fivtfae 
Count's  name  will  live  witii  his  own,  and  wiio- 
ever  chronides  die  deeds  of  the  Sea  Captain, 
will  not  foiget  the  conspirator,  fCesoo." 

''True,"  observed  the  second.  ''They 
are  inscfiarable.    Didst  see  the  execution  ?*' 

"  No,  I  would  not  lode  at  what  I  oouU  not 
approve.  They  say  that  the  Signor  Venrina 
cheated  their  vengence.     Is  the  report  true  ?" 

"Yesl  yesl  All  Genoa  knows  it.  Stabbed 
himself  last  night  in  prison,  and  escaped  a  more 
ignominious  death  by  oonunitting  a  suidda 
There  are  various  stories  as  to  the  cause ;  many 
strange,  and  many  more  improbable. 
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"  That  is  ever  the  case,"  and  the  speaker 
moved  away  to  make  room  for  Master  Jerome 
Varras,  who  casting  his  eyes  for  a  second  upon 
the  dilapidated  building,  walked  hastily  on,  and 
passed  it.  Jerome's  countenance  exhibited  the 
satisfaction  of  his  feeljngs,  and  he  hastened  his 
steps,  directing  them  towards  the  prison,  whither 
for  many  mornings  now  past  he  had  been  a 
constant  visitor.  When  he  reached  the  building, 
he  shewed  to  the  keeper  an  ordar  for  Philip 
Calva's  release ;  and  the  Senate,  it  would  seem, 
tired  of  executions,  consented  to  overlook  any 
iiregularities  in  the  case,  and  at  once  granted  the 
necessary  powers,  which  by  an  act  of  kindness 
on  the  part  of  the  Cibo  famQy,  was  placed 
in  Jerome's  hands  for  its  immediate  employ- 
ment. In  a  few  minutes  he  was  in  Philip's 
cell ;  and  as  the  remonstrance  of  Sebastian  Lar- 
cero  had  been  attended  to,  the  young  soldier  had 
been  now  for  several  days  past  lodged  in  a  more 
comfortable  portion  of  the  prison,  his  irons 
removed,  and  many  little  attentions  offered 
which  had  not  been  previously  shewn." 

"  Body  o'  me !"    ^claimed    Jerome,    when 
Philip  had  told  him  of  the  Venetian's  death ; 
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"  but  evil  tidings  fly  faster  than  good  Did  no 
one  whisper  your  own  release  ?" 

^^None!"  said  Philip,  for  the  litde  diaper 
till  that  moment  had  kept  it  prafoundly 
.secret     ^'  None !  that  would  be  good  news  T 

^'  Tut !  indeed,  well,  there  it  is !  thou  art  a 
free  man,"  and  as  Philip,  though  from  what  be 
had  heard  and  knew,  he  expected  that  he  should 
not  long  remain  a  prisoner,  was  unpf^)ared  for 
this  sudden  relief,  Jerome  took  to  explaining  its 
import  and  demonstrating  his  own  joy  by  sun- 
dry strange  jumps  and  skips :  "  thou  art  free 
Phil  1"  and  fr'ee  he  was,  for,  not  many  minutes 
after,  his  cell  was  opened,  the  great  gates  of  the 
prison  that  had  so  long  intervened  between  him 
and  liberty  were  wide  asunder,  and  leaning  on 
Jerome's  arm,  he  betook  himself  to  the  draper's 
shop. 

"  Hey,  Mistress  Varras !  Body  o'me  I  wife, 
but  111  grow  jealous !"  laughed  Jerome,  as  his 
young  wife  on  seeing  the  released  prisoner,  threw 
herself  into  his  arms.  *^  Easy,  Master  Hiilip! 
and  think,  if  thou  hast  no  oonscienoe,  that  a 
husband  has  at  least  some  feelings.  Oh,  wife ! 
wife !     But  women  are  fml  vessek  !" 
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'*And  husbands  do  not  render  them  more 
valuable  T'  rejoined  his  spouse. 

"  Never  mind,  good  dame.  We'll  drop  busi- 
ness for  this  day,  any  how ;"  and  getting  his 
shop  closed,  Jerome  and  Philip,  with  his  wife, 
all  three  remained  doseted  for  most  of  the  night 
together,  and  the  hour  was  late  when  Philip 
returned  to  the  **  White  Cross,''  where  his  wel- 
come §t)m  its  gay  and  buxom  mistress  was  all' 
he  could  well  desire. 

During  the  day  of  the  execution,  the  great 
alteration  in  the  young  soldier's  condition,  his 
elevation  to  rank  and  wealth,  had  been  made 
known  to  Verona,  and  by  her  to  her  brother, 
the  Marquis  de  Masse ;  and  as  they  talked  of 
these  events,  Leonora  sitting  by,  and  looking 
like  a  child  upon  whatever  interested  her  wander- 
ing fancy,  the  Signer  Alfeo  entered  the  room. 
His  countenance  seemed  to  have  assumed  a 
more  mournful  expression  than  either  ever  re- 
marked it  to  have  worn ;  and  the  shade  darkened 
when  he  approached  Verona. 

'^  I  leave  Genoa  on  the  morrow,"  he  said  in 
a    low    tone ;    **  leave  it  after    seemg  much 

VOL.  m.  o 
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nuseiy,  and  the  wreck  of  find  and  fariOnnt 
hopes." 

^'Yoo  have  been  here  in  ev3  dq^"  re- 
marked Jnliw  Cibow  ''But  the  pastbadak 
dond,  which  wffl  be  cfasipated  by  a  bnf^ 
mture. 

''Thafc  thy  propheqr  may  not  ftfl  is  my 
eameet  wish;"  and  he  tomed  to  Veroiia. 
"  Dear  lady,  we  shall  meet  no  morein  thk  fifeT 

''  No  more !  Thou  woiddat  jest  wifli  me, 
Signorr 

**  It  is  sober  and  sad  earnest  We  shall  meet 
no  OKHfe,  I  fear  me !  Ha !  my  Lord  Baibi  f 
for  then  the  door  opened  i^ain,  and  Anmbal 
advanced  forward ;  **  thoa  art  dresnd  tar  the 
road.     Dost  leave  Genoa  f' 

"In  an  hour/'  said  Balbi»  bowing  to  Verona, 
yet  not  meeting  her  eye.  ^  I  have  oome  to  bid 
thee  fiireweQ  I" 

'And  whither,''  asked  the  Marquis,  **  dest  gof ' 
This  morning  I  have  acoqptod  a  oonaninioii 
in  the  Emperor's  service.  I  ym  him  imme- 
diately at  BnisseDs.  Whiiiier  I  shallgo  thenoe, 
or  how  long  I  shall  be.abaent  I  know  not." 


« 
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''By  the  saints!  aU  leave  Genoa  1  The 
Signor  Alfeo  is  bidding  us  a  final  fai:eweQ.  I 
shall  soon  quit  it  mysdC    Verona,  dost  thou 

''Not  that  I  know/'  ^  answered,  blushing. 
"  But  these  melancholy  events  of  the  past  weeks 
would  weO  nigh  rid  the  city  of  its  inhabitants. 
Yet,  Signor  Alfeo,  think  again.  Thine  adieu  is 
not  for  ever  ?'* 

^  I  wish,''  said  the  Roman,  "  that  I  could 
ever  promise  to  mysdf  the  chance  of  meeting 
thee  again,  but  I  fear  we  part  for  ever." 

"  Signor,  I  owe  thee  morB  than  common  gra- 
titude for  past  &vours." 

"  I  am  more  than  rewarded  in  the  pleasure 
of  the  services  I  have  been  able  to  render  thee," 
returned  AHeo.  "  May  God  and  his  saints  bless 
thee !  But  now,  fieurewell.'' 

"  Say  ^not  for  ever !"  repfied  V»t»na,  as  he 
took  her  hand.  "  Give  us  some  hope." 

"  I  fear  me  i  cannot,"  and  drawing  from  his 
own  finger,  a  jewelled  ring,  he  fitted  it  up<m  her 
hand.  "  Hus  will  sometimes  tnm  your  thoughts 
to  one,  who  unfortunate  himself  could  fed  for 

o  2 
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grief  in  otbers.  FareweD,  ftrewell  fix*  ever !" 
and  kissiDg  her  hand  he  turned  before  she  ooaU 
speak.  ''My  Lord  Marquis^  frrewdll  Signer 
Balln,  we  both  travel  together  a  part  of  the 
way.  •  I  shall  await  you  on  the  road,''  and  in  a 
moment  more  he  was  gone. 

"A  strange  mystery !"  said  Julius  Cibo.  "  Ve- 
rona, what  says  the  ring?" 

''A  nbUe  and  generous  heart/'  rqilied 
Verona.  ''The  ring,  ah  I"  and  her  £M»cfaaDged 
its  expression  for  amoment,  "  Castrucci !  can  he 
be  Casfrucci  ?^ 

"  Castrucci  1"  exclaimed  CibO|  taking  the 
ring.  "By  the  mass,  here  is  the  name!  At 
Annibal,  what  sayest  thou  ?" 

"  I  do  not  wonder  at  it  The  Signor  AI60 
and  the  dread  magician  are  one.  He  is  mortal, 
yet  not  as  other  mortals  1"  said  BalbL  "  But 
be  he  who  he  may,  I  ako  owe  him  gratitude.'' 

"An are  indebted  to  him." 

"  AH !"  murmured  Verona,  whfle  Balbi  held 
out  his  hand. 

"  Farewdl,  Verona,  may  you  be  happy !"  he 
said  moumfolly. 
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**Tutr  exdaimecU  Cibo.  "  Thy  parting  is 
not  for  ever.     Is  it  ?*' 

**  War  has  chances  I"  said  Balbi.  "  A  man 
may  live  through  them.  Yet  many  will  also  die. 
I  am  not  free  from  this  risk." 

''May  God  bless  you  then!"  replied  Cibo. 
''  Time  separates  alL" 

"  And  provides  for  the  unhappy  !"  remarked 
Balbi.  '^  Farewell,  Verona!"  and  kissing  her 
hand,  she  burst  into  tears. 

"  Farewelly  dear  Annibal !  return  to  Genoa. 
Time  is  a  powerful  physician." 

"  Yet  in  some  diseases  his  only  potent  remedy 
is  death.  Farewell  I"  and  tearing  himself  from 
the  apartment,  he  left  Verona  and  her  brother 
together.  They  both  sat  for  some  time  in 
silence,  then  Julius  rose  and  left  the  room,  while 
Verona  turned  to  her  sister,  who  childish  had 
sat  during  the  time,  r^;ardless  of  what  had 
passed  round  her. 

Verona  felt  separated  from  two  dear  friends, 
in  the  departure  of  Alfeo  and  Annibal  Balbi; 
and  she  no  longer  doubted  that  the  former  was 
identified    with    the    dread    Castrucci,    who. 
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yean  before^  had  filled^  Geooa  with  strange 
doubts  and  misgivings  as  to  his  bdi^  fike 
other  men.  His  knowledge  fiu-  bqrond  dnt 
then  oommonlj  met  with  m  any  nufifidaslt  no 
matter  what  his  ranlc  or  position ;  fab  oahnnra 
of  manner;  his  dark  intelligent  fiuse ;  tfaefesDy 
strange  events  that  had  been  JntiraafaJy  kacwm 
to  him,  thougti  onfy  so  through  common  chan- 
nels, and  his  assumption  of  a  diaFacter  uaeAii 
towards  his  own  designs,  all  gave  rise  to  the 
imputations  eurrent  in  Genoa ;  and  eivery  da/s 
lies  or  inventions  strengthened  them.  The 
secret  of  his  melancholy  had  been  discovered  to 
none  but  Fiesoo ;  and  it  was  its  oommunicatioD 
that  made  the  CSount  instantly  enlist  him  in  the 
conspiracy.  He  owed  his  escape  fix>m  all  after 
peril,  by  not  being  known  as  privy  to  its  des^; 
for  amongst  ail  vrho  had  been  assembled  in 
the  Fiesco  palace  on  the  night  of  the  insurreo- 
tion,  not  one,  but  the  silk-spinner  and  Jcforoe 
Varras,  remained  in  Genoa.  AH  were  gone — 
fled ;  and  the  silk-spinner  did  not  know  Alfeo's 
share  in  the  Count's  designs;  while  Jerome, 
though  cognizant  of  it,  kept  the  secret  to  himself. 
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These  drcumstaooes  passed  tbrongfa  Verona's 
mind,  whilst  she  sat  beside  her  sister,  striving 
to  direct  bar  attention  to  some  outward  ol:jeet ; 
but  Leonora  was  passive  in  her  hands.  Her 
qres  seemed  fixed,  and  Verona  was  turning 
away,  when  a  step  vrithout  sounded  on  her  ear. 
She  started,  grew  red,  then  pale,  felt  weak  and 
trembling,  when  the  door  was  oautioudy 
opened,  and  the  yoang  soldier  entered  ihe 
apartment. 

•^  Phifip  r 

"  Venma,  dearest  Verona  t" 

Axdendy  and  affectionately  did  Phifip  press 
to  his  heart  her  yielding  form ;  for  in  the  first 
expression  c^  her  satisfaction  at  his  appearance, 
she  could  not  resist  his  warm  embraces.  He 
Idssed  her  pale  forehead;  and  in  the  {Measure 
of  that  moment  of  extreme  enjoyment,  he  did 
not  remark  the  presence  of  her  sister;  but 
Leonora  had  never  turned  her  face  to  him; 
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and  in  the  absence  of  her  sister's  sympathy, 
Verona  fdt  the  only  drawback  upon  her  own 
gratification.  The  first  minutes  of  their  inter- 
view were  passed  in  silence.      FhSip  could  not 
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express  in  words  his  delight;  and  bis  com- 
panion, trembling  and  blushing,  hid  her  face 
upon  his  shoulder.  The  rich  pleasure  of  those 
few  minutes  compensated  (or  the  miseiy  of  the 
past  sufibJngs  both  had  endured.  Nothing 
but  self  appeared  before  them.  They  did  not 
then  live  for  others,  and  they  foigot  for  the 
time  the  past,  and  heeded  not  the  future,  for 
^&r  world  was  in  themselves,  in  their  mutual 
joy  at  again  beholding  each  other. 

"  Verona,  dearest !''  whispered  the  young 
soldier,  "  thou  art  my  star  of  life.  In  prison,  on 
the  battle-field,  thou  only  art  in  my  heart.  Thou 
lovest  me  ?" 

She  looked  up  in  his  face  for  a  moment^  and 
in  her  countenance  he  read  the  answer  which 
she  did  not  express  in  words. 

''  I  am  happy,  dearest !  These  few  moments 
are  more  than  reward  for  the  past  lafe  with- 
out thee  would  be  worse  to  me  than  death  !** 

''  Then  thou  shalt  not  die !"  she  murmured. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

Dear  read^,  may  I  r^ard  you  as  one 
desirous  to  learn  the  final  career  of  some  of 
those  personages  whom  I  have  attempted  to 
delineate? 

The  fate  of  Captain  Philip  Calva  was  at  last 
settled.  About  twelve  months  after  Fiesco's 
death,  Verona  and  he  were  privately  married  in 
the  presence  of  the  Cibo  family.  Neither  of 
them  had  ever  cause  to  complain  of  that 
destiny  which  had  so  strangely  united  their 
fortunes. 

The  Si^or  Alfeo  requires  some  notice.  He 
was  the  example  of  a  constancy  in  affection  not 
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dimned  by  the  death  of  its  object  His  hand 
had  avenged  Giulia's  early  misfortimeSi  and  it  is 
needless  to  remark  that  his  participation  in  the 
Conspiracy  was  to  make  it  the  instrument  of 
Dona's  pmushment.  His  sympathy  towards 
Fhilipy  his  exertions  on  his  behalf  when  lying 
under  Lomellino's  accusation,  resulted  firom  his 
memory  of  that  youth's  kindness  shown  to 
Giulia  on  the  day  of  the  Count's  marriage. 
Shortly  after  the  termination  of  the  struggle  at 
Genoa,  he  retired  to  a  monastery,  and  spent  the 
remainder  of  his  existence  in  the  cultivation  of 
that  literature  which  had  been  his  eariiest 
passion. 

Guino  Spinola  lived  gay  as  ever,  and  manried 
a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Durazzo.  His 
taste  is  celebrated  in  Genoa  to  this  day,  fcnr 
it  was  his  advice  that  persuaded  his  brother- 
in-law  to  engage  the  celebrated  Fontana  in 
the  building  of  a  new  palace,  which  stands  the 
memorial  of  the  splendour  and  wealth  of  that 
period  of  Genoese  history. 

Annibal  Baibi  served  some  campaigns  with 
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great  honour  and  glory  under  Chatles^  and 
time  was  relieving  him  from  the  condequoMses 
of  his  ill-fated  attachment  to  Verona,  for  he 
had  communicated  his  intention  of  returning 
to  Genoa,  when  the  Emperor  entered  on  his 
unfortunate  expedition  to  Algiers,  from  which 
Balbi  never  came  back.  Sebastian  Larcero  died 
the  victim  of  some  drunken  brawl ;  and  Jerome 
Varras  succeeded  to  his  own  contentment, 
dying  by  &r  the  wealthiest  and  best  respected 
man  of  his  guild  in  Genoa,  while  Mistress 
Varras  added  nine  annual  branches  to  the 
family  tree,  and  his  descendants  are  yet  resident 
in  his  native  city. 

Of  an  those  who  survived  Ilesco,  I  know 
not  one  whose  lot  was  as  melancholy  as  that 
of  his  young  and  beautiful  wife,  Leonora.  She 
died  two  years  after  her  sister  Verona's  mar- 
riage. Cahn  and  gentle  was  her  passage  to 
eternity;  and  by  great  mercy  she  recovered 
her  faculties,  dear,  full,  and  powerful,  before 
her  death.  She  discoursed  of  the  past,  and 
seemed  thankful  that  the  derangement  of  in- 
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teDect  whidi  afflicted  her,  had  praseryed  her 
from  witnessing  the  violoit  proceedings  that 
succeeded  the  revolt 


THE   END. 


LOKOOli: 

Priated  by  Schnln  and  Co.,  \K  Po1m4  Street. 
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